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Dedication
 
This book goes to my grandfather, who loved me like no one ever could. Who showed me how I should be loved. Who will always be in my heart no matter what time or day it is. He is a fixture. And not a day goes by that the thought of you leaves me.
He believed I could do anything, that the world was my oyster. And for that, I give you this oyster. And hopefully so many more.
RIP, Granddad.
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This book is a standalone.
I wanted what she had, she had what I wanted. With her long blonde hair and her legs that never ended, she had him, but I wanted him.
We can’t always have what we want, and sometimes that’s the way life is meant to be. Sometimes destiny places other people in our path, a path that should not be mixed. But also sometimes, just sometimes, the paths cross, causing an explosive reaction.
Tanner was my crush. A crush that I’ve had since I first laid eyes on him. But now he’s dating my friend… my beautiful, flawless and perfect friend.
Then out of nowhere, Kyrone bursts into my life, taking me over bit by bit. I don’t know how to feel about that. I don’t know what to do. He frustrates me. He annoys me. But most of all, he makes me smile.
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They say dreams are a powerful thing, that our imagination is a powerful thing. And that sometimes all you have to do is dream big, or imagine big, to get what you want. To strive for what you want.
I dream big. My grandfather taught me to do so. The world is my oyster and yada yada. I never believed him, though maybe I should have. Maybe, just maybe, I should have dreamed and imagined bigger for myself. Maybe I could have taken a different path if my dreams were bigger if I imagined bigger.
Though sometimes we have no choice to, sometimes life takes us in the direction it thinks we should have been in. The life that is our path.
I don’t believe my life took the right path, some of it was great and some of it was hard.
I always tried to dream a little, maybe that was my downfall. I dreamed, but I didn’t dream big enough.
Shoot for the stars, he would say to me. Dream as big as the ocean, you can do anything you want, anything. Just imagine you can and your possibilities are endless.
So that’s what I am going to do, dream as big as the ocean, imagine like the sky above. No one can stop me.
 



 

 



 
 

The way he touches her hair makes me envious. The way he kisses her lips makes me wish they were my lips. The way his hand brushes across her cheek makes me mad.
Why can’t I have him? I want him so bad.
His short dark hair, his athletic body that I know would sculpt to me so perfectly. If… if… he wasn’t with her! Her, the blonde bombshell of our school. The one that all girls try to be that they envy. With her perfect hair and her perfect teeth. Her perfect face that has never seen a bad day in her life.
Seriously, all women get pimples. But no not her, not the perfect, ever-loving beautiful, Katrina. She has it all, everything I’ve ever wanted. Well, mainly the heartthrob of our school. Who is now tracing kisses down her neck for all to see. She giggles in response and I can’t take it anymore, I have to leave before I throw something at them. Arghh.
Just as I get up to leave, Katrina’s hand stops me. I try to plaster a smile as I turn to face her. I do, I really do.
“You aren’t leaving, are you?” she asks, looking up at me with her perfect teeth. I instantly look behind her and stare at Tanner. I don’t mean to, but I like watching his facial expressions. His aqua green eyes shoot to mine and he smiles softly, showcasing his perfectly white teeth.
“Yes, I have class,” I lie. I can’t sit here any longer. She pulls her bottom lip out like she’s sad and I half-smile at her. “I will see you tonight,” I tell her and she stands up and kisses my cheek.
I know what you’re thinking. I’m crushing hard on my friend’s boyfriend. And even if that might be half-true, technically I saw him first. Though, I guess that doesn’t really count for much. Katrina is a friend. She’s not a close friend, but still a friend. She is captain of the cheerleading team, beautiful body with legs that could run for days. Blonde hair that looks like she spends all day in the sun to get that perfect look. Smallish boobs and a one hundred dollar smile that just makes you do whatever she’s asking.
I haven’t known her long, one year to be exact. That’s when I started here. I transferred from California to get away from my life and I thought Texas would do that for me. Somewhere to drown out my annoying ex-boyfriend, though my grandfather is still there and he’s who I will miss the most. You’re probably wondering why I mentioned my grandfather? Well, the answer to that is long and painful, and it’s something I’m not particularly interested in anymore. My grandfather raised me from when I was a baby. He is my constant.
I’m different from most girls I hang around with at school. They all have perfect hair, perfect clothes. Most are beautiful inside as well as out, even Katrina. Me, well... I’m different. My hair is colored brightly nearly every week. This week it’s pastel pink, last week it was purple. I’m shorter than most of the girls and I have thick legs, which is mostly from dancing. Dancing is my escape and I’ve danced for as long as I can remember. My grandfather once told me that as soon as I was walking, I was dancing. He loved to watch me lose control to the music, the way it pulls me in and makes me forget the world. I used to dance four days a week, alternating between hip-hop, contemporary and even tango. I wanted to learn them all, but I didn’t choose to major in dancing. That, my grandfather was very disappointed in. He told me once I was put on this earth to dance and that I shouldn’t hide it from anyone. I do though, I hide it from everyone.
I feel like that is a part of me that’s just me. That no one here knows and can judge me on it. If I have a bad day, I usually sneak off to the gym once everyone has left and bring my beats. When I dance, I need the music so loud that it’s all I can hear or think about. I don’t want voices while the artist is taking control of me with his or her voice. I want to get lost in it.
As I step out of the cafeteria, I head outside to take a seat on the grass. It’s so green and lush here compared to California. I take off my ballet slippers and place my feet in the cool, lavish green grass. I wiggle my toes in it and lie back. My mind automatically goes to him… Tanner, and I can’t help the smile that forms on my lips. He’s a quarterback on the football team and absolutely heavenly. The captain of the team is his best mate, Kyrone. Kyrone is a douche, a complete and utter asshole. Most girls fall at his feet. He’s the ultimate playboy and he knows it. Though to this day, I’ve never seen him with a girlfriend. Which is odd, since he has his pick of girls lined up.
Tanner has been with Katrina for almost three months now and does not look like he will stray from her. I think he’s infatuated with her. Even though their so-called couple status may piss me off inside, it actually makes me want to scream it from the rooftops. I know I can't. They’re both too good, such nice people. He has charm, so much charm that when he smiles at you, you can’t help but smile like a girl with a crush on the ultimate boy in school.
“Why on earth are you lying in the grass?” Hillary shrieks behind me. I open my eyes and smile up at her. She’s much like Katrina, except she has brown wavy hair and is just a bit shorter. Not as short as me, but shorter than her. I open my eyes to tell her a lie when another figure steps up next to her. My mouth closes and I can't remember the question as I stare at Tanner smiling down at me.
“I thought you had class, CJ?” Tanner asks, smiling down at me as he takes a seat beside me on the grass. As Hillary huffs and walks off I look for Katrina but don’t see her. “She went to practice, no need to run now,” Tanner says, nudging me as he lies down on the soft grass. I close my eyes and breathe in heavily. His cologne floods my senses and it makes me nervous at just how close he is, even though he’s one of my closest friends here.
“Why do you always run? Where do you go after school?” he asks surprising me. I turn to face him and notice he’s already looking at me. I feel my cheeks start to heat and turn my head, so I’m not looking into his perfect face. He has a pretty boy face, and though that usually doesn’t attract me, but in him, it does. He totally pulls it off.
“Just… around,” I reply trying to remember the question as I answer him. I see his shadow move and I turn to face him as he lays on his belly, hands under his chin.
“You won’t tell me?” he asks sounding astonished. I laugh at his eagerness as he’s asked me this before, but I’ve just brushed him off. “What can I do to persuade you?” He leans closer, so he’s nearly looming over me and right then I want to tell him. I want to tell him that watching him with her makes me feel all kinds of things, but mostly jealousy. But I don’t.
“Me? Persuade me?” I laugh and look back up to the sky.
“I might just stalk you one day,” he says teasingly, lying back on his hands.
“Do you have practice?” I ask, changing the subject.
“Yes, don’t remind me,” he huffs into his hands. I laugh at him and stand up. I have to make it to English before I’m last in class, yet again. He stares as I move and sits up so he’s watching me. “Why are you running now?” he asks half joking.
“Well, if you ever want to see me again, I need to get my ass to class. I’ve been slacking too much and need to pull my grades up for finals,” I say huffing as I stand and look back down at him one more time.
“I always want to see you. Just have to keep you in the same spot long enough before you run away on me,” he says, standing up. “I might just do what I said and stalk you one day. To see what the girl with colorful hair gets up to,” he says, leaning in for a quick hug before he takes off. I try to calm my racing heart as I make a run for my class that I’m more than likely late for.
 



 
 

My back is covered with sweat, my hair is soaked and I feel fucking great. Dancing does that to me. Having a bad day? Tune everything else out and let your body take over, it knows what to do. As I grab my portable beats, I stop the track on my phone and my head snaps up as the door to the gym closes. I look around to see if anyone saw me and can't see anyone else in here. I think back to the other day when Tanner said he would stalk me and wonder if it was him. I know it wasn’t though, as he was wrapped up in Katrina after our last class together and I, of course, had to leave that situation.
As I make my way out of the gym, I spot Kyrone leaning outside on the wall. I stop dead in my tracks and hope it wasn’t him that walked in. I glare at him as I pull my backpack tighter around my shoulder and he smirks down at me.
“Nice moves, Christina,” he says, and to my ultimate humiliation, I now know it was him. I can’t believe he just called me that. No one calls me that, not even my grandfather.
“Whatever,” I say and start to walk off. Don’t get me wrong, I’m not embarrassed to be seen dancing. I love it. I just didn’t want people to know why I always escape and where I go to do it. “Hey, wait up,” he says, catching up to me. I try to speed up to get as far away from him as possible and he laughs when he reaches me. I know, stupid idea running from the captain of the football team, who is constantly running.
I look at him as he starts a steady pace next to me. He is handsome, I can’t deny that. His hair is almost black and he has beautiful cheekbones that look like they have been airbrushed and he has the body to match. He smiles when he catches me looking at him and I notice he has one dimple on the side of his left cheek.
“Where’s the fire?” he asks, looking around and joking with me while I’m trying to get away from him. My face scrunches up and I try hard to hide my annoyance at him. “So, you got a thing for Tanner?” he asks casually. I stop dead in my tracks and stare at him. He’s smiling brightly now.
“What is your problem?” I scream. He’s always like this to me. He likes to annoy and antagonize me by getting on my every nerve until I snap at him, then he laughs at me as he walks off. This time, his head drops to the side and he looks at me curiously. I wish he would treat me like the other girls. He doesn’t though because basically he just likes to piss me off.
“What is your problem, Kyrone? What kind of name is that anyway? Was your mother so drugged up after her labor she forgot what she wrote on your birth certificate?” Okay, so that might have been a bit harsh, but this guy just gets up my goat. Maybe I'm a little too defensive, but I'm not telling that ass anything.
“Easy there, Pink Bits,” he says raising his hands in a mock surrender. “You’re so cute when you growl at me,” he says, lowering his hands and turning in the other direction. I huff out with annoyance for all things Kyrone and start to walk off, when I hear him yell out, “Next time, strip,” he says and I can hear the chuckle that follows him as he walks further away. Seriously, one day I am going to knee that prick in the balls.
Once I’m showered and lying on my bed relaxing, the girls walk in, all dolled up with makeup covering their faces and in short, short dresses.
“CJ, you have to come tonight,” Hillary says, sitting on the end of my bed. I share a room with her and I really do like her. Just not when she tries to convince me to go to a fucking frat party with guys only wanting one thing.
“No,” I say, then pick my phone up.
“Come on, it's not at the frat house tonight. Guaranteed there is a party happening there, but tonight we are heading to Tanner’s.” Katrina claps excitedly. My interest is peaked at hearing his name.
“Just this once, I would like to dance and drink with you,” Hillary says, looking at me with her massive brown eyes. I swing my legs off the bed and they all clap excitedly.
“If it sucks, I’m leaving,” I retort as I pull a pair of skinny jeans from my drawer. I drop my PJ bottoms and slide into them, then grab the closest shirt I can find. It happens to be a blue tee that has ‘Take a picture, it lasts longer’ across the front. I then throw my hair up in a messy bun. All the girls turn to me, then look me up and down.
“If you even think I’m wearing what you are, you’re seriously mistaken,” I say and grab my keys as I walk toward the door.
“It's going to be so much fun!” Hillary claps, hooking her arm through mine.
Now don’t get me wrong, I’m not a person that stays at home and hates to party. I did it for years. Hell, I did it so much, I usually went to class drunk the next day, but I’ve changed, and during my time in Texas I haven’t partied once. It’s totally by choice because there have been numerous times that I could’ve gone with the hard liquid burning my throat and been taken to a much happier place, but I chose not to. I need to pull my stupid grades up so I can do something with myself, and in the process make my grandfather proud.
As we step into Tanner's house, it’s packed… like, crazy packed. I’ve only been here a few times and usually it’s quiet, but tonight it's busier than fucking frat party. I push my way through and follow the girls to where they’re going. I notice Tanner straight away talking to his teammates out near the pool with a keg next to them. Katrina notices Tanner next and runs out to them and jumps in Tanner's arms. He grabs her and places her down softly on the ground and then bestows a soft kiss on her mouth. All the girls head out to where the boys are located and I follow. I quite like most of them, except Kyrone, of course. Tanner sees me when I walk out the back door and his arms drop from Katrina as he walks over to me.
“You came?” he asks, sounding surprised. I guess it is a surprise since I’m usually at home or coming after the party to pick the girls up. I nod my head and he seems happy. He then turns back, so Katrina immediately falls back into his arms.
I look around to see if there is anyone here I know and notice a makeshift dance floor in, what I guess, is the living room. I can feel my need taking over and my body starts moving ever so slightly to the rhythm of the song. I decided against it because most people out on the dance floor are either grinding up against each other or jumping up and down like idiots. I laugh when a guy jumps too high and knocks his head on the light fixture that is hanging low from the ceiling.
“I love you,” I hear when I turn back to face the group. Everyone falls silent. I watch as Katrina covers her mouth and looks down at her feet. Tanner looks shocked at first and it takes me a second to realize it was her that’s spoken those words. He places a finger under her chin and lifts it up. Her eyes are filled with unshed tears, but she doesn’t take the words back.
“I love you too,” Tanner says and everyone starts cheering. Except me. I’m shocked and stunned and most definitely hurt. Tanner’s eyes find mine as he pulls Katrina in for a hug and I manage a small smile before I turn to walk away.
Now is probably the time to tell you I kissed him once and he kissed me. We were hanging in his room one night watching movies. This was before he got with Katrina. All of a sudden, Tanner stopped the movie and I looked at him, shocked.
“I have to do this before I lose the nerve,” he said, and then his lips were on mine. Kissing, licking and making me swoon. I remember the look on his face when he stopped; it was happy, but mine remained shocked. Simply because I had wanted those lips on me since I first laid eyes on him. He apologized straight after and told me he would never do it again. I was still too shocked for words. My head was in dreamland and my mouth just wouldn’t operate. When I came around, he was walking out. He turned to me before he left.
“You’re one of my best friends and I don’t want what I did to ruin it.”
Oh God, it so didn’t, but I guess now I think about it well, yes it did. So now I don’t come around much to his house, actually hardly ever. That’s why he was surprised to see me here, and plus, I don’t usually party.
I walk to the kitchen and try to find alcohol. I feel the need for it for some reason. Even though I know why I’m feeling this way, I’m not going to admit it to myself.
“How sweet are they? I knew they loved each other,” Hillary says, following behind me. I don’t answer and start opening cupboards looking for the hard stuff. “What are you looking for?” she asks, as I start to pull every cupboard open.
“Bingo,” I say and I reach for the tequila stashed at the back of the cupboard. Hillary gives me an odd look, then shrugs her shoulders.
I end up walking back outside, far from where the happy couple are sitting on the grass and open the bottle. Hillary stands in front of me and looks annoyed. I know she won't sit on the grass, hence the reason I’m sitting on the grass.
“You going to share?” she asks, looking down at me. I take another large gulp and hand it up to her. She reaches for it and swigs it back. I hear her cough and I laugh. She’s so uppity; I wonder why she comes to these parties. She prefers the girly drinks. Most frat parties only have beer.
“Yuck, CJ!” she spits and looks down at me. I put the bottle back to my mouth and drink some more. “I’ll be back, I’m going to get a drink that’s more me,” she says, as her heels sink into the grass while she walks away. I watch her and the guys as they take notice when she walks past them. She’s quite beautiful, but just doesn’t want to settle down yet.
By the time she’s back, I’ve drunk half the bottle. She asks for another sip and I hand it up to her. She gasps when she sees how much I’ve drunk and shakes her head at me. My response is a simple shrug of my shoulders.
“No more CJ,” she says, placing the lid back on the top of the bottle.
“What am I meant to do now?” I whine. Yes, I just whined like a child.
“We dance!” she says excitedly and I laugh.
“You are so dancing with me and we are going to own it by shaking our asses off… all night… looong,” she says drawing out the last word. I smile up at her and go to stand. Shit! That was a terrible idea. I now realize how much I’ve actually drunk as the alcohol starts to take full effect.
“Shit,” Hillary says. I laugh as she reaches out to steady me. “Maybe I should just take you home,” she says softly. I look past her and see the happy couple kissing and hugging and this time I’m not going to run.
“No, I want to dance. Do you think you can keep up?” I ask and her face turns serious. She nods and we make our way inside to where the pounding music is vibrating through my body.
 



 
 

I’m so drunk, but so friggin happy I don’t care. I don’t care that since I started dancing, Hillary has been looking at me like a stranger and has now completely stopped moving. I don’t care that half-an-hour later I’m still going strong, except now I’m up on the kitchen bench, shaking and moving like from that movie Coyote Ugly. People cheer me on, but I don’t care, I’m happy and letting go. Hillary tries to yell at me to get off, but instead I pull her up so she’s up here with me. She looks stiff at first and not really sure what to do. I grab her by the waist and start shifting her hips side to side. She laughs and swats my hands away, then grabs the tequila bottle that is now on the bench and takes a swig before she starts to move sexier to the beat.
I snatch the bottle from her and down some of it myself. I look out into the crowd and they all seem to blur into one.
“This is so much fun!” Hillary screams next to me while she sways her hips. An old and classic song comes on; it’s ‘5, 6, 7, 8’ by Steps and I know the moves to this dance by heart. I practiced this in my mirror for weeks on end. When they start to sing a verse I know well, I kick my feet out and then drop my body, so my ass is nearly touching the bench. Hillary tries to keep up and copy the moves, but she fails miserably and laughs it off. I smile and turn my back to her so I slide down the front of her body, then swing my hips back and forth on the way back up. Men start to cheer and I take it further, slowly lifting up my shirt to show my midriff, then dropping it again as it reaches my belly button. I turn to face Hillary and watch as she starts to climb down. I’m too numb to care, so I reach for her, snatch the bottle from her grasp and chug a little more down.
At one stage during the night, once I’d finished on the bench, I walk to the toilet and notice Tanner and Katrina dancing on the floor. It makes me angry; God only knows why their relationship bothers me so much. I knew I had feelings for him and I thought for a second he did too, but not long after our kiss he started seeing Katrina. Katrina knew in her heart that I liked him, but I never denied nor confirmed it for her.
I walk back to the dance floor and pass the kitchen as I do, grabbing the bottle of tequila. I make my way through the throngs of people and stop when I see all the guys from the football team at the edge of the floor eyeing the girls dancing. I smile to myself and make my way over to them. Locky notices me first and pulls me into a massive bear hug. I squeal at him as he puts me down. “CJ!” he greets me, smiling down at me. He is massive, probably the biggest on the team. He reminds me of a teddy bear, a very large and overgrown teddy bear, that is.
“We are going to dance,” I say and grab for his hand. He looks a bit puzzled at me; probably because I just slurred my words.
He shakes his head. “I have no moves, baby girl, I have no rhythm,” he says chuckling. Lance, another guy from the team, steps up and tells me he’ll dance with me. I nod my head as I pull him out with one hand, my other hand still wrapped tightly around my bottle. I don’t mind Lance, except his handsy hands. I usually have to remind him where to keep them and not in a nice way either. Other than that, he’s a nice sort of bloke and has always been friendly toward me.
“You looked sexy dancing up there,” he says, referring to the kitchen. I just nod my head and continue to make my moves on the dance floor. He shakes his head at me and leans down. “Since when do you dance? Or drink for that matter?” he asks, sounding interested.
I don’t want to talk. Why does everyone want to talk once they have alcohol in their system?
I turn my back to him and start moving more. I feel hands on my hips and I lean back into them. I’m met with a hard body that feels a lot larger than Lance’s small frame. I turn my head to see Kyrone smiling down at me. I jump away from him so fast he looks shocked, then he laughs it off. I start to walk away, but he captures my wrist in his overly large calloused hands.
“Where you going, Christina?” he asks smugly. I look around and point. Fuck! I don’t even know where I’m pointing and to that he laughs. I snatch my hand back, take off back to the kitchen and chug down the last of the alcohol.
Tanner spots me and makes his way to the kitchen, smiling when he gets to me. “You having fun?” he asks with a smile across his lips.
“Yep,” I say like I actually am. His face turns serious, and just when he goes to say something, two hands wrap around his midsection.
“Tanner, why did you leave?” Katrina whines in his ear. I make a face at her voice and Tanner quietly smirks at me. He turns to say something to her and as he does, I make my escape back to the overcrowded dance floor, swaying as I do.
Shit! I really am fucked.
I nearly fall over when two hands wrap around my waist from the back and pull me back so I’m standing upright. I turn to thank the person when I realize who it is… again. Fucking Kyrone! My face turns red in anger. He notices, then picks me up and throws me over his shoulder. I scream at him to let me down and he slaps my ass, hard. I immediately stop so he won’t do that again and he notices straight away.
“You liked that,” he says, chuckling to himself and starts walking up the stairs away from the music. I’m almost asleep on his shoulder when I hear the click of a door open and shut.
“You will not touch me,” I squeak out, weaker than I wanted. Sleepiness is taking over my body.
“Too late,” he whispers and taps my ass a little softer this time. He throws me onto the bed and my eyes automatically close. I hear rustling around and feel my body being moved, but I really couldn’t care less right about now. The bed I’m in is so comfortable, I feel like I could never leave.
“Kyrone, you’re a douche,” I mumble into a pillow.
I wake with my head hanging off the bed, my body still positioned on it. I don’t open my eyes at first because my head hurts way too much. When I do, I see Kyrone sitting on the floor right next to my face with his head back on the bed. I look around and realize where I am. Shit! I drank too much last night. I go to move and notice I don’t have on my top; only my sports bra remains, but my jeans are still on. Thank God!
I sit up and wonder what I should do. I glance at Kyrone’s sleeping head and decide to kick it. His head drops to the side and he jumps straight up, holding his hand where my foot landed.
“Did you…” He stops so he’s facing me clearly. “Did you just kick me?” he asks in an unbelieving tone.
“Yes, you baboon. Why am I here? With you?” I almost spit out the last two words. He shakes his head and stretches. I watch as his shirt rises so I can see his “V” and start to think about licking it. Shit! I mentally slap myself again. Anyone but Kyrone.
“Well, dancing queen,” he says, chuckling at himself. “You were way too intoxicated, and someone had to stop you before you went overboard… well, more than you already did.”
I laugh at him. I wasn’t that bad, was I?
“Oh, and plus, you couldn’t keep your hands off me,” he says turning serious, then smirking. “Not that I blame you and all.” He winks as he walks off to the cupboard.
“Please tell me you did not undress me,” I plead.
“Well, the shirt and shoes, I did,” he tells me as he pulls his shirt off and chucks it into the hamper. He looks back to me while I ogle his toned and sexy body. “Went for the pants and as I came to the zipper, I kind of realized that you don’t wear underwear.” He looks up to me for an explanation. “Not that I minded,” he says throwing on a clean shirt. “Can you please explain that? ‘Cause I’d really like to know how often that happens.”
“None of your damn business,” I mutter, standing and looking for a shirt, any shirt will do. “I threw it,” he says watching me looking around for my clothes.
“Why? That’s one of my favorite shirts,” I whine.
“Here,” he says and tosses me one of his football jerseys. I pull it on and, as I do, my eyes reach him and I see him taking me in.
“Stop looking,” I mumble.
“I took a photo, didn’t you say it lasts longer?” he chuckles, referring to my shirt.
“You better not have!” My anger starts to rise at him and at this situation. “I can't believe I slept on your bed. I’m gonna have to scrub myself clean. God knows what I might catch,” I say, picking up my shoes.
“Don’t flatter yourself, no one sleeps in here,” he says, looking quite offended.
“Yeah right, you’re like the male slut of the school,” I huff at him. Does he think I live under a rock?
“Yes, but not in my room. No one comes in here,” he reiterates, opening the door for me to leave. He waves his hand indicating it’s time for me to go and I do, without looking back.
I make it back to the dorms that are very quiet this morning. Once I’ve showered and dressed, I go meet the girls at the local café. I honestly don’t know how they have the energy to get up and function like normal people this early in the morning, especially after the night we’ve all had.
As I walk in, I see the girls instantly, but what I wasn’t expecting was to see all the football players with them. I groan when I see the black hair that belongs to Kyrone and make my way over. I look for an open chair, and to my luck, it’s right next to Tanner who’s sitting next to Katrina, of course.
“How are you feeling?” Tanner asks as I sit down. I groan in response and sit back lower in my seat.
Hillary looks up at me. “Why didn’t you tell me you could dance?” she asks and the table goes quiet.
“Fuck yeah, you have moves baby!” Lance yells out from the end of the table. I look around and see all eyes are on me, including Kyrone’s, which have a hint of amusement in them.
“I don’t,” I say and grab the menu.
“I call bullshit!” Locky yells out and then winks.
“She has the moves that’s for sure,” Kyrone chips in.
“Shut up,” I fire back at him. They all laugh and I look at Tanner to see a confused look on his face.
“What did I miss?” he asks sounding surprised.
“A fucking lot but, in particular, your girl down there that has been hiding those crazy hips from us,” Locky says and winks again.
“You dance?” he asks focusing his attention on me. I shrug in response and don’t answer.
“She moves like a goddess,” Hillary chips in.
“Okay seriously, I have a hangover. Change the subject,” I whine.
“I have pictures!” Kyrone shouts so I can hear him perfectly. I sit up straight and shoot him a look that says if he dares I may hunt him down and kill him.
“Can we talk later?” Tanner whispers in my ear. I turn my head and when I do I catch Kyrone’s eyes on me. I look to Tanner and nod my head in answer to his question.
 



 
 

I leave before everyone else does and make my way across campus. Just as I’m at my dorm, Tanner calls out to me. I turn around and don’t see anyone with him. He jogs up and then continues to walk alongside me as I make my way to my room.
“So you had fun, I hear,” he says, looking at the ground. I shrug my shoulders and he looks at me. “I didn’t know you could dance,” he says, sounding surprised.
“Yeah,” I mumble, not wanting to go into a conversation with him about it. “Congrats to you and Katrina, next step with the relationship,” I say smiling at him, trying to hide my discomfort.
“Yeah,” he says reaching up and rubbing the back of his head.
“What’s wrong?” I stop at my door and unlock it. He looks like he’s not sure what to say. “I just don’t know, you know? My feelings are mixed.”
“Oh,” I say, not meeting his eyes. I’m positively way too hung over to hear this. I don’t need hope when I know nothing will happen. He chose her, and even though I want him, I know he chose her.
“Don’t you think you should talk to her about this?” I suggest. He looks up at me and makes his way into my room. I fall onto my bed, but luckily my head hits the pillow. I feel him lay next to me and I try to breathe. He literally takes my breath away.
“I don’t want to hurt her, but I kind of had to say it because she said it in front of everyone. What was I meant to do?” he huffs pulling one of my pillows out from under my head so he can lie on it.
“I think you should talk to her about this,” I say, wanting this conversation to end.
“Yeah, you’re probably right, but I wanted your opinion first. You’re one of my best friends, CJ.” I give in, I always do to him. He could make me jump off a cliff if he asked. I wonder if he knows the things he can do to me or make me do?
“I just gave it, Tanner. Do you love her?” I ask, not wanting to hear the answer. He looks at me, his face searching mine. For what? I’m not sure.
“I like her a lot. She’s kind, beautiful and our parents are friends.” Oh, I didn’t know that. “My mother expects me to marry her, already. Well, not right now, but they practically hint at it whenever we are in a room together.” I cringe. I knew he and Katrina came from money and that their parents have high expectations for them.
“Yes, but it's up to you. If you don’t think you love her or want to be with her any longer, then you need to be honest.” My face drops back into my pillow. How do I get myself into these conversations?
“I have mixed feelings. I kind of like someone else, but I don’t know what to do about that. Should I just bury it or do something about it?” My heart rate picks up like crazy.
Is he talking about me? No, that couldn’t be possible.
His hand starts running through my hair. Even though he usually does this, somehow it feels more intimate all of a sudden. My hair is so long that it constantly knots. He knows I hate it so he usually rakes his fingers through. He did this one night when I was sick and he rang my grandfather asking what he should do. Granddad told him it soothes me, so now he does it to me all the time.
“What color you going for next week?” he asks, changing the subject. I start to drift off and don’t answer him. I feel him sigh and lay down further next to me. His hand not leaving my hair until I end up falling asleep.
“You need to get up, and you do too!” Hillary screams, kicking my bed. I go to sit up, but a heavy hand is weighing me down. I turn to Hillary and come face to face with Tanner’s sleeping body.
“Tell her to shut up,” he mumbles and I laugh. One eye opens and he winks at me.
“You two are positively weird. Now get up, Tanner, Katrina has been looking for you,” Hillary orders, looming over my bed.
He stands up and waves to us as he walks out the door. I look at Hillary and see she’s watching me with interest.
“CJ, do you like him? I mean, as more than a friend?” she asks, softening her voice. She has asked this before.
“You know he’s one of my best friends, Hillary. Don’t be stupid,” I huff, sitting up. I’m going to go and dance and work this hangover out of my system.
“Yes, but your relationship is weird. I’m your best friend too, so you can tell me, you know?” she asks, inching closer. I grab my shorts and slip my jeans off.
“I know,” I reply, grabbing my bag at the door. “I’ll be back,” I tell her, ending the conversation and walking out the door.
The gym is quiet when I enter. I take my top off, so I only have on my sports bra and shorts and turn the music up as loud as it will go. I dance without stopping to five songs before I stop and reach for my bottle of water. As I look up to take a drink, I see Kyrone sitting on the ground watching me. I narrow my eyes at him and he stands up.
“It's exciting watching you take everything out as you dance,” he says stepping closer, entering my personal space.
“Are you following me?” I demand, getting angrier by the minute.
“No, I saw you walk in here, and I knew you would be in a world of your own. I wanted to watch,” he says with a shrug of his shoulders. I turn around and pick up my bag from the floor. Grabbing my shirt that says, ‘You can’t handle this,’ I throw it on. He laughs at me and points at my shirt, so I flip him the bird and walk out. “Same time tomorrow!” he yells out. I give him the middle finger a second time and continue walking with his laugh echoing behind me.
“You went to dance, didn’t you?” Hillary asks as I enter our room. I nod my head and she looks sad for a second before she speaks again. “Why keep it a secret? I loved watching you move, it's like nothing I’ve seen before. You’re beautiful.” I don’t answer her and grab my toiletries bag before I head off for a shower. I have to work in half-an-hour. I work at a music store, which I love. Listening to music all day is relaxing and makes the shift go so quickly that it’s just an added bonus to be paid.
My shift goes fast for a Sunday, and before I know it, it’s dinner time with everyone. I chose not to go. I don’t need the questions that I know will be asked. I purposely rock up late to my room, knowing Hillary would’ve already left and would be with everyone by now. Just as I strip out of my work clothes, my door flies open. Thank God I still have on my pants, as I’m not wearing underwear. I do wear them, well sometimes, I just prefer not to.
“Tell me you have underwear on today,” Kyrone demands from the doorway, sounding pained.
“Actually, no, I don’t! So if you could get the fuck out, that would be appreciated,” I say, changing shirts. I don’t have to worry about what he’ll see; he’s already seen me in my sports bra before. I hear him hiss and glance up at him, catching him looking up and down my body, taking me in.
“I brought dinner,” he says, holding up the bag and flopping onto the bed.
“I ate,” I lie, as my tummy starts to grumble.
“Liar!” He smirks and pulls out Chinese food.
“Don’t you have some cheerleader you should be out banging right about now?” I tease, sitting opposite to him and picking up a spring roll.
“Not until later.” He winks and I want to vomit in my mouth.
“You’re such a whore,” I mumble.
“Yep and the ladies love it!”
“Don’t you mean girls… with no brains?” I say firing straight back at him.
“Well, I’m pretty sure they’re not girls by the way they suck my cock.”
“TMI, honestly TMI,” I protest, holding up my hands in mock surrender. “I don’t even know why they fall for you. Honestly, you’re nothing special,” I say and he stands up from the bed. At first I think he’s going to leave, which would be good, but then he does the unexpected and starts taking off his pants. “Don’t you dare! I’m not touching you,” I say, shooing him away. He undoes the top button, laughing at me and drops his pants so his cock is right in front of my eyes. I gasp, not just because he has absolutely no shame whatsoever, but mostly because it’s the largest manicured cock I’ve ever seen.
“See, that’s why they want me, Christina. For my goods,” he says thrusting his semi-hard cock in my face. I cover my eyes and wave my other hand at him.
“Put it away, honestly, put that thing away before you do any damage!” He laughs and I peek through my hand to see him sitting back down with his pants secured around his waist.
“Now I’ve shown you mine, can I see yours?” He purses his mouth in a self-satisfied smirk, but for some reason I think he’s serious.
“Keep dreaming,” I say and turn away. It doesn’t help that everywhere I look I see cock, well his cock. Fuck him and his massive dick!
“So you got it bad for Tanner, huh?” he asks, shoveling food into his mouth. I look up at him wondering how he even knows. “Don’t look shocked, I’m smarter than you think.” He winks at me.
“What are you majoring in?” I ask, wondering if he really is smart or just plain stupid. The jury is still out on that one, I think to myself.
“Wouldn’t you like to know,” he laughs. “Good way to avoid the question, by the way, but I’m not that easy to push over. I see the way you look at him and the way he looks at you when he isn’t with Katrina,” he says.
“Why are you, here again?” I ask.
“‘Cause you intrigue me.” I so did not expect that answer.
“Well, consider me flattered,” I joke.
“And ‘cause you don’t wear underwear,” he laughs and looks down my body.
 



 
 

Classes drag on and I try my best to avoid everyone, including Hillary. I don’t go dancing this week, but I sometimes see Kyrone watching me. He thinks I don’t notice, but I see. He annoys me and makes me mad, especially considering out of all my friends he knows what I love to do the most and has watched me more than I would’ve liked.
There is a party tonight and I’m meant to be going. This time I’m absolutely not drinking.
I get ready while the girls are finalizing their makeup by chucking on my new shirt. I love the saying printed on my new shirt and I had to get it: ‘The funniest thing about this shirt is that by the time you realize it doesn’t say anything, it's too late for you to stop reading it¸ you dumb fuck.’ The girls walk out in their gorgeous outfits. I have on my ballet flats with my shorts and shirt. Katrina walks up to me and reads my shirt, her nose scrunches and then she makes a disgusted face.
“Why are you wearing that?” She points at my shirt. I laugh at her and grab my phone from my bed and start toward the door. When I pull it open, Tanner is standing there in jeans and a shirt I bought for him. It reads, ‘You look like I need another drink.’ He reads my shirt and smiles.
“Nice shirt!” I smile up at him and his eyes lock on mine.
“How can you say that, it’s disgusting,” Katrina says walking to the door and stopping when she sees Tanner’s shirt. “So is yours, by the way,” she sneers, walking past him. I stifle my laugh as she takes off and he follows after her.
The rest of the girls and I eventually catch up to the couple and I can see Tanner has made her smile. She’s not so upset anymore. We walk into the house and there are girls everywhere. They are basically wearing nothing and have guys following them around like they might get lucky. Hillary and I follow Tanner and Katrina over to where the rest of the boys are sitting. Once we reach them, all the boys have a girl on their lap, including Kyrone. He spots me and puts his hand in the air saying hello and I throw a look of disgust at him. The girl on his lap is kissing her way up his neck and her legs are wrapped tightly around his waist.
“Christina, you want this spot?” he asks, pointing to where the girl is. I flip him off, but it only encourages him. He lifts the girl up and places her next to him, I turn my head away not wanting to watch anymore when my feet are knocked out from under me. “Your shirts turn me on,” Kyrone says and I smack him in the chest to put me down. His hand finds my ass and he feels around. “But you with no panties on turns me on just that little bit more.”
“Put me down, you fuckhead,” I say, to which he laughs and carries me over to where he was sitting. Everyone is watching us, including Tanner. I break eye contact with Tanner and turn back to Kyrone. “You know I wouldn’t touch you with a ten-foot pole, right?” I say while trying to break free.
“Lucky for you I have a twelve-inch pole.” He winks and finally I’m able to stand up.
“He’s all yours,” I say to the girl as she climbs back on his lap. I make a dash away from them and I spot a familiar face in the crowd and walk over to him. I don’t know what he’s doing here because I’m pretty sure he doesn’t go to this school, but I recognize him from the music store I work at. He’s tall and built, but not as big as Tanner or Kyrone. He’s covered in tattoos and has a lip piercing. He nods to me when he sees me as I make my way over to him.
“CJ,” he says.
“Tick,” I reply and look around at his friends. They all look at me assessing me as they do and each of them is covered in ink with piercings of some sort.
“You're looking good,” he says smiling down at me. I smile back up to him and he reaches for my waist and pulls me to him. I’m a bit shocked, but when his lips land on mine I’m even more shocked. I don’t know what to do at first. I mean, obviously I’ve kissed and slept with guys before, but just none as forward as this. His fingers dig into my waist when I don’t open my mouth. Then my mouth opens automatically when I feel the pinch of pain and I give him access. His tongue enters mine and he pulls me closer so there’s no space between us.
I gasp when his lips leave mine and look around to see Tanner and Kyrone standing there with wide eyes and shaking their heads in amazement. Tick laughs at them and pulls me back in again kissing the edge of my mouth. Hands pull me back from him and I look up to a very pissed off Tick, which is quite scary. Tanner has his hands on my waist and Kyrone stands in front of me. I like the feel of Tanner’s hands on me and try not to sink into him.
“You're not invited to this house,” Kyrone states in a low voice. I can hear the anger in his voice.
“I was invited actually and I came for what I wanted.” Tick’s eyes land on me. I don’t smile as I’m frozen in place.
“She isn’t yours and you aren’t touching her again,” Kyrone growls. With those words I take a step forward, leaving Tanner’s hands.
“CJ, let’s go,” Tick orders, placing his hand out for me to take. I look at Kyrone and see that he’s literally about to blow. I have never seen him so mad before.
“Nah, I’m good. I'll see you soon,” I say, walking away from the confrontation hoping it will cool everyone down. As I walk into the hallway away from everyone, Kyrone steps in front of me.
“Why the fuck were you kissing that bastard?” he demands to know, still very much angry. I shrug my shoulders at him because honestly, I don’t know why.
“Hold up. What do you care if I kissed him? Go back to your whore.” I wave him off.
“Don’t go near him again,” he declares and storms off. I laugh at his macho act and go find Hillary because I’m going home. Too much drama for one night for me.
I can't find Hillary anywhere; she’s possibly even left for all I know. I decide I’ll start walking. It's not too far from the dorms, maybe a twenty-minute walk. As I step away from the house, I hear my name being called. Not the name everyone calls me by, but my actual name, and I groan when I realize who it is. I try to walk faster so he gets the hint, but he never does.
“Hillary told me she has someone there tonight, I said you could stay at my place,” he offers.
What, really? Hillary never kicks me out.
“You’re joking?” He shakes his head, confirming. I weigh my options, go my room and bang on the door for whomever to leave, or sleep at Kyrone’s. I really don’t want to be mean to Hillary, she’d never do that to me but I really don’t want to spend any more time with Kyrone, especially if he has company.
“Where’s your whore?” I ask, looking up at him.
“You’re my whore for the night,” he grins, showing that one dimple in his cheek.
“Fuck off,” I say and start walking again. To where? I have no idea.
“Come on. We can watch a sappy movie together and go to sleep. I even have chocolate,” he tells me, trying to persuade me.
“I’m not watching The Notebook,” I say, cringing at the all-time crazy-in-love movie that girls love. He shakes his head at me. “You surprise me every day,” he says smiling and reaching for my hand. I let him take it because I really am tired and I have to admit that a movie and chocolate don’t sound all that bad. I love chocolate; it’s the way to my heart.
 



 
 

We walk a few houses down in silence and we stop when we reach Tanner and Kyrone’s house. He opens the door and I follow him to his room. I don’t really remember too much about his room from last time since I was kind of in a rush to leave it. It’s actually quite nice. He has a large television in front of his bed, and his bed is huge. It’s very plain though, with only a few personal effects.
“Nice room,” I compliment, walking around looking at everything. I look back at him and see a glint in his eye and a wide smile on his lips.
“We should fuck,” Kyrone states.
“What? Why would you wish me harm like that?” I ask sounding serious. “No harm baby, but hey, we could have fun. You know with my twelve-foot pole and all.” He thrust his hips at me.
“You’re dreaming, I don’t even like you. You antagonize me,” I say, continuing to walk around the room.
“That’s the whole point. Mad sex is the best sex,” he says calmly.
“You’ve had too many Barbies on your cock and I will not be one of them,” I tell him honestly. “Change the subject.”
“But you could be my only pink-haired Barbie. I’ll even give you multiple orgasms,” he promises, grabbing my ass. I’m actually contemplating it. He is delicious, but he annoys the crap out of me and isn’t my usual type.
“Don’t think about it. Let's just fuck.” He throws his shirt off over his head and I’m met with his delicious and much-toned body.
“You have a way with words, you know that?” My eyes can't leave his body.
“I know, my mouth is very useful.” He places a finger in his mouth, then sucks it and removes it with a pop.
“And… you’re disgusting.”
“I am, but I bet I can make you scream my name.” This time he goes for his pants and they drop to the floor.
“You wish.”
“Oh, but I know. They all do eventually.” He grabs hold of his boxers, toying with them in front of me. Why does he have to be so attractive?
“You know, I’m not like most of the girls you fuck, right?”
“Oh, don’t I ever, plus I have a feeling we will both enjoy it.”
“Says you!” He drops his pants and I stand there with my eyes glued to his very hard cock.
“Yes, me and your wet pussy, right now.”
“It's not wet, you freak.”
It is! It so is!
“Let me touch it,” he says, leaning in to grab my goods. I hit his hand away.
“Get undressed, it’s just sex. You need it, I want it.”
“Just sex,” I say, trying to sound bewildered but, in fact, I want him to touch me.
“Yes, nothing more.”
“Nothing more?” I confirm. He nods his head walking closer, all six foot plus of him and his twelve-foot pole move closer to me.
“Strip,” he orders, inches from me. I step back and take my shirt off. His eyes lock on mine and then I slowly take my sports bra off as well. His eyes are hooded, full of lust now. I place my hand into my shorts and undo the button, letting them fall to the floor. I don’t have anything on underneath. “Stop,” he declares as I walk backward toward the bed. He lifts me up and carries me to the office chair he has at his desk. He reaches next to him to retrieve a condom, puts it on, and drops to his knees in front of me.
What happens next is so unexpected and I gasp from his warmth. His tongue invades me, and I throw my head back in pleasure. He really is good at it and he knows how to use it, which surprises me. Most guys think they know what they’re doing with their tongue, but actually have no idea about the right areas to lick, to suck, to put pressure on. He does though, and it’s making my toes start to curl. He inserts a finger as he breathes heavily on my clit and I throw my head back onto the chair. He’s really good at this, so good that I’m close already and he hasn’t even been down there for long. I scream out as he licks from where his fingers are to my clit.
“Stand,” he demands as he stands up. I do as he says and he picks me up so my legs wrap around his waist. He reaches between us and places his cock in my pussy. I sink down onto him and start a rhythm. He grabs hold of my ass and takes over as he lifts me and slams me back down, up and down again. I can feel the tingles starting again… another one so soon? This surprises me because I have no idea why he’s between my legs right now with me wrapped around him like he’s about to bestow the best gift to me.
I start to shake, I’m there. He slams my back into the wall and I’m finding it hard to keep up. He has so much energy and doesn’t seem to want to slow down. He pins my hands above my head and just as he thrusts into me hard… I come, I come so hard I start to scream.
“Say my name,” he growls, looking at me. I avoid eye contact and let the waves of pleasure roll through me. He thrusts into me again, coming to his own pleasure. “Say it!” I collapse on him as he stops and carries me back to the bed. He drops me and lies down next to me. “I knew you’d be a good fuck,” he says, not looking at me.
I pull my eyes up and look at the ceiling and huff out a breath. “I thought you’d be shit,” I say and he reaches over and grabs my breast.
“You want to go for number three?” he asks palming me.
“No, buzz off and let me sleep,” I say removing his hand and rolling away from him.
“Come on. I could go again and this time I’ll make you say my name.”
“No, you can’t. I won’t say it.”
“Yes, you will,” he says confidently, standing up. I turn to face him as he walks to the cupboard. He grabs something and walks to the television and turns it on, then he throws something at me. I look down and notice that chocolate has landed on my belly. I smile and then realize why I’m smiling and shut it down. He knows it’s my favorite.
“Dirty Dancing?” he asks, his eyes raking over me still naked lying on his bed. I nod my head and climb under the blankets. He joins me and brings some chocolate for himself. I eat mine before the movie even starts. He notices and hands me his, his eyes still fixed on the television, not saying a word. I take it and eat his too.
“You can dance better than her,” he says near the end. I look at him and see he’s already watching me. I shrug my shoulders and don’t answer.
“I like to watch you dance. Can I keep coming?” he asks, surprising me.
“I don’t care,” I say and turn over, ending the conversation.
“You haven’t danced this week.”
“Can we sleep now? I’m not in the mood for small talk. This is just sex, remember?”
 



 
 

I wake before Kyrone does. I grab my clothes from the floor and start putting them on. He doesn’t move. I accidently kick my toe on the chair from last night and I swear quietly while I pull my shirt over my head and wiggle into my shorts. As I open the door, I hear voices at the end of the hall. I hope it's no one I know because I really don’t want to be answering questions right now. As I round the corner to go downstairs, Tanner is there with Katrina. He looks at me oddly, then looks past me. I turn around to see Kyrone behind me.
“You stay?” Tanner asks, looking back and forth. I nod my head and try to escape. It's what I am good at, avoiding questions.
“Was that you? Screaming?” Katrina asks. I drop my head and head down the stairs. Tanner is shaking his head and I don’t want to see Kyrone’s smug face right now. “I’ll see you later,” Tanner says quietly as I pass him.
I make it back to my dorm room without seeing anyone else. As I enter, I see Hillary on her computer.
“How come you never came back last night? I was looking for you everywhere.”
What the hell? “Didn’t you have someone here?” I ask.
“What? Why would I have someone here?”
That prick, I’m going to kick him in his jewels. “Never mind,” I say making my way to get dressed in a new set of clothes. “Hold on, where were you?” She stands near me. I guess I should tell her because she’s going to find out anyway.
“I stayed with Kyrone.”
She gasps and I turn to her and her hand is covering her mouth. “You didn’t. Did you?” I nod my head again, not wanting to say the actual words. Just then my phone beeps. I walk past her and grab it from my bed.
Unknown number: You didn’t have to run.
It takes me a second to realize who it is.
Me: I did, and next time I see you, be prepared to cover your junk. Otherwise I’m going to kick it in.
I place my phone back down and look back at Hillary, who hasn’t moved.
“So, you just hooked up?” she asks, trying to work it out.
My answer is a simple one. “Never again,” I reply as my phone beeps again.
Unknown number: Hillary was there?
Me: Of course she was. You fool.
Unknown number: It was so worth it.
He ends the conversation with a smiley face. I give up and don’t reply, I don’t need an argument with him today.
The shower feels good. My body is still sore. Kyrone might be a dick, but he sure knows how to use his dick. I understand now why girls go crazy over him; he is awesome in bed. He has a reputation of never sleeping with the same girl twice because he’s too afraid they will get attached. I’ve heard him joke about it on several occasions.
As I make my way back to my dorm room, I spot someone very familiar standing out front. I run to him and tackle him in a hug.
“I missed you too, Angel,” he says into my hair. I step back and look at him, he looks well for his age. He’s in his sixties and still works hard; he never sits still and is always doing something.
“You drove here?” I ask. He nods and I smile up at him and open my door. My grandfather won't fly, he hates it and refuses. I don’t understand why, but I won't argue with him. He’s my constant and my biggest supporter. “Let's have lunch,” I say, picking up my phone and noticing that I have a new text message. I chose to ignore it and place it in my back pocket as we walk out.
We take a seat at the local café that serves just about anything. We place our order and he starts his questions. “Have you decided what you’re going to do?” he asks, referring to me finishing college this year.
“I honestly don’t know. I’m thinking of looking for work in dance in New York, as well as at a magazine. Split it up, do a bit of both for now.”
He lights up at my answer. “You will go far, Angel, so far. Anyone that sees you dance is instantly hypnotized.” I blush and the waitress brings our food over. We stay quiet when we eat, just enjoying each other’s company.
“No boyfriend?” he asks wiping his mouth. “No,” I answer.
“Good, don’t ever settle. You will know when you met the one. It’s crazy, they become your every thought,” he says, referring to Grandma. She was his one true love. They were married for forty years and the way he looked at her every time she stepped into the room is how I want someone to look at me one day. I might not want to live with him anymore, only due to the fact that he can be very protective, but I truly do love him and have missed him terribly.
My parents couldn’t raise a kid because they were kids themselves. My grandparents took me in and I followed my grandfather around everywhere. He was my idol, the one person who I could always rely on. My grandmother passed away when I was sixteen. I know he’s never fully recovered from it either and the only time I see him smile is when he’s with me. I don’t want that to be the only reason because I want him to always smile, no matter what.
“CJ.” My head swings around to where my name came from and I watch as Tanner and Kyrone walk toward us. Granddad met Tanner before and liked him though he knows we are only friends. I wonder if he will like Kyrone? Oh, what do I care? I actually plan on castrating him later.
“Mr. Jones,” Tanner holds his hand out for Granddad to shake. Granddad stands up and shakes it and turns to Kyrone, whose eyes focus on me.
“Mr. Jones, this is Kyrone, the captain of the football team,” Tanner explains and Kyrone steps up to shake his hand. They smile and say hi and Granddad sits back down across from me.
“CJ, can we meet up later?” Tanner asks. Shit! He wants to talk about earlier. My eyes shoot to Kyrone’s and I see him still watching me. I nod my head and he says goodbye as walks off. Kyrone walks closer and smiles down at me.
“You going to dance later?” he asks. I look over at Granddad, who pretends to be oblivious to our short exchange and shake my head. “Okay, text me if you do.” He turns and faces Granddad. “Nice meeting you, sir. Beautiful girl you raised there,” he says then walks off. I drop my head and pick up my phone seeing the earlier text was from Kyrone.
“He is smitten with you.” My head shoots up and I shake my head.
“He is… both of those boys are,” he laughs to himself. “But I suspect only one of them interests you?” I don’t answer and stand up, throwing some money onto the table and we walk back to his car. “He watches you dance?” Granddad asks referring to Kyrone.
“No, not really. He kind of barges in uninvited and sits in the shadows when I don’t know.” He nods his head like he understands.
“It’s a beautiful thing to watch. I can understand him wanting to see you more.” I shrug my shoulder and smile at him.
“Do you need any money?” he asks and I shake my head no because he already does enough for me. He works too damn hard to support me as it is.
“Well, how about when you move to New York and once you’ve settled in, I fly out and visit you?”
I’m taken aback and my mouth hangs open. “What?”
“Don’t be silly girl, I’m not gonna drive there. It will be easier if I fly.” I nod my head and throw my arms around his neck. “I'll see you tomorrow before I head off?” I nod and walk back to my room, a huge smile on my face.
Tanner is sitting outside my door when I get there. He sees me coming and stands up. I smile and unlock the door. “You came early,” I say, going to my bed.
“Are you seriously going to see Kyrone again? You know he only wants one thing.”
“Yes, I know what he wants. He was very clear and so was I,” I say, wondering where this is coming from.
“He wants to see you again, he never does that. The way he was talking about you, I don’t think it's only going to be sex,” he says, running a hand through his hair.
“It will be, he knows this. Aren’t friends suppose to back each other up? You’re making him out to have the plague.”
“Just be careful, okay?” he questions, letting his hands drop from his head.
“I always am.”
“Do you like me?” he asks, looking directly into my eyes. I’m not sure how to answer that question. Why is he asking that now?
“Of course I do. You’re one of my best friends, Tanner.”
“Okay,” he says and walks out the door. He gives me whiplash, serious whiplash.
 



 
 

School flies by and I realize that two weeks have already passed. I’ve been avoiding everyone and all the parties. Hillary is impossible to avoid, but I have successfully avoided everyone else. In that time, I’ve been speaking to Tick more. He interests me, but he also scares me, and I think I’m attracted to that. I haven’t danced for two weeks and my body hates me for it. As soon as I hear a beat, my foot starts tapping. I need to dance. Kyrone has texted me multiple times, but I have yet to respond to any since I last saw him. I make my way to the gym on Friday night and look around to make sure no one is here. Most of the people are out partying anyway, getting ready to celebrate finals.
“I could watch you all night long,” a voice snaps me out of my moves. I haven’t stopped dancing for an hour that is until his deep voice pulls me from it.
“Do I have a tracker on me?” I snap at him and look down at my dance clothes.
“I don’t know, but I could do a thorough search if you want me to.” He stands from his usual spot and walks toward me. I place my hand up, indicating for him to stop.
“Why are you here?”
“Because you’re here.”
“It’s not as simple as that, you don’t even know me that well.”
“Christina, we have had the same friends for over a year now. I know you pretty well.”
“We haven’t spoken for most of that though,” I fire back at him.
“Yes, ‘cause you were too into Tanner.”
“I was not,” I lie. How does he know me so well? “Besides, you only sleep with girls once. So unless you’re after a friendship here, please, just leave me alone.”
“I have blue balls!” he yells out to me as I grab my bag and start to walk away. I laugh, really laugh at him. His face looks pained, though.
“Why on earth do you have blue balls?”
“Because of your meat curtains,” he tells me, pointing to my lady parts.
“My what?” I laugh harder at him.
“It's not funny, woman. It's serious. I haven’t been with anyone since you and they are aching,” he says reaching for them and pulling a face that looks like he is suffering. “Will you just wrap your lips around?” he pleads with me.
“What? No way!” I’m laughing like I haven’t laughed before. He seriously looks miserable and it seems he wants relief.
“You know there’s a party happening now, right? One with willing girls?”
“I know woman, but my cervix crusader only wants you. What have you done to it?” he cries.
“You're what? Seriously? I think you're sick. The names you’re producing can’t be natural.”
“Would you shut up? Stop laughing and making fun of me. Just come back to my house so I can fuck you senseless,” he commands, coming across to me then grabbing my bag and walking off.
“Give it back.” I try to take my bag back and he laughs and hands it to me. While he does that, he scoops me up. “Put me down now, Kyrone.”
“Nope, I have blue balls and only you can fix that shit. So, I’ll carry you all the way to my house and tie you to the bed. Then, if you don’t listen, I'll spank your ass raw.” I stop wriggling, it’s working. His words are working.
“Just put me down. You can’t seriously carry me all the way to your house.”
“I can and I will. I carry things heavier than you in training. You're as light as a feather,” he tells me and bounces me up and down to prove his point.
“I can walk,” I say, laying my head on his back. He smells good, so good.
“We are nearly there. You can walk once I have removed these blue balls.”
He carries me all the way to his apartment. I hear voices when I enter and I cringe at them seeing me in this position, yet again.
“Why are you carrying, CJ?” Tanner yells out and few other guys yell out a ‘hi’ to me. I wave back, but that’s the best I have. “We have business to settle,” Kyrone calls back, carrying me up the stairs. I see Tanner then and I don’t try to keep eye contact with him. He’s giving me mixed signals and he has Katrina on his lap right now.
“No screaming tonight!” Lance yells out. I flip him off and Kyrone laughs. I smack his ass with my hand and the bastard laughs even louder.
“You could do that all night long,” he says and slaps mine hard in return.
He sets me down in the bathroom and turns to locks the door. He then switches on the shower and starts stripping in front me. He has absolutely no shame.
“Don’t make me undress you,” he threatens, stepping in with his back to me. I remove my clothes and step in behind him. As soon as I’m in, he slams me against the wall and starts kissing my neck, working his way lower to my breast. I arch up to him as the water washes over us, which I’m thankful for as I’m covered in sweat, but he doesn’t seem to care.
My hair starts to get wet and leaking into the drain; it’s blue today. Kyrone doesn’t seem to care as he inserts one finger inside me very slowly while his mouth is on my breast, biting then sucking. He starts to thrust his finger in and my body begins to move with his rhythm. He removes his finger, stands back and reaches outside on the sink for a condom. He slides it on as I watch him, getting even wetter looking at him.
“Turn around,” he says grabbing my hip. “Hold on,” he commands when I’m turned. I reach for the shower holder and grip it tightly. He thrusts into me and I gasp from the pleasure of it. His hands start to dig into my hips and he picks up a rhythm, torturing me with his other hand around my clit, touching it, then not touching it. I reach down and place his hand there to show him where I need it, but he knows and is only doing it to torment me.
His hand starts to run circles on me while he’s fucking me from behind and it’s not long until I start screaming. Kyrone lays his head on my back as he comes not long after me. I try to stand and he laughs when I can’t, because he’s on me as well as still inside me. Once he removes himself, I grab the shower gel, wash myself and step out, not talking to him. He hasn’t said a word either.
I turn to look at him and find him watching me from under the shower. “Don’t get dressed, I’ll bring chocolate,” he says as I walk out. I feel comfortable around him, the way his eyes take me in all the time makes me feel like I’m the sexiest thing he’s seen, even though I know I’m not. I dry myself and lay on his bed naked and flick the television on. I hear him turn the shower off and listen as he opens the door and walks out. I don’t see him come back into the room because I’m focusing on the television, but I feel him when he joins me on the bed, covers me with his body, then bends down and bites my ass.
“Don’t!” I swat at him, finding nothing on the television that’s even remotely interesting.
“You have the cutest dimple here,” he says, pointing to the spot just below my ass, which is a cellulite dimple. “You idiot, that’s not cute. Get your hands off my ass.”
“But it is, I want to lick it.” He licks just below my ass and close to my pussy. I can feel myself getting wet already and I push him away with one hand.
“Where’s my chocolate?” I ask, looking around. He jumps up naked and I turn to look at him; he catches me and smirks, then brings two bars over, both for me.
“I don’t know how you can eat so much of that shit,” he says as I open the package and shovel it into my mouth. “Why do you have it then?” I ask with my mouth full.
“Well first, I only had what we ate. Last week I went and stocked up with your favorites,” he says. Which is true, because I absolutely love this chocolate.
“How are your blue balls?” I ask laughing.
“Don’t laugh, I haven’t had my fill of you yet,” he says lying down next to me.
“I’m going to stain your bed,” I tell him.
“What, you on the rag?” he asks, looking up at me like it’s an everyday occurrence. I slap him for that.
“Don’t say that word, you idiot. I was referring to my hair. Maybe next time I’ll dye it red and just lay on your bed to see if you can guess what it’s from.”
“I don’t care, I would fuck you regardless,” he says shrugging.
 



 
 

Kyrone was right when he said he wasn’t finished with me. He fucked me twice after the shower and each time he had me screaming. Never his name, though he tried very hard to get me to say it. Every time he tried to torture me, it didn’t last long. Well, he didn’t last long. I wake to his arm draped over my stomach and him facing me. I push his arm off, not nicely either, and stand up looking for my clothes.
“Shit, my pillow’s blue,” Kyrone mutters and I laugh at him.
“I warned you,” I tell him.
“Where are you going so fast?” he asks, sitting up and looking around at the mess we made of his room.
“Well, I figured your blue balls issue is resolved, so I’ll be on my merry way now,” I explain as I find my shorts and pull them on.
“It will never be resolved. Can’t I just store you in my closet for my sexual needs?” he asks standing and pointing to his oversized closet. I shake my head and pull on my shirt.
“You're really going?” he asks like he can't believe it.
I turn and face him. “Yes, I have work.” His face brightens a bit and I reach for my gym bag while I head out the door. It's early so no one is up, thank God.
Work goes by fast. We aren’t very busy today, and by the end of my shift Tanner is standing at the front of the shop. I stop when I see him and pause for a moment to take him in. He’s gorgeous with his light jeans and white shirt sculpting his body. He sees me and a smile appears.
“Tanner, why are you here?” I ask, walking across to him.
“I just thought we could go to the movies,” he says, shrugging his shoulders. I agree and we walk to the theater, which is only a block away. “Haven't seen you for ages,” he complains, pulling me into a side hug.
“I know, been busy trying to get everything ready for finals,” I say just as my phone beeps. We stop at the theater and Tanner walks in to get the tickets while I wait and check my phone.
Kyrone: My room smells of you, and my bed is blue. Even my sheets, woman. Looks like I murdered a Smurf in here.
Me: I warned you.
Kyrone: Yes, you did. When are you going to make them red?
He adds a smiley face. I don’t get a chance to write back as Tanner walks up to me with a drink and popcorn in his hand.
“Who are you talking to?” he asks, watching me put my phone away.
“Kyrone,” I reply, not looking at him.
“You two seem to be getting close,” he says, walking now, so I chance a look at him and see he doesn’t seem happy.
“Yeah, he isn’t too bad. Just annoying.” I shrug my shoulders because he’s growing on me.
“So, you aren’t serious?”
“What? No, of course not. Why would you ask that?” I turn to face him.
“I just thought you would end up with someone else. That’s all.”
“Like who?” I ask, wanting to know his answer.
“Me!”
Shit! I come to a complete stop.
Tanner continues, then notices I'm not next to him and looks back at me.
“Why would you say that? You love Katrina?” I question, needing to know the truth. My heart is beating like crazy inside my chest.
“I don’t know if I love her, but my feelings for you are strong. They always have been, CJ. You should know that,” he says reaching up and brushing my blue hair from my face. Just then, my phone starts beeping. I look to answer it and his hand stops me. “Just leave it, please.”
I nod my head and he laces his hand through mine, dragging me to the theater. We sit right at the back, no one is near us. I don’t watch the movie, my mind is racing. What is he talking about?
Tanner must notice because he leans over, grabs hold of my cheek and turns my head. Next thing I know his mouth is on mine, kissing me, and I am kissing him back. It feels good, but it feels wrong, too. He has a girlfriend who loves him and she is also one of my friends. His mouth leaves mine and I don’t move, his lips continue going down my neck while his hand comes up and goes to my thigh. Slightly rubbing, slowly inching closer to its destination.
“Stop!” I tell him in a soft voice, but he doesn’t hear me.
This is what I have always wanted, isn’t it? Then why can't I go through with it?
“Stop!” I say a bit louder, then stand up and walk out. I go straight to the bathroom and sit down on the seat. I pull my phone out and see Kyrone has texted me multiple times.
Kyrone: Smurf, can we go on a date?
My mind goes crazy. He texted that straight after. I didn’t reply.
Kyrone: Okay, that was a joke.
Kyrone: Smurf, put on one of those weird shirts you wear. I'm coming to get you. It wasn’t a joke.
Shit! That was fifteen minutes ago, he would be at my dorm right now. Just as I think that, my phone starts ringing. I answer it on the second ring.
“Where are you? You can't hide from me, Christina.” I huff into the phone contemplating my options.
“I'm at the movies,” I tell him softly.
“With who?”
“With Tanner.”
“That bastard,” he swears into the phone. “Come out the front now, I'm picking you up,” he insists.
“No, you're not,” I tell him, standing up like he can see my defiance.
“Yes, I fucking am. Then I’m going to spank your ass for going with him, after I kill him, of course,” he says and I can hear the car start. He hangs up on me and I wonder if he’s actually coming.
I walk from the toilets and see Tanner standing there waiting for me. He looks up at me and I don’t recognize the look he has on his face.
“You like him, don’t you?” His forehead crinkles as he looks at me.
“Yes, I think I do,” I tell him honestly.
“Am I too late?” he asks, looking at the ground and kicking something imaginary on the floor.
“You're my friend, Tanner. You had your chance. Hell, you had more than one chance. Why now? Why wait until I am seeing someone?” I can't believe I just admitted that to him, let alone asked him.
“I don’t know. Fuck!” He runs a hand through his short hair. “I’m happy with Katrina, I just don’t know what I’m doing,” he says and I look up to see Kyrone’s pickup truck park at the front. My heart is beating heavily. He’s happy with her but wanted to kiss me because I'm seeing someone else? It's like a stab in the gut. I walk out without looking back or saying a word to him.
 



 
 

I’m furious and my heart is beating like crazy. I’m enraged that it took this long for Tanner to show an interest in me and that he has now actually admitted it to me. I'm angry because of my feelings for Kyrone, of which, I have no idea what they are. Most of all, I'm upset with myself for allowing myself to get in this position in the first place. I wish I had just stuck to being alone because I don’t need all this drama while I wait to hear about a job I applied for last week in New York. I don’t want all this drama when I am planning to move. The boys will go on and get drafted if they haven’t been already. Tanner will marry Katrina because they’re a perfect match. Kyrone will more than likely go on and sleep with everything that has a nice rack and ass.
My head is going crazy and I feel like it's about to explode any moment now from all the thoughts crashing through my brain. Kyrone meets me at the doors and looks at me, but doesn’t say anything. I watch as he stares behind me to where Tanner is standing and his face is tight, like he’s trying to stop himself from exploding. He grabs me by the arm and takes me to his car. He opens the door and I climb in.
“Take me home,” is all I manage to say. I don’t talk for the rest of the drive, as I’m too scared to form words. I’m afraid I’ll say something I may regret, like the fact that I’m thinking about Kyrone all the time. Which wouldn’t be good for either of us. He isn’t the relationship type. Hell, I’m not even sure I am.
I feel his eyes on me a few times as we drive. I don’t look at him and I don’t pay attention to our surroundings until we come to a stop at the football field where they practice. I look at him and notice he’s already getting out. Walking around to my side of the car, he opens my door, but I don’t move as I look up at him.
“This is not my home,” I spit out. He smiles softly and starts walking away, leaving the door open. I get out and follow him onto the field, watching as he grabs the training bags and starts punching them. He turns when he hears me behind him.
“Your turn.” He steps aside and holds the bag up.
“What?” I have no idea what he’s talking about.
“You're angry, I can see it in your eyes, and the way your sweet mouth is pulled together so tight. Now, hit the bag, Smurf,” he mocks me. I walk up and hit it. Not very hard, but he’s right, it does feel good. I do it again and start to take my frustration out on it.
“Now take a few steps back and tackle it,” he says, still holding the bag in his hands.
“I'm not tackling it, you idiot,” I huff out at him.
He sighs and looks at me. “Just do it, Smurf.”
“Stop calling me that,” I reply, then take a few steps back and run up to the bag. As I get there, he lets the bag drop and before I can stop myself, I end up knocking myself and Kyrone over, landing on his hard torso. He laughs and I try to stand up, but his hands make their way to my side and he tickles me until I start laughing. “Stop!” I try to say in between breaths and my constant laughter.
I hit him and he stops and grabs hold of my face. I think he’s going to kiss me for a second until I realize we have never actually kissed; we’ve done everything but that.
“How come you don’t kiss me?” I get a case of word vomit as I lay on top of him.
“It’s intimate! You’re not meant to just kiss. You only kiss the ones you love, the one person you want to see day in and day out. So, I don’t kiss the girls I’m with because they’re nothing more than a one-night stand. I don’t want to kiss them day in and day out.”
“Tanner kissed me,” more word vomit comes flying out of my mouth before my brain engages. His face scrunches, but he doesn’t move me. I don’t mention that we’ve had more than a one-night stand.
“And I plan to give him a black eye for that,” he says smugly, but I can hear a slightly irritated tone to his voice.
“Did you like it?” he asks, surprising me. I lay my head on his chest and listen to his breathing.
“I’m not sure. It was nice, just not what I thought it would be,” I tell him honestly. He’s calmed me down and made my erratic heart slow and forced down the angry.
“He shouldn’t have kissed you,” he grumbles, his hands coming up to land on my ass.
“Why does it bother you?”
“It doesn’t,” he states, then breathes out heavily. “Okay, that was a lie. It does. He knows we’re fucking and he only wants you now that you're happy,” he tells me like he knows all the answers.
“Who says I'm happy?” I smile into his chest because he’s right. I've never smiled as much as I do when I'm with him.
“This makes you happy,” he says, thrusting into me. I laugh and try to get off of him, but he grabs my ass and squeezes hard. “I’m horny, let's have sex,” he says, pushing his hard cock into my now wet pussy.
“That’s all you think about. You just ruined our moment,” I say, trying to stifle a laugh.
“Your pussy is like a socket. Every time I put my cock in you, it's electrifying.”
“That's the stupidest thing I’ve ever heard.” But I laugh along with him.
“Okay, what about letting me play with the Smurfette’s hidey hole?” he toys with me.
“You’re a moron, you know that, right? Like, seriously? Who comes up with this shit?”
“My cock,” he laughs.
“What are your plans after school?” I ask, wanting to know where he’s going.
“I've been drafted, I start with the ‘Crushes’ in two months.” I know that team; it’s one of the best. They’ll be lucky to have Kyrone on their team. “What about you?” he asks, firing my same question back at me.
“I'm off to New York,” I tell him and I look up to see he’s watching me intently. His face drops and I'm not quite sure why.
“You don’t want to stay in Texas?”
I shake my head and his eyes seek me out even more.
“So, I lose the best sex I’ve ever had,” he sulks, putting his bottom lip out. I laugh and roll to the side so I can see the stars. I kick my shoes off and plant my feet in the grass.
“Will you stay with me tonight?” he asks after a moment of silence.
“Yes,” I reply, and I don’t know why. I shouldn’t be getting attached. Our lives are on different tracks after this month. We both will be going our separate ways.
“Come on, let's go, I'm horny,” he says standing up then reaching down to lift me and grabbing my shoes.
“Why must you carry me everywhere?”
“‘Cause you’re so tiny, it's impossible not to carry you,” he tells me while walking to the car.
“Are you going to come to our last game next week?” Kyrone asks as we drive back to his house.
“No, I don’t like sports. I haven’t gone to a game yet, even when Tanner begged me to.”
“Please? I have tickets and my parents can't make it. I need someone cheering me on,” he begs me.
“I'm sure you don’t have a problem in that department, Ky. Pick a girl and ask her to cheer.”
“I do, though. You see, I want you there.”
“And I told you, no.” I'm not changing my mind, I am not going.
“Well fine, you better give me head instead then,” he says, making me laugh.
“Only if you give me head,” I retort, playing right into his banter.
His eyes light up and he looks at me. “You have a deal, Smurf,” he tells me, looking back to the road as we pull up to his house. The first thing I look for is Tanner's car, but thankfully I don’t see it anywhere.
We head to his bedroom without passing anyone as we walk through the house. Kyrone has the master bedroom and it’s great. I laugh when he opens his door and I spot that half of his bed is stained blue.
“It's not funny! What’s my momma gonna say when I give her the sheets, Smurf?”
“Why would you give them to her?” I ask while he goes to the fridge pulling out chocolate and laying down on the bed.
“What do you mean, why? She washes them, of course,” he says, stating the obvious.
“You’re impossible,” I whine and lay next to him.
“Wanna fuck now? I’m still horny.” He turns to me and smiles. His dimple pops out and I can't help but laugh out loud at him.
“Can we have a normal conversation, where you don’t think about putting your ding dong in my wing wong?” He grabs his gut and starts laughing so loud it makes me smile.
“You did not just call my twelve-foot-pole a ding dong?” I nod my head at him because I’m too busy laughing to speak. “Okay, my ding dong is going in your wing wong, right now,” he says, laughing harder as he climbs on top of me. He makes my smile grow wide as he spreads my legs and starts kisses down my neck.
I think I’m starting to like our arrangement. I enjoy his company. I just hope it doesn’t end badly.
 



 
 

I lay next to him wondering what it would be like to kiss him. Would it be fireworks? Would it make my thoughts disappear? I don’t know why I’m even thinking this. He said it himself; we are fuck buddies – nothing more, nothing less – but a part of me finds that hard to believe, especially since I’m his only recent fuck. We are completely different people going on very different paths from one another. I wouldn’t do anything to jeopardize his career, and I know he wouldn’t either. He’s someone that speaks before he thinks. It's interesting since most people are so guarded, but he’s far from it.
“Why are you awake and why isn’t your mouth wrapped around my ding dong?” Kyrone turns to face me and I laugh.
“I have to go,” I say, sitting up and getting dressed.
“So, no morning sex then?” Kyrone watches me get dressed.
“Well, you can,” I state as his face slowly grows into a smile. “Just find someone else,” I finish and his smile drops.
“You can't be serious,” he growls. Yes, growls. I nod my head and take off before any more words are exchanged.
I head home and see my mail on my bed as soon as I enter. There isn’t much though the letter from New York stands out the most. I rip into it and read that I’ve got the job. I got the fucking job! I'm so excited and nervous all at once. FAM, which is an acronym for ‘Female and Men Magazine,’ is one of the hardest to get into. They cater to everyone and because they do, everyone wants to work there and I will have the opportunity to explore all sections. I leave in two weeks. Two… short… weeks, and I don’t even have a place to live yet.
The first person I call is my grandfather. He laughs at my excitement and tells me he knew without a doubt that I would get it. That’s why he has already secured me an apartment. I nearly drop the phone when he tells me. The length that he goes to and the way he believes in me is beautiful. He goes on to explain that it will be available for me at the end of this week. My finals are today and then I’m done.
Tonight is the last game for the football team and it's all I hear about when I go to the café to get breakfast. I sit down and look at the pictures of my new place. I feel someone take a seat next to me. I know who it is by his smell, and honestly, I was trying to avoid any conversation regarding that kiss.
“CJ,” Tanner says, taking a seat. He goes to speak and before he does, Katrina skips over and places herself in his lap.
“CJ, you’re coming tonight, aren’t you? It's going to be one hell of a game,” Katrina says flicking her hair to the side.
“No, I have a lot to do.”
“What’s more important than watching your man in action?” She winks at me. Tanner looks at me and his eyes go wide. “You’re a couple, aren’t you? You and Kyrone?” she asks, taking in my silence.
“No, we aren’t. I have stuff to do,” I reply, wanting the conversation to end now.
“Come on, it's going to be so much fun. We can sit together.” Does this girl ever take no for an answer?
“I have to go, talk later,” I say standing and leaving. I make my way back to my room and see Hillary sitting on the bed, painting her toes. She looks up and smiles.
“I saw the letter,” she says jumping up and wrapping her arms around me. “I just got accepted into a hospital in New York too, we so have to live together again,” she says still holding me.
“What? Wow! Hillary that’s excellent.” I smile and hug her back.
“I know. We should start looking for places, but first I think we should put our underwear on and have a girl’s night in, dancing.” I give her an odd look, that’s a very unusual thing to say.
“Oh, come on, the movies make it look so fun. Let loose,” she says going over to my beats and turning them on. She then walks to our small fridge and pulls out a bottle of champagne, and grabs two glasses. “This is going to be so much fun.” Her smile doesn’t leave her face.
“I have an apartment,” I tell her, referring to what my grandfather told me. She looks shocked at first.
“Okay, well, when do we move in?” she asks, pouring us a glass each. I was hoping to be by myself, but I guess having her with me won't be too bad. She is one of my best friends and she doesn’t annoy me.
“I’m actually leaving next week,” I tell her, to which she spits the champagne from her mouth and it lands on me. She holds up her hand.
“What?” she shrieks. “How am I only just now hearing of this? Can I come a week later? I don’t start till then,” she says, calming down. I nod my head and strip my shirt off, which is now covered in champagne. She nods to my jeans as she reaches up and grabs the nail polish. I take them off and she starts to paint my toenails, which have no color on them whatsoever.
“So tell me. What’s happening with you and Kyrone?” I lie down and contemplate my answer.
“To be honest, I don’t know. But I’m leaving, so it's best not to think about it anyway.”
She stops and looks up over my legs at me. “You sure that’s what you want? I haven’t seen you with anyone before, except Tanner of course, and that didn’t go so well.” I raise my eyebrows at her. “Don’t act dumb, I notice things,” she says looking back down.
“Yeah, well, nothing I can do about that,” I say referring to the outcome. We are going different ways.
“Are you gonna see him again before you leave?”
“Probably.”
“I think you like him more than you're letting on,” she says referring to Kyrone.
“He’s definitely fun, and annoying, but mostly just fun.”
“And the best fuck you have ever had?” she asks, giggling.
“Yes, and the way he makes me scream and my toes curl? I can understand now why girls go after him.”
“And they all want more, even when he makes the rules.” Her head tilts to the side as she studies me. “Except you. He wants more of you.” She drops her head and goes back to painting my toes.
“Okay, enough of the talk. Everyone is out at the game and we are going to dance and have some fun. I want you to show me some moves and we’ll drink champagne.”
We end up drinking two bottles between us, and every time she couldn’t do a move we would take a swig. This happened often and we haven’t stopped laughing.
“Okay, I want to do that move from Dirty Dancing. You know, the run and jump. You catch me,” she says, obviously intoxicated.
“I will drop you on your face, Hillary,” I tell her trying to make her see sense.
She waves me off. “Bullshit! Stay near the bed so if we both go over like a ton of shit, at least we won't break anything.” Before I have a chance to tell her no, she moves me over and stands back to her bed before running toward me. I’m shitting myself. I side step at the last minute and she goes flying over the other side of the bed, smacking her head on the floor in the process. I laugh. I can't help it, I just can't control it.
“You totally suck at this game,” she whines touching her head.
“You…” I laugh harder trying to form words, “You made that floor your bitch,” I finally spit out.
“Oh shut it before I shove this champagne bottle up your hoo-ha,” she says chugging from the bottle. She sneers at me when I collapse on the floor from laughter and then she starts laughing too.
“Do it again. Do it again,” I plead with her trying to stop the laughing, but my eyes are watering now too.
As I stand back up, there’s a knock on the door. Hillary obviously has no shame when she’s drunk because she swings the door wide open dressed in only her underwear. I scream at her until I see it’s only Katrina. She looks between me and Hillary and Hillary grabs her arm and pulls her into the room.
“Why are you in your underwear? And why on earth is your forehead red, Hill?” Katrina asks looking to Hillary. I can't help it, I really can't help the loud laugh that bursts out of me. Both girls look at me and Hillary joins in, touching her forehead like she can feel the red mark that will soon be there, but in a brighter shade of purple.
“Okay, so obviously I’m missing something?” Katrina questions, looking lost.
“We are having a girl's night, full of Dirty Dancing moves.” Hillary sways her hips to emphasize what she’s saying.
“And Hillary kissed the floor.” I laugh. “With her head.” I laugh even harder.
“Hey, where’s Tanner?” Hillary asks changing the subject.
“They are taking showers and I wanted to see what you girls were up to. Now I don’t know if I regret that decision,” she says with a simple smile playing on her lips.
“Kat, why did you date Tanner knowing CJ liked him?” Hillary asks, looking at Katrina and pointing at me. Shit! I duck my head and my face goes red. Not from embarrassment, but mainly from anger.
“What?” she asks looking between us. “You… you didn’t want him CJ and I did. I love him,” she says playing with her perfect blonde hair.
“It’s fine, Katrina,” I reply, walking back to the fridge for another bottle. Hillary really stocked us up with alcohol tonight.
“It’s not fine. You’re friends. Friends don’t do that! I knew something was going on between them and that they both liked each other, so obviously you knew too, Kat.” Hillary is on a roll; I’ll give her that. I just wish this conversation were not happening right now.
“I did, okay?” Katrina holds up her hands. “I’m sorry if I hurt you, CJ, I didn’t want that. I just knew I loved him. Hell, I think I have since I first met him.” She drops her head and I’m afraid she might cry. I don’t do well around criers, they make me uncomfortable.
“It’s fine, Katrina, it’s over. You're happy. I'm happy,” I say sitting back on the floor and opening the bottle.
“Yep, damn tootin' you're happy. You're getting the best sex a girl could need,” Hillary says placing her hand near the bottle, asking for it. She hands it over to Katrina and tells her to drink. “Okay, I think we can do this right. If the two of you stand there and catch me, I won't face smash again,” she says grabbing for my arm and positioning me once again. Then she does the same with Katrina.
 



 
 

We try to tell her no, we really do. She’s just not listening to a word we say. Katrina is shaking her head, but Hillary is nodding her head. I can see we’re not going to win this battle at all. She’s feisty when she wants to be.
“I want to be a dancing queen! Just bloody lift me and hold me. I'm not heavy,” she whines, trying to convince us.
“Fine,” Katrina huffs, then kicks off her high heels and stands next to me with her legs spread wide and arms braced in front of her. She’s obviously been watching too much football because she looks like she’s about to tackle someone.
“Okay, lift me when I jump. We can do this, I know we can,” Hillary says jumping on the spot and warming herself up. My smile is hiding and I'm trying not to laugh.
“One, two, three!” she counts, then runs in our direction. I do it again. I can't help myself. I’m not lifting her because I know it’ll end badly for me. Katrina doesn’t move though and takes the full weight of Hillary. They both go down like a sack of shit over the bed, arms and legs going everywhere.
“Get your goods away from my face!” I hear Katrina shriek. Hillary starts laughing as they try to untangle themselves from one another and I burst into a fit of giggles. Katrina stands and looks at me.
“You!” she shrieks so loud it sounds like a kid. “Why would you move like that?” I shrug my shoulders, trying hard to stop laughing.
“I didn’t want her coochie in my face and I knew I wouldn’t have been able to lift her. Might as well give you a try,” I say, smiling so hard my cheeks are hurting.
“My coochie is clean, bitch. It smells like motherfucking daisies,” Hillary says smiling with her hand on her hip.
“I can't believe you said that word,” I say, referring to her use of coochie. Yes, I say it, but she’s mostly reserved unless she’s drinking heavily.
“I'm going to see if someone wants to smell and possibly lick my coochie since I'm the only woman not getting any,” Hillary jokes while walking to the door and swinging it open. Just as she does, she shrieks and tries to cover herself. Four boys from the football team are standing at our door.
“I would be happy to,” Lance says from the door.
“Kill me now,” Hillary says after she hides behind the door.
I'm still on the floor, I can't move. I think I may piss myself from laughing so much at the way she’s acting. I’ve never seen this side of her, possibly because I don’t often drink with them, but it's hilarious. Turns out I'm the only one laughing like a hyena on the floor and all four guys turn to me – Locky, Lance, Tanner and, of course, Kyrone. I laugh harder when I see Kyrone’s expression. Furious is the word I would use although I don’t know why. Tanner’s eyes take me in and I stop as soon as they do, realizing I’m in only a sports bra and underwear. Katrina notices as well and leans down and kisses me on the cheek before she walks to the door and grabs Tanner’s hand to take him away. His eyes look me up and down one last time before he leaves and I sure don’t miss the hint of lust in them.
“Who knew you were hiding all that?” Lance says while waving his hand at me. I stand and realize what a mistake that was. The floor was definitely safer.
“You ready for me, already?” Kyrone asks stepping in front of the boys and walking toward me. “Except you have underwear on, that’s new,” he says pulling the front of them so they snap back in place. He doesn’t have a smile though, his face is thoroughly enraged. He reaches behind him and shuts the door in the boys’ faces and Hillary shrieks again because now he can see her too. “Don’t worry, Hill, only here for Greeny,” he says referring to my now green hair. His eyes look me up and down. He leans in and gets so close to my ear, his breath sends shivers over me. “I like you better in my blue bed, naked.” He kisses just behind my ear and I melt into him, his strong arms capture me and my head lies on his chest that smells, well, just like him. Strong, sexy, arrogant, everything a man should and shouldn’t posses to the opposite sex. He has it all.
“I'm leaving,” Hillary laughs behind us and shuts the door on the way out. I sneak a peek at her and see she has thrown a dress on. I'm still in his arms, his hands are running up and down my back then going to my ass. He slips both hands in my panties and squeezes tight. “Let’s get you out of these, I know how much you hate them,” his breath is on my collarbone as he speaks. My nipples harden when he pulls my underwear down.
“What am I meant to do when you leave?” he questions in a voice so soft that I almost missed what he’d said. I don’t answer him as he backs me up to my bed and lays me on it, then his hands come to the front to undo my sports bra.
“I could look at you all day,” he says, then his tongue is making its way from my belly to my hard nipples. I shiver with the heat then the cool that’s left, once his tongue has moved from that spot. I don’t speak while he attacks my body with his mouth. There isn’t much to say. I leave next week and this will be my last weekend here with him… with everyone.
He backs up and looks at me and the only reason I notice is because his mouth has left me and I feel strange without it there.
“What are you doing?” I ask looking at me then to his pants where his erection is obviously straining.
“We’re going to a party. Football has finished and there’s this big party. I have to go, and since I do, you do,” he says leaning back down, kissing my hard nipples and then biting as he does. I make a face because, well, seriously? I’m practically naked in front of him, and he wants to leave?
“You’re joking, right?” I ask on the verge of being very angry. He smiles and grabs my hands then pulls me up. His hands go straight to my ass.
“I will make it up to you, ten times over later on,” he says with a wink.
His house is beyond packed by the time we get there. People are loitering everywhere and I’m way too sober to be here. As soon as we enter the house, people spot Kyrone and cheers break loose from everyone. Celebrating their captain, I try to sneak away while people come across to him and give him manly taps on the back and girls try to steal a kiss. Some I want to punch, especially when they can obviously see me at his side with his hand around my waist. When he leans over to hug Lance, I break away and sneak off to find the girls that obviously will be here with the rest of the school. I make it a few feet away from Kyrone when his arm captures me and brings me back to him, stopping my escape. My back is now flush with his front and he grinds himself into my ass with no shame whatsoever.
“Five minutes and we have a date with a blue bed,” Kyrone whispers in my ear which results in sending shivers all over me. I nod my head and break free to find everyone. It doesn’t take long as they’re all outside near the pool. Hillary sees me first and calls me over, then Tanner spots me. His smile lights up and I’m surprised that the sight of him isn’t giving me butterflies like it used to. There’s still something there, it’s just not as strong as it once was. I watch while he whispers in Katrina’s ear then makes his way toward me. I look behind him to see Hillary shaking her head directly at me. She doesn’t want me to do anything stupid, and to be honest, neither do I.
“Can we talk?” Tanner asks when he reaches me grabbing my hand. He starts to walk away from the party and I follow behind as he has a firm grip on my hand. We stop at the back of the pool shed and he sits down on the ground indicating for me to follow. I sit and place my hands on the grass, trying to grip it hard. I don’t know why he wants to talk. We’re friends, but things have been awkward lately to say the least.
“I’m sorry. You’re my best friend CJ and I’m afraid to lose you.” I try not to look at him, but it’s hard. His words hold meaning and I can feel them. I think I’ll always have a connection with Tanner, no matter how big or small.
“I know,” I say replying while looking down at the ground.
“I’m not going to lie to you, I enjoyed kissing you. Hell, I want to do it again right now, but I don’t want to make you mad at me.”
“I’m not mad, just shocked I guess.” Looking up and brushing my hair behind my ears, he looks surprised that I said I wasn’t mad. I give him a small smile. What happens next, I don’t expect. His lips land on mine, again. After everything he just said, I didn’t think he’d do it again. I remove my hands from the grass and reach up and push his shoulders back. His lips pull away from mine and I’m lost for words. I have no idea what to say!
“Shit,” I hear Tanner say, and my head shoots up to see a very not happy Kyrone glaring over at us. Shit is exactly the first word that came to my mind also.
“Tanner, no more! Just no more with the lips, okay?” I say to him while standing up. He nods his head and I walk off to look for Kyrone. I find him on the sofa, drinking with a girl on his lap. He isn’t paying attention to her. Actually, he isn’t paying attention to anyone. He seems lost in his thoughts. He notices my stare and looks to me then looks up at the girl perched on his lap and kisses her breast. I don’t stay to watch the rest and walk straight out the door. This is drama I don’t want, nor need.
 



 
 

I don’t hear from Kyrone that night, and I didn’t expect to. We were not exclusive, but for some reason it hurts, just a bit, in my chest. Something I’m not too sure how to describe. I start the process of packing and decide to call my grandfather to let him know I will be leaving next week.
“What’s wrong, Angel?” he asks softly when I’m not my usual bubbly self.
“Nothing,” I reply, not wanting to get into it with him.
“Look, I know I’m not your mother, or even your grandmother, but I can still listen just as well as they can. Hell, probably even better. You know how women can talk,” he laughs in my ear. “Is it about a boy? Perhaps the captain or the friend?”
I sigh because I don’t know what to say.
“Listen, if it’s meant to be it will be. Don’t stress over anything. You’re not a girl to stress; I know, I raised you that way. You will meet plenty of people that will make you feel things you never expected. Some good and some bad, but sometimes, just sometimes, they will flip your world on its ass. And when that happens, Angel, you will know. You will know… that is your person.”
“I love you and you’re my person,” I say softly.
“As you are mine, Angel. I would not have gotten through life recently if it wasn’t for you. I love you and remember to rock the world.”
I try to hold back the tears, the tears that want to flow endlessly down my face. I do… I do when I pack my bags and I do when I answer Hillary’s call. Then comes the silence that follows when I enter the shower, the thoughts that endlessly loop in my brain. Then the tears break through, just one at first, then a few more and that’s all I can take. I turn the shower off and wipe my face clean. I’d be lost without my grandfather and the thought squeezes my heart.
I don’t think today is my day and last night was definitely not my night. Why should today be any better?
I know I have to go and see Kyrone today because I have to say goodbye. To clear the air, as they say so I can leave without something wanting to pull me back. Then there’s a part of me screaming that I’m lying to myself.
I grab my phone from my bed and make my way to his house. Everyone will probably be sleeping since it’s early, but I have to see him. I need to tell him I care for him and that I wouldn’t intentionally hurt him. I don’t think I could end what we had on a bad note. It needs to be good because he is good, no matter how hard he hides it sometimes.
When I reach his house, it’s very quiet, so I let myself in. People are passed out on the floor and sofas. I make my way up the stairs and when I reach his door, I don’t know if I should knock or not. I haven’t been in here on my own. It’s usually Kyrone carrying me in. I decide to knock, in case he has company, which is not something I want to see today. Just as I go to knock the second time, the door flies open with a topless Kyrone on the other side, looking very hungover and delicious. My eyes travel down his sculpted body and back up again. When I reach his face, he’s smiling and, of course, I get butterflies.
“Didn’t think I would see you today, Greeny,” Kyrone says, walking away and leaving the door open for me to enter. I follow him and he drops his jeans and climbs back in bed. I stand there awkwardly, unsure of what to do.
“I wanted to talk to you about last night and to say goodbye,” I say, biting my nails. He’s making me nervous. He sits up in bed and the look he gives me is so mixed, it’s hard to read.
“What? When do you leave?” he asks.
“I leave this coming week.” I’m standing near his door, watching his face become a work of art. His expressions are mixed, as they go from confused, to angry, to upset.
“I knew you were leaving early, but I didn’t think it was that early.”
“Yeah, it’s for the best. I just wanted to say goodbye and to thank you.”
“Thank me for sex?” He raises his eyebrows playfully, but some part of him isn’t happy.
“Oh yes, and that,” I say, winking at him.
“Don’t forget the orgasms. I’m a fucking God at those.”
“Oh, how could I ever forget? No one will ever get me to the point that Kyrone Masters can,” I say, placing a hand on my heart and smirking at him.
“Damn straight woman and don’t you forget it. I do have a magical cock after all.”
“Yes, and what magic it creates, but try not to catch anything while you’re off fucking the state of Texas,” I caution.
“Deal, Greeny,” he promises softly.
“Thank you for being my friend as well,” I say, much quieter this time.
“You know, it was only so I could get between your legs,” he replies, trying to contain his laugh as he walks toward me. I look up at him when he reaches me I smile.
“Oh, yes I do. I will miss you,” I say, looking directly into his eyes.
“I will miss you, too,” he says, then surprises me by leaning down and touching his lips to mine. Not in a sexual way, but soft and nice. It makes my heart race. His lips stay on mine for what feels like ages, but without either of us moving to go any further. There’s no positive outcome to be gained and I think we both understand that.
The moment his lips leave mine, I miss them, the warmth of such a gentle and sweet kiss. I look at him and see him watching me.
“Leave now, Greeny, before I tie you to my bed so you can never leave.” His eyes are locked on mine with something shining in them.
* * *
I leave that morning and don’t see or talk to Kyrone for a full year. He never leaves my mind and I think a part of him will stay glued there till the end of time, no matter what role my life takes.
 



 
 

 



 
 

My life is busy. As a matter of fact, it’s so busy I hardly have time for myself, let alone anyone else. On the days I’m not at the magazine, I’m teaching dance at night and even the weekends. Hillary tells me I will burn myself out if I keep it up the way I’m going. Maybe she’s right, maybe she’s wrong, but I’m enjoying keeping myself busy. Taking life by the horns and riding it for all it’s worth is fun. I’ve spent one whole wonderful year at FAM magazine. I’ve grown and changed since my time here. I’m not the same girl I once was. I didn’t think I’d change, but I guess living in the adult world does that to you. You grow up faster and start to have bigger goals set for you. I miss the people I haven’t seen in over a year, but I see them everywhere without actually seeing them if you know what I mean?
About six months ago, I went out for a night with Hillary. It was her birthday and I took the Sunday off just for her. Plus, I knew we were going to drink ourselves into oblivion. I didn’t expect to see a familiar face out that night, though. Tick, the bad boy from Texas, who’s come all the way to the Big Apple.
He isn’t a man of many words, but he is a man of action. He spotted me at the bar, walked across and kissed me. He’d done this before, but this time was more of a shocker. I haven’t seen him or spoken to him since I left Texas. I hadn’t been with anyone since Kyrone. I haven’t met anyone that could live up to his obnoxious ways. Seeing Tick brought a familiarity and I knew when his lips landed on mine, I would fuck him that night. What I didn’t expect was for it to last as long as it did. I hardly had time to fit him into my life, but he was flexible with his time more than anyone. He’d sneak into my room when I got home, or be there ready and waiting for me. He never stayed the night and I never wanted him to. Our friendship was just sex and that’s something we were both comfortable with.
It lasted for four months, until one night, he was there earlier than expected and I came home to him chatting with Hillary. They were both smiling when I walked in, which I’ve never seen him do. Her eyes were glowing. When she realized why he was there, she left, not looking happy at all. Tick and I stopped that night, simply because we were just too busy. I’m pretty sure the real reason was because of a beautiful brunette that lives with me.
Hillary is hardly home anymore and I’ve not seen Tick again. Don’t get me wrong, that doesn’t upset me in the slightest, I only wanted him for one thing. It was easy… no feelings getting hurt. I asked her once about him, she tried to hide her smile, but I could see it. She likes him and I’m pretty sure whatever Tick’s standards are for liking a girl, he likes her too.
I look different than a year ago. My hair is no longer vibrantly colored, it’s now a soft brunette with blonde foils through it. I no longer wear my silly shirts, though I still have them, and I dress more like a lady now, one that looks like she holds down a busy career. My boss has become a close friend. I work for her as a receptionist. It’s not the job I originally wanted, but it’s one she needed and I couldn’t refuse the paycheck that came with it. My grandfather paid for the first three months on my apartment. I was to pay from then on, which I can easily afford now that Hillary is living with me.
It’s late Thursday night when I reach our apartment. I’ve just finished teaching some five-year-olds ballet lessons for the night. Before I get a chance to open the door, it swings open with Hillary’s smiling face on the other side. I look up at her and give her an awkward smile because I have no idea why she’s smiling so bright.
“I just spoke to Melinda and I got you some time off work. We’re heading back to Texas for the week,” she says, with the smile never leaving her face. My awkward smile, on the other hand, has turned to shock.
“What?” I walk past her to enter the apartment. Our second-floor apartment is simple and small, but we don’t need much. It has two bedrooms, a basic black and white kitchen, and a three seater sofa in front of our barely used television.
“We are going on a vacation and Katrina is meeting us at the airport. Oh my God, I’m so excited! I don’t even know what to pack. Shit, we have to pack! We leave in a few short hours.” Hillary starts rushing around, grabbing things and throwing them into her suitcase. I stand watching her with my eyebrows drawn together, not doing anything. She notices, stops, and looks back at me.
“Get dressed, CJ, and pack your stuff. We have to go!”
“I haven’t even booked a flight, Hillary,” I say, stating the obvious.
“Of course you didn’t, I did.” She grins and I walk past her to go to my room. I don’t really have the time to go and I have work to do, but apparently she’s handled all that as well.
“Hillary, why is Katrina picking us up?” I call out to her, grabbing a suitcase.
“Well, because she’s getting married, of course. I swear to God, you never check your Facebook.”
“What? Since when?” She walks to my door and smiles.
“Since two months ago, but she’s having a small wedding and only wants close friends.”
“Hillary, I’m not her close friend. I haven’t spoken to her in months. Shit! I didn’t even know she was getting married,” I tell her, once again stating the obvious.
“You're busy! Hell, I bet you didn’t even notice Tick sneaking out every morning,” she blurts out, then covers her mouth with her hands. I certainly did not expect that.
“What? Holy shit, Hill,” is all I can manage to say.
“It's not weird, is it? I wanted to tell you a few times, but he said you weren’t involved in a real relationship. I know you said it as well, but it’s still weird, right?” She looks at me like I’m about to give her bad news like I will tell her she shouldn’t date him, or whatever they’re doing.
“Hill, it’s fine, really. I didn’t like him that way at all, as he said. He was just there when I needed a physical connection, nothing more.”
“Okay, now that’s out of the way, let’s pack… the cab will be here in like ten minutes.”
Our flights were quiet and by the time we land in Texas, it’s early morning. We are met with Katrina’s beaming face. Hillary runs to her and hugs her so tightly, I think her eyes are about to pop out of her head. She sees me when Hillary lets go of her and walks across to hug me. I have spoken to Katrina since I’d left, but that was mostly through messages or Facebook. I hardly have the time to call anyone, let alone have a conversation with them.
“Congrats to you and Tanner,” I say as she pulls back from the hug. She smiles at me, but it’s a forced one.
“It’s not Tanner! Hillary was right, you hardly check Facebook, do you?” she laughs.
“Huh? Sorry, what?” I ask her, truly confused.
“His name is Ben. He’s a friend of the family. I love him so much and I can’t wait for you to actually meet him.” She smiles this time, really brightly. Well, that’s news I wasn’t expecting. I will have to ask Hillary later what happened to them. I thought for sure it would be their wedding we are attending. Hillary notices the confusion on my face and mouths, “later.”
“I set up your rooms last night, but the house is pretty packed with all our guests. I made sure you girls each have your own room, though.”
“How many people do you have staying there?” Hillary asks as we make our way to her car and get in.
“Just some of my friends. Ones that I have made recently and some that I’ve met through football with the boys.”
“Sounds like fun,” I say as we drive when I’m really thinking kill me now.
“I can’t believe how much you’ve changed, CJ. You look so different. I love the new you.”
“She has. She’s busy now. I hardly ever see her and I live with her,” Hillary chimes in, turning to smile at me.
“Should be a good week,” I say, changing the subject. Hillary knows exactly what I’m doing and turns back to Katrina to talk about the wedding. Katrina hasn’t changed one bit. She’s still as beautiful as she was in college, but my mind can’t stop wondering if I will see two famous football players this week, and what will happen if I do?
 



 
 

Katrina wasn’t lying when she said the house would be packed. There are people everywhere and most I’ve never met. The house, though, is outstanding. It’s something I pictured for Katrina, elegant and stylish. It’s basically a mansion; well, to me it is. She said there are ten bedrooms and twelve bathrooms. Why someone would need twelve bathrooms is beyond me. Once we’ve placed our stuff in our rooms, we go back down to meet everyone, including Ben. He isn’t as good looking as Tanner, but he loves Katrina like crazy. His hands never leave her. He’s always trying to find a way to touch her and make sure she’s never out of his reach. He’s older than us, I would say early thirties at best. He’s as polite as Katrina and watching them together, I can see why they’re getting married. They clearly love each other.
“CJ, Katrina has told me so much about you, though must say you don’t look anything like she described,” Ben says while we walk outside to meet the other guests.
“Growing up does that to a person, I guess,” I reply, shrugging my shoulders.
“You like New York, then?” he asks, making conversation.
“Yes, I love it. What is it that you do, Ben?” I seriously want to know what salary pays for a house like this.
“You’re as straight forward as she said you were.” He laughs to himself. “I’m in real estate and I actually own a few places.” I nod my head as I come to understand how he acquired this house.
“Katrina said you’re good friends with the unstoppable twins,” I stop and look at him, having no idea who he’s talking about.
“Sorry, what?” I ask.
“Tanner and Kyrone… Katrina said you are good friends with them?” he questions me.
“Oh yes, I was. Sorry, why do you call them that?”
“They never lose a game when they play together. If only one is playing, then they lose but put them together and they are a force to be reckoned with,” he says happily. That statement makes me feel uncomfortable, but he’s smiling like he’s proud of the fact. Does he not know Katrina and Tanner used to fuck?
“You talk to them?” I ask, not understanding any of this.
“Oh yes, those boys are great. They’re welcome in my home anytime.”
“You do know Katrina was with Tanner, right?” He smiles, and his forehead crinkles. He looks like a businessman, in black slacks and a button up shirt with his brown hair neatly styled.
“Oh yes, that’s how we met. She was at one of his games and he introduced us.”
“This shit is weird,” I mutter under my breath, but I think he heard me as he very quietly laughs.
“The boys should be arriving soon, they’re coming for lunch,” he says once his laughter dies down. “You should be excited. I’ve heard your name mentioned by them a few times, they seem very fond of you,” he says with a smile then he walks away to find Katrina.
“Fond of me, my ass,” I whisper to myself.
“Well, you do have a nice ass,” a voice startles me from behind. I turn to see Tanner standing there looking much better than he should. I smile, even with our past it’s good to see him.
“Thanks,” I reply quietly and watch as Kyrone spots me from behind Tanner. I avert my eyes and look at Tanner. “So, this situation isn’t weird at all,” I say, waving my hand around. He laughs and it makes me happy, I’ve missed him.
“It’s not as weird as you’re probably thinking. Katrina and I were never meant to be. Ben’s a good guy, the one she’s meant to be with.” His eyes hold mine and I have to look away, I feel like he’s trying to say something.
“Well, well, look what the cat’s dragged in, and without crazy hair,” Kyrone’s voice booms over ours. Tanner smiles and leans in to cuddle me before he walks off. I’m left standing at the back door with the massive and gorgeous Kyrone looking down at me like I’m his next meal.
“You don’t like?” I ask, running my fingers through my normal hair.
“Of course I like, but I was hoping to have a blue bed again tonight,” he winks, referring to last time we were together. I laugh. “So, no man?” he asks, looking around.
“Nope,” I say.
“So, no girl?” I ask, looking behind him.
“Nope,” he replies. “Wanna fuck?” He bursts out laughing… he hasn’t changed at all.
“Not practical,” I say, waving my hand out at the party that’s happening.
“Can’t blame a man for trying,” he says with a sexy grin. He moves past me, tapping my ass as he does. I watch as he walks off and girls flock to his side. He smiles genuinely at them. With that killer smile, he can make you wet with just a small upturn of his mouth.
“You know he’s huge, right?” a voice from behind moves up next to me. I give a devilish smile to Hillary. “Not in the pants, you dirty minx,” she spits. I laugh because that’s exactly what I was referring to. “He and Tanner are massive. They’re bachelors. Shit! Kyrone is about to do an advertisement with Calvin Kline, he’s that big. Did you honestly not know any of this?” I shake my head. “He still doesn’t stay with a girl more than a night. I heard that there was this one girl, but she went crazy when he told her the deal… you know, only sex? Kind of like you two, though it didn’t turn out as good as what you guys had. She went bat-shit crazy,” she says laughing. “Anyway, every football team wants the unstoppable twins. They just haven’t decided if they will leave Texas yet.” I wonder how she knows all this; it’s not something a magazine would know.
“Come on, we better join them. I still can’t believe she’s getting married,” I say to Hillary. I follow and sit next to her at the table. Tanner smiles as I sit across from him. A chair slides out next to me and I know who it is by his intoxicating smell. I turn to face Kyrone and watch as he tries to hide his naughty smile. He just can’t hide it from me.
“Fancy seeing you here, Tempt,” Kyrone leans over and whispers to me.
“What did you just call me?” I ask, facing him. I watch as his eyes stayed glued to my breasts and I snap my fingers in front of his face to gain his attention. He has no shame, it doesn’t even bother him that I caught him red-handed looking at my tits. His smile is so big and he looks so proud.
“Tempt,” he answers, smiling at me. I nod my head and his eyes stay glued to mine. “Well, you aren’t my Bluey anymore, or my Greeny, hell, even my Pinkie, so I made something up. You are now my Tempt,” he says looking across the table to where a beautiful redhead sits and stares holes into his head. He smiles at her, but I can see he’s uncomfortable.
“Who’s the redhead?” I lean over and whisper.
“No one,” he answers and picks up his drink. I look over at Hillary and she looks at the redhead and then mouths to me, ‘That’s her,’ and I know who she’s referring to. She’s the crazy one.
“So, tell me, you think I can get you to my place tonight?” Kyrone asks me halfway through our meal. He stopped talking to me when the redhead arrived and now he’s chatting with me again. I don’t know what to make of it, so I ignore him and pick up my phone. I hear him chuckle behind me and then my phone is grabbed from my hands. He stands up and walks off with it. At first, I’m not sure what he’s doing, so I sit there and wait. He returns shortly and hands it back to me without saying a word.
“Check your photos,” Kyrone says, turning to the side and looking at me. I do as he asks and as I go the recent photos, I nearly choke on my food. Kyrone taps my back as I flick through them and start laughing.
“Hey, there’s nothing to laugh about on there,” he says, leaning over to make sure I’m still looking at the right pictures.
“Why on earth would you go and take photos of your ass and cock for? And then put them on my phone? For all you know, I could share these,” I say grinning, then raise an eyebrow at him. He laughs.
“See how hard you’re making me, and you haven’t even touched me yet,” he says his eyes still not leaving mine. “Plus, haven’t you missed my twelve-foot pole, Tempt?” he winks, referring to an old joke.
“Can’t say that I have,” I reply, locking my phone and placing it back in my jeans pocket.
“You tell lies, woman,” he says, placing his hand over his heart, indicating I’ve hurt his feelings when we both know there’s no way of that happening.
“Since when have you known me to lie?” I question him. He shakes his head and I get up to grab another drink from the kitchen.
As I enter the kitchen, a voice comes from the fridge, “You’re her,” she basically spits in my face as she straightens. She must’ve followed me in here, I ignore her and walk past when she grabs my arm. I look from her arm to mine, contemplating hitting her for placing her hand on me.
“Remove it,” I demand.
She removes her hand, then takes a step closer so she’s in my face. “Don’t touch him,” she spits before she walks away.
No wonder he didn’t want her, that chick is fucking crazy. She doesn’t even know me and she’s trying to tell me what to do? Bat-shit fucking crazy is what she is.
 



 
 

My eyes don’t leave her, I watch everywhere she goes. She’s even more beautiful now than when we parted a year ago. I don’t even know how that’s possible, but it is. I want her so badly, I had to make her laugh and show her how much. She thinks it’s a joke, she thinks all I do is a joke. Maybe some of it is, but not with her. I wish it were. I wish she had left my head over this past year, but she stays there, always present, even when she’s a state away. My life has been good. I’m successful at what I do. I have girls anytime I need them though I only need them once and have my fill. With her though, it’s never enough. It will never be enough. She isn’t like most girls because she doesn’t care what people think of her. She dresses and acts the way she wants. She’s a temptress, hence the reason I’m now calling her, “Tempt.”
“You gonna try for CJ again?” Tanner asks as we change and get ready for the night. We’re hitting our old stomping grounds. We’re going bar hopping and I said I would only go because a certain beauty said she was.
“Yep,” I say, making it clear. I stand up straight and look at him, seeing if he’ll challenge me. He doesn’t. He knows I want her, he knows she wants me, even if she won’t admit it just yet.
“If you fuck it up, Ky, I’m going after her,” he warns and walks to his room, leaving me standing there, staring. I know he would because he has it just as bad as I do, and he hasn’t even fucked her yet. I hope that never happens, he would never leave her then.
“Come on, the girls are waiting!” I grab the keys from the bench of our penthouse apartment.
When we walk into the club, it’s packed. People start slapping my back and welcoming me, wanting my autograph. I don’t want to stop, I just want to find Christina. I need to see her. Tanner walks past me and I know he’s spotted her. He doesn’t stop when a chick with her tits basically hanging out of her shirt walks up to him, he doesn’t even give her a second glance.
I follow closely behind him and stop when I see her laughing with Hillary. She’s easy to spot, wearing a hot red dress with heels. Her hair is tied back and her lips are as red as her dress. She’s delectable. She spots Tanner first and I see a sway in her step, She must’ve had too much to drink already. I won’t drink now so I can watch her.
“You’re really sexy,” she slurs as I reach her. She runs her finger up my chest and I capture it and grab her hand.
“No more, Tempt, I’m cutting you off.” She makes a face at me and turns to the dance floor. I watch her go to the edge and sway her hips, that dress and her body is making me so fucking hard, I have to reach down and adjust myself. A guy comes up to her and places a hand on her hip, I watch as she shakes her head no and goes back into her own little bubble. I know she doesn’t like to be disturbed when she dances. She runs away from the world when she does, even when she’s drunk.
She’s got an audience now, men are watching her. Girls have stopped dancing to watch her and I know what they see. This is something I could sit down and watch for days. The way her hips rock back and forth, the way her face goes still and a ghost of a smile plays on her lips. It truly is a beautiful thing.
I take a seat when the song stops and she opens her eyes to find me watching her. She moves away from the crowd that she now has around her and crawls on my lap and straddles me, her dress hiked up.
I can smell the alcohol on her breath when she speaks, “Let’s fuck,” she slurs in my ear, nipping at my earlobe and then laughs.
“Tempt, it’s time for you to go home,” I say, noticing our friends look over at us and whisper. I grab the hem of her dress and pull it down her legs though it’s not going down very far because she’s still straddling me.
“Place your hand where I want it,” she half-whispers, half-yells in my ear. I shake my head at her and she grabs it herself and places it on her breast. “Fuck me,” she whispers. “I need a good fuck. The last fuck I had was Tick and that was months ago.”
I remove my hand and look at her, hoping she’s drunk and not telling the truth. “Shit, you didn’t like him? Maybe I shouldn’t have said that.” She hiccups as she laughs. She starts swaying and I wonder if she’s about to pass out. As I start to speak, she does exactly that and passes out on my chest.
“You taking her home?” Hillary comes up behind us and looks down at Christina. I nod my head and decide to ask her about Tick.
“Was she seeing Tick?” I ask and watch as she tenses. She doesn’t answer and I don’t need her to. I have my answer from her facial expression. “I’m taking her to my house,” I say and stand to pick Christina up. She’s light as she always was, except she has lost a bit of weight. She curls herself into my body as I cradle her out to my car. She opens her eyes and looks up at me, her massive violet eyes holding me captive, just like they always have.
“I missed you,” she whispers before she passes back out again.
As soon as we arrive home, I carry her upstairs into my apartment. She doesn’t move or speak, but I know she’s awake. I can always tell when she’s awake, her breathing is uneven.
“Where are we?” she finally speaks.
“My house,” I tell her as I walk with her to my bedroom. She used to hate me carrying her though I loved it. That’s why whenever she was near me, I’d find any chance to lift her up in my arms. I don’t understand my feelings toward her, I never have. That’s why I’ve never forced anything or even asked. We both agreed on sex to begin with, but we got so much more than we both anticipated.
“I’m tired,” she grumbles as I place her on my bed. She kicks her black high heels off, climbs to the top and places her head on the pillow. She watches me undo my shirt and kick my shoes off and I try to hide the massive hard on I’m getting from her eyes roaming over me. “So, I hear you’re famous now?” she asks as I drop my shirt to the floor. My body has changed from a year ago. Training is more intense than it was in college. This is my career now.
“Some would say that,” I tell her, dropping my pants and then climbing in next to her, wondering if she has any underwear on under that dress. She watches me staring and starts giggling.
“I know what you’re thinking.” She runs her hand over her hips and my eyes are glued to her.
“Yeah?” I question.
“Yeah! You’re wondering what I have on underneath this dress.” She winks the little devil.
“Yes, and I plan to find out tomorrow morning. Now go to sleep or I’m going to have a bad case of blue balls again and you know what happens then,” I tell her, pulling the blanket up over both of us.
“I missed your annoying ways,” she says, snuggling in closer to me, taking a deep breath.
“Are you smelling me?” I ask and I feel her body shake with laughter.
“Yes, how can you smell so fucking delectable?” she moans and I have blue balls. Blue balls, people, from this little temptress.
 



 
 

My head is pounding and all I smell is Kyrone, delicious Kyrone. His smell makes me so horny. I didn’t think someone could do that with just his smell, but I was wrong. I slowly pull my dress down and slip it off over my hips, so I’m naked next to him. I run my hand down his chest to see if he will stir, but he doesn’t. He hasn’t moved and he’s still snoring lightly when I put my hands in his pants and touch his very hard cock. He moves when my hand runs up and down and his eyes pop open. He looks at me with so much lust, it instantly turns me very wet. No man has made me this horny with just looks or smell alone, except him.
“You’re playing with fire, Tempt,” he warns, hooking his hands under my armpits and pulling me on top of him. “Lucky I like it when you do,” he says, then thrusts up to me. I gasp when his hard cock touches me where I need it most. “Condom,” he says, then removes his hands from my body making me whine softly. He grabs one from the drawer next to him and places it on like a pro. He sits up and flips me so I’m on my back. His hand runs down my stomach to my pussy. He plays with my clit and smiles down at me. “What do you want?” he asks, inserting a finger ever so slowly.
“You… in me… now,” I gasp, pausing between breaths. Excitement has taken over, taken control of me. Knowing he will make me orgasm so easily if he pleases.
“I will make you scream my name today,” he breathes with his mouth inches from mine. I want to kiss him. I want him to kiss me. I don’t push it, it’s no use because I know his rule – no lips.
“I will make you kiss me before I leave,” I challenge, neither of us wants to do either.
“The moment you scream my name… ” He inserts a second finger, his thumb still circling me. “I will kiss you.” He leans down and latches onto my breast. I arch up to him, giving him my body, but nothing more. I can’t give him more, it will hurt too much.
He removes his hand and positions himself, looking down at me as he does, his eyes blazing into me. He enters slowly until he’s fully inside. My mouth opens in a gasp and his eyes watch my lips, wanting something we shouldn’t, wanting a kiss. I move, trying to break what’s happening, to get what we both want. He follows and moves inside of me, making me wonder if I would sleep with anyone else while he’s alive. It’s a silly thought, but my brain and heart say otherwise.
He hooks my legs over his shoulders and starts moving faster, so fast I’m gasping from the pressure building, building and wanting to explode.
He drops my legs and leans over me, still moving and touches my clit. My breathing becomes heavier than it was and I gasp as an orgasm hits me hard, making my body shake and muscles tighten. He isn’t long behind me, and when I’m slowly coming down he’s there with me, coming down as well.
He rolls to his side, still with the condom on, and I stand to grab my dress. His eyes stay glued to the ceiling, not watching me. We don’t speak as I dress and walk out the door, no words are needed.
I catch a cab back to Katrina’s and when I arrive, Hillary is there looking at me in shock. “You didn’t, did you?” she asks, shaking her head and already knowing the answer. “Do I need to pull out a bottle of vodka and have a dance marathon with you? Maybe Dirty Dancing?” she teases, laughing at her own joke.
“No Hillary, I’m fine,” I say, walking past her to my room. She follows and sits on the bed as I start to undress.
“He was angry last night,” she says, picking up my clothes that I’ve thrown on the floor.
“Who?” I ask, walking to the shower. She comes in and sits on the toilet seat.
“Kyrone. He asked about Tick.” I pull the curtain back to look at her, to see if she’s telling the truth.
“How would he know about that?” I wonder, knowing I wouldn’t have said anything. “Did you tell him?” I shake my head trying to remember. Shit! I must of.
“He wasn’t happy. He picked you up and carried you straight out of the club when he found out. I guess that’s normal, he likes to be all macho and carry you everywhere. It’s like if he puts you down, you might leave.” I pull the curtain back and finish showering, laughing at her suggestion.
“Oh, and word of warning, Kyrone’s bitch is downstairs,” Hillary says before she walks out the door, shutting it on her way. I groan because I don’t want there to be any drama. I guess I won’t have a choice if she knows who I am and I’m pretty sure she was there last night.
Katrina spots me first as I make my way into the kitchen. She’s standing there with a few girls I don’t know and Hillary, of course. Introducing me, I nod to say hello then she introduces me to Chantal, the redhead. She doesn’t smile, instead shooting me a death stare and not saying a word.
The girl steps closer to me. I stand still as she stops in front of me, expecting me to move. “Move!” She glares at me. I smile an evil smile at her and take a step to the side. “I bet he hasn’t kissed you, he doesn’t kiss anyone. So don’t go thinking you’re special,” she sneers.
I stop her just as she’s about to leave. “Actually, he has.”
Her head swings back to me so fast she looks like she’s possessed. “Liar,” she hisses. I shake my head and walk past her. Technically he has, even if it was a basic kiss. His lips have definitely touched mine.
“She isn’t starting anything, is she?” Katrina asks as I take a seat next to her. I shake my head and she grabs my hand to give it a small squeeze before she stands and looks at everyone sitting at the table. “Thank you all so much for being here with me this week, it means so much to me and Ben. As you know, we are engaged, but what you don’t know is that we are actually married,” she says and Ben stands next to her, then kisses her cheek as people start clapping and congratulating them. “We eloped, but we didn’t want to tell you all in case you couldn’t make it. We still wanted to have at least a day with you all.”
Now I understand why she always has lunches with everyone, she won’t get one for her wedding. She wants friends around her. I kiss her cheek and congratulate them both. As I do, a hand slips around my waist and pulls me back. I know who it is and I don’t fight him on it.
“You have to cover me,” Kyrone whispers in my ear. I look around the table and see most are looking at us, raising their eyebrows in question. They don’t stare long as they go back to their meals, except for one. The bitch.
“Why?” I ask, trying to turn around, but he holds tighter on my hips and pulls me closer. I feel something and I try not to laugh too loudly.
“You see, I’m a walking dildo when you’re around. Can’t you dress normally?” he whines, and I look down at my outfit. It’s nothing special, just a skirt and a pink top.
“I’m dressed normally, you horn dog,” I say, making my way around him as he loosens his grip. His hand goes to my bare thigh and runs a finger up and down it.
“I reckon I can bend you over this table right now and slide straight in.” His fingers inch closer. “I bet you’re wet and I bet you have no underwear on, just as I like.” He leans in close and nips my ear.
I shake my head and step back, looking around to make sure we haven’t drawn an audience. People are making toasts around the table, but they stop to look at Kyrone as he walks to stand next to me and starts speaking.
“Ben, you sure have found a lucky one here. Katrina is as beautiful inside as well as out. Trust me I know,” he adds with a wink, making everyone laugh. “I’m so happy, Kat, that you found the one person you’re looking for in life. Not many people can say they’ve found that one person that makes their soul sing just for them and I’m glad I’ve been here to witness it.” He grabs my hand and gives it a squeeze. “One day, when I’m ready, I hope to have what you both have. Someone to make me smile and that will love me for me, faults and all, even if I do annoy the shit out of them. So cheers to you both. May you fuck every day,” he adds, being the true Kyrone with his smart ass comment at the end.
People go around the table and make a toast each. When it comes to me, I’m lost for words. Everyone has said something so perfect. I don’t even know Ben. I don’t know about their relationship, but all I can see is the love he has for her. I silently raise a glass and everyone cheers. I stand to leave after the toast because I need to sleep. I’m so tired from last night and this morning. As I make my way up the stairs, I look behind me and see Kyrone following me. I stop and look at him.
“I’m going to sleep, Kyrone,” I tell him, then turn back to head toward my room. A hand stops me from shutting my door and Kyrone walks in. I don’t say anything else as I remove my clothes and climb into bed. “No fucking, I’m tired,” I mumble into the pillow.
“That’s just mean. You’re just mean,” he complains, climbing in after me.
“Why did you follow?” I ask as he stares at me.
“I was hoping to get some,” he laughs. I shake my head and lay it in his lap. “You really tired?” he asks. I yawn and nod my head. “Okay, we can fuck when you wake up,” he says, pulling me up closer so we are snuggling.
“You’re still the only girl I’ve ever brought to my room,” he whispers into my hair. “It just doesn’t seem right any other way,” he continues, answering my hidden question. “Why is that, Christina? Why are you the only one I let get close? I don’t understand it.” I don’t answer him. I let him think I’m asleep. He sounds like he’s fighting with himself over someone he only fucks. “You know, I know when you’re sleeping, right? I always know,” he laughs, pulling me tighter. I smile, knowing he can’t see it.
 



 
 

He’s gone when I finally wake up. I hear my phone ringing and look for it, finding it on the end of the bed. I notice that I have four missed calls from work. I listen to the voice mails and hear my boss freaking out, asking me if I can cut my week short and come back as soon as possible. She has to interview a big celebrity and wants me there with her. I type an email to her and she sends one straight back to me, saying she’s booked my flight for later tonight. I climb out of bed and walk downstairs to see all the boys watching football and drinking. I don’t see the girls anywhere. Tanner looks up and smiles brightly at me.
“You’re awake,” Kyrone’s voice booms from behind me. I turn to see him carrying a glass of water. He hands it to me and I take it. “I just left you to get a drink. Seems you can’t sleep without me,” he says while reaching for me.
“Where are the girls?” I ask, looking around.
“They’ll be back any minute. They went shopping when we went to sleep, been gone all day. Just about how long you slept for,” Tanner answers from behind me. Just then, Hillary and Katrina enter.
“I have to fly home tonight. Work has called and they need me back home,” I tell them, as they stand in front of me. Hillary purses her lips and Katrina cuddles me.
“Thanks so much for coming,” she says and walks off over to Ben. Hillary looks behind me and then at me. Her eyes go wide and she heads in the other direction. I turn to see Kyrone walking up the stairs.
I follow Kyrone to the bedroom, not saying a word. He strips naked and walks over to me and proceeds to strip me, leaving just my skirt on. His kisses over my body are frantic as he traces my skin. He doesn’t waste anytime placing a condom on and hiking my skirt up. He enters me fast and I almost scream from the pain, then the pleasure overtakes me. He doesn’t speak or look at me. Instead, he turns me around and I place my hands on the bed. He fucks me hard until we both come and I collapse down onto the bed, him lying down next to me. After a good hour has passed without either of us speaking, I think he’s gone to sleep. I get up and start getting dressed.
“You’re leaving again, aren’t you?” he asks from the bed. I don’t lie. There’s no point, but I wonder how many times I can walk away from him and try to keep my heart intact. I simply nod my head and pull on my skirt. His eyes follow my every movement. “It’s going to be another year before I see you again. Hell, it could be even longer. Can’t you just stay another day?” he asks nicely but never pleading.
“I can’t Kyrone, I have work to do. So do you. This could never work. We live too far apart from each other and sex is the only thing we’re good at. Don’t mess that up,” I say, knowing it’s a lie. The feelings are there and it’s becoming harder to do this.
“Don’t lie to yourself Christina, and I won’t lie to you. It’s there, we’re just too stubborn to admit it or act on it. This time I’m going to try,” he says, standing up from the bed, the bed sheet falling from his naked body. I watch as he makes his way toward me. My knees start to buckle. I want to lay back down with him and I want him to hold me, but that’s not the man he is. I know what type of man he is, he’s a playboy who likes to get between my legs. Maybe likes me a little more, but I don’t think enough for me to give up my career.
“We can’t. What will we do? See each other once a month? Maybe more if our schedules allow it? We’re both so busy, Kyrone. It’s hard trying to find me time, let alone you time,” I whine, when I know I’d make time for him in a heartbeat, but I know his needs and they’re greater than mine.
“Just… next time, call me straight away. I will drop everything to see you. Hell, next time I’m in New York, I’m coming to you,” he says placing his hands on my ass and pulling me to him. I lay my head on his chest and nod. It might happen, but I won’t expect anything.
“Come on then, let’s get you dressed and off to the airport. Going to see you off and say goodbye this time,” he says, stepping away and reaching for his clothes. I finish getting dressed and pack the rest of my stuff with him watching, thinking about the “what ifs?”
“I can’t believe you have to leave early,” Hillary whines while cuddling me. I break her embrace and cuddle Katrina, then say my goodbyes to Ben and the boys.
Tanner picks me up and spins me around, making me laugh. “I’ve missed you. Don’t leave it this long again,” he orders, placing me back down gently to the floor. I kiss his cheek and walk over to Kyrone who’s patiently standing at the door with my bags.
The ride to the airport is silent, both of us lost in our thoughts. When we arrive, his hand stops me from getting out. I turn to face him and his face tightens.
“I’ll miss you,” he says, picking up my hand and kissing it. He places a present in my hand and tells me not open until later. I smile and get out, watching him drive away from the airport doors and wonder what it would be like to really know him, to know what he loves and likes. I know how he likes sex and he knows a shitload about me.
Once he’s gone, I open the present he left me with. It’s a copy of Dirty Dancing and box of chocolates. My smile is forced now, trying to hide the pieces of my heart that have shattered with his gift. It’s nothing special to anyone else, but to us, well, it was our beginning.
***
It will be another two years before I see Kyrone again. Two very long years with things changing tremendously in both our lives.
 



 
 

 



 

I currently live in Los Angeles. I chose to live closer to my grandfather as he’s very sick. I run the blog at FAM magazine because Zara, my boss, didn’t want me to leave the company. Instead, she promoted me and let me transfer to be closer to home. My grandfather was diagnosed with cancer two years ago, not long after my trip to Texas, but we didn’t know what he had then. He told me he was fine, but I could hear it in his voice and I flew out to see him one weekend. He looked so sick I took him straight to the hospital. It turns out he had cancer in his bowel. They have carried out a few surgeries on him already, but it has spread and it is terminal. Now it’s just a waiting game, which scares the shit out of me. He’s basically the only family I have left in this world, the only one that loves and cares for me constantly. I don’t know what I’ll do when he isn’t here anymore and I’m afraid my heart won’t take it. I cry at the thought of him being gone and I don’t know what will happen when the time comes.
He’s in the hospital now and doesn’t leave. The doctors say it’s only a matter of days. Days, they say! They act like it’s an everyday occurrence to tell someone you only have days to spend with the one person you love unconditionally. As I leave the hospital, my spirit is broken. I feel like a walking zombie some days; forcing my smile when I see him and not breaking down when I leave.
My phone starts buzzing in my hand and, without looking to see who it is, I press the reject button. I don’t want to talk. I want to go to bed and cry. I want to cry for him leaving me and cry for him going away. I want to scream at cancer and its incurable ass.
Once I arrive home, I do my daily duties and read all my emails, then post to all the social media platforms, as well as our blog. When that’s done, I collapse on my bed. My phone goes off again, it’s Hillary. She never stops calling, wanting to know how things are. What can she do? Do I need her? It’s always the same questions and I always give the same answers. Nothing and no!
I try to shift my mind away from everything and my mind drifts to him. The person I see everywhere now, at celebrity events, in modeling advertisements and on television. I can’t escape him. Even two years later, he’s still in my dreams and thoughts.
Last night he was at a red carpet award event with a model on his arm. He was smiling at her the same way he used to smile at me. He’s been seeing her for nearly six months now, and yes, I do stalk him, even if it brings me pain to do so. I like to know how his life has been and what he’s been doing.
He looks happy though, and he doesn’t look like his usual self when he’s having just a fling. In all the pictures he’s holding her and kissing her. With each picture, my heart breaks just that bit more, but I don’t have a right to be mad or angry. I left and wouldn’t give it a chance. It was impossible though, at the time our lives were so different, so busy. At least he has someone on his level now, someone he can see when he pleases and someone who will put him first. I wasn’t able to make the time for him, so I guess I brought it on myself really. Watching his happiness while I break slowly each day, well, some would call it karma. I don’t know what I would call it… maybe a bitch.
My phone starts ringing again, I’m going to have to answer it because she won’t stop until I do. I know how persistent Hillary can be when she wants something.
“Yeah?” I answer the phone while lying on my small, single bed. There was no need to get another house and I’m back to where I was before I left – in my grandfather’s house while he’s in the hospital.
“Oh my God, you finally answered. I’ve been worried sick!” she shrieks through the phone. I pull it away from my ear so I can’t hear her incessant screeching. “CJ,” I vaguely hear her call and place the phone back to my ear.
“Yeah,” I reply dryly.
“I want to come out there to be with you. I think you need a friend,” she says, getting emotional. I can’t do emotional right now, I just don’t need it.
“No Hillary, I’m busy. I have too much to do. Please don’t come,” I say practically begging her.
“You will call me though, once you need me? I will fly straight to you,” she asks in question. I nod my head and then realize she can’t see me.
“Yes,” I reply quietly.
“I feel like I should be there with you,” she says so softly I almost miss it.
“No, I like my alone time, Hillary.” Half is true, half is not. Alone time brings bad thoughts, but I can’t handle company either at the moment.
“Okay, I love you, CJ,” she says sincerely.
“Love you too, Hill,” I say before I disconnect.
Hillary is still in our old apartment in New York. She didn’t want to leave and wanted it to be somewhere I could come home to when I decide to go back. I just don’t think I will go back. There’s nothing there for me anymore. I can work anywhere and right now, I’m needed where I am, in Los Angeles.
I lay my head on the pillow and try for sleep. Sleep that brings bad dreams and bad memories. It’s like I’m being tortured for being tired, like someone wants me to live through all this pain. I dream of a life without Granddad in it and I usually wake up in tears, tears that were streaming down my face while I slept. I try so hard to think happy thoughts before I pass out, but as soon as I start to drift off, my phone rings again. I don’t know who it is and no one rings me this late. I look at the caller ID and my gut collapses onto the floor. It’s the hospital and there’s only one reason they’d ring this late.
“Hi, Miss Johnson?” the man asks.
“Yes,” I reply shaking.
“You are the next of kin for Mr. Charles Johnson. Is that correct?”
“Yes,” I whisper.
“He has taken a bad turn and I’d advise that if you want to see him, it would be best to do so immediately,” he says.
I hang up the phone, throw on the clothes nearest to me and race all the way to the hospital, breaking all the speed limits possible.
I run to his room and a man stops me just before I enter. He’s young, probably not much older than I am. I look up at him, he has his hand on my arm and I throw him a glare.
He removes his hand and steps back. “I’m sorry. Are you the young lady here to see Mr. Johnson?” he asks, and I nod my head. His eyes grow soft and I know what he’s about to say. I want to cover my ears and just ignore his words.
“I’m sorry, Miss Johnson, he tried to wait, but he passed away five minutes ago,” he says, dropping his head. I nod my head and turn back around. I hear words, but nothing is reaching my ears. I keep walking until I reach my car, where I sit for hours not knowing what to do or how to do it. I have nothing… no one.
My window is tapped sometime in the morning. I look up and notice the young doctor, the doctor that will now haunt my dreams. He smiles softly and I wind my window down. He looks into my eyes and then reaches through my window and passes me a coffee. I take it because, well fuck, I don’t know. Then he walks off without saying a word. He just bought me coffee for being weird and sitting like a freak in his hospital parking lot all night.
I sit in the same spot until my coffee is cold and my legs are dead. My phone starts buzzing. I look at the time and see it's after six a.m. I’ve been sitting in this same spot for well over six hours. Six hours of not moving.
When I arrive home, it’s even quieter than when I left if that’s possible. I take a shower and start to arrange the funeral, trying to have it all sorted so it’s out of the way. My mind and body are on autopilot by the time I ring Hillary to break the news to her. She cries on the phone and tells me she’ll be on the next flight. I nod my head and hang the phone up. I don’t have any family to call, so I call Granddad’s work friends who have come to see him constantly since he’s been in the hospital. He has worked with the same men for years, his close friends. At around lunchtime, there’s a knock on the door. I’ve called everyone I can think of and now I just want to sleep. I ignore the knock and turn the shower on, hoping to drown out whoever it is, but the knocking gets louder with each bang. I wrap a towel around my body and swing the door open, ready to yell at whoever is obnoxiously hammering on my door. I stop dead in my tracks. He looks good. He always looks good, his charming looks are what drew me to him in the first place. He isn’t smiling now though, he looks sad and I realize he knows. Hillary must have told him.
“I don’t want company,” I say and start to shut the door in his face. He scrunches his nose up and stops the door easily.
“You do. You just don’t know it yet.” He tries to smile, but it doesn’t reach his eyes.
“Trust me, I don’t,” I reply dryly.
“I’m coming in and we’re going to have dinner. You look like you haven’t eaten for days,” he tells me, holding up a bag of Chinese food. My stomach growls loudly and I let him in, watching as he enters. As he reaches me, he leans in and kisses my cheek. “Go… shower…” He shoos me away. I oblige and walk to the shower, wondering why he’s here and how he arrived so fast, considering I’ve only just spoken to Hillary.
I don’t wonder anymore as I move under the warm shower and stay until the water runs cold. I’m shaking and I feel a hand touch me, but I don’t jump or act surprised. I let him turn off the shower and pick me up. He places me in a towel and I don’t say a word while I let him guide me around like I’m a child.
“You need to eat,” he says after he pulls a nightie over my head and down my body. I follow him quietly to the kitchen, where the food is more than likely cold now. I eat two bites of rice and it’s all I can stomach. I stand and go to my single bed. He follows and squeezes in next to me and brushes my hair like he used to, which lulls me to sleep.
“I’ll stay,” I vaguely hear him say as he kicks off his shoes.
“Tanner,” is all I say before I pass out, wondering why he’s here.
 



 
 

It's quiet when I wake and I turn my head to see Tanner is still sleeping next to me. He feels me moving and wakes up, then looks at me and smiles softly. I stand and walk silently to the bathroom because I’m still lost for words. Tomorrow is the funeral. Tomorrow is the day I lay my last loved one to rest. Tomorrow is the day I will break, I know it now.
“CJ, you have visitors,” Tanner calls while softly knocking on the bathroom door. I look in the mirror and hate my appearance. It’s that of a broken girl. I look away and decide that it’s not my concern at the moment. My only concern is getting through this week, however hard that may be.
I walk back into my bedroom and see Tanner sitting on my bed, dressed and looking at his hands.
“Why did you come?” I ask while looking at him. No emotion is showing on his face.
“You needed me and I needed to be here with you. We’re friends, CJ. Time doesn’t change that.” He stands and walks to me then wraps me in his arms and although I lean in, I don’t cuddle him back. His arms feel nice, comforting even.
“I can tell them to go if you’d like,” he whispers into my hair. I nod my head. He releases me and I move back to the bed. He closes the door with a click on his way out. I hear muffled voices and I know it’s Hillary, she sounds angry because she’s being told to leave. I don’t like her being upset, but right now I don’t care. She needs to realize that I need space and time. Time to heal myself and time to get my head around everything that has happened.
“Don’t go in there. Just leave her be,” Tanner’s voice booms through the walls. I hear my bedroom door open, but I don’t look up to see who it is. My eyes are glued to the window, watching as the rain assaults it. My bed squeaks as someone sits down next to me, their hand starts rubbing my back. Then there’s that voice.
“Christina.” I shudder. I know that voice because that voice haunts me. I don’t turn as he stands up from the bed, blocking my view by standing directly in front of me. I look up at him and want to cringe. He’s even better looking than the last time I saw him. Time only does him well.
“I want to stay, Christina. Will you let me stay with you?” he asks, bending down so he’s directly in line with my face. I look into his eyes, his beautiful green eyes and immediately the image of his girlfriend is there. I realize that when we stay together, things tend to happen… things like sex. He’s in a relationship now, so he can’t stay. I don’t need him here.
“Go back to Natalia, Kyrone,” I say and look behind him at the rain running down the window in long dancing streaks. I don’t miss his facial expression when I say her name. He’s probably wondering how I know, though that’s stupid when they’re in gossip magazines almost on a weekly basis.
“I’m going to stay in the living room. I’ll be here for you,” he says. He moves toward the door, but my voice stops him.
“Tell Tanner to come back in, please,” I say quietly. He slams the door shut and I hear yelling. I block out the loud voices and try to drift off, but I can’t. My thoughts won’t let me.
“I have to get an outfit,” I blurt out when my door is opened. I sit up on the bed and watch as Tanner stands in the doorway.
“Um, okay. Do you have one here?” he asks, scratching his chin.
“Can you take me to the mall?” I remove my nightie over my head and his eyes roam my body. As I look up at his face, Kyrone is there, standing behind Tanner and looking very angry. Tanner turns to see what I’m looking at and slams the door shut.
“Yes,” he replies when his eyes lock back onto mine answering my earlier question. I throw on the closest pair of jeans and shirt and leave my hair as it is. When we walk out of the room, I notice Hillary, Katrina, and Kyrone sitting in the kitchen. Hillary is cleaning and Katrina is talking to her. Kyrone is watching us, but not moving.
“CJ,” Hillary says looking at me with my bag in my hands. “Where are you going?” she asks, looking at Tanner.
“CJ needs something to wear tomorrow and I’m taking her,” he says and guides me out the door. I follow and when we reach his car, I’m surprised. Usually, I’d beg to drive in such a beautiful thing, but right now I couldn’t care less as I climb in the passenger seat.
Shopping is quick. When we reach the mall, I go into the first store and purchase the first black thing I see. I’m never going to wear it again, so it doesn’t matter if it doesn’t fit properly. I only need it for this one day, then I’ll burn it.
When we return the house, it’s cleaner than I’ve ever seen it. Hillary has set the table for dinner and I realize again that I haven’t eaten all day. She tells everyone to sit and we all do. No one speaks at first while they plate up their meals. I sit there and stare and then grab for a bread roll.
“How’s married life?” I turn to ask Katrina. This table is so quiet it’s scary. All eyes turn to me, but I stay looking at Katrina. She smiles softly.
“It’s good, we actually have a surprise,” she says brightly and I force a smile to encourage her. “We’re pregnant!” she announces and I do smile because that’s great news and I know she’ll make a fantastic mother.
“Congratulations!” I say, leaning over and kissing her cheek. Hillary starts asking one hundred and one questions and my eyes turn to Kyrone, who’s watching me. He stands and walks over to me, offering me his hand. Tanner goes to speak when Hillary hushes him. I give him my hand and let him pull me up, then follow him outside. He stops when he gets to the pool chairs and sits down, pulling me with him. I lay my head back and listen to his heartbeat. His arms close around me and I start to cry, really cry for the first time. He squeezes me tighter and eventually I cry myself to sleep.
I wake sometime later to voices. I don’t open my eyes as I listen. I’m still wrapped in Kyrone’s strong arms probably looking like a child next to this massive football player.
“You can’t come back and mess things up for her. You have a girlfriend, Kyrone. Where is Natalia now? Does she even know who you’re with?” Tanner asks. I don’t move, pretending I’m asleep while trying to keep my breathing even as I listen into their conversation.
“Yes! She knows who I’m with,” he replies quietly.
“And I bet you she’s not happy.” He laughs dryly. I have no idea what they’re talking about. Why would she be mad, after all, I’m just a friend?
“She’s pissed to say the least, but I don’t give a shit. She can leave me if she wants, Christina needs me now,” he says, his voice becoming stronger and louder.
“She won’t want you, man, you know that. She doesn’t want anyone,” Tanner says quietly. Are they talking about me now? They’re so wrong! I do want that. I want that kind of love.
“I think you’re wrong, I think time will be good. She will come around.” I move a little and they stop talking. I open my eyes and see Tanner looking at me lying in Kyrone’s arms. What is it with these two that they’re always here? Even time doesn’t seem to change that fact.
“The girls have gone to the hotel for the night. I was going to stay here again,” Tanner says.
“Can I ask that you both leave? I just need to be alone,” I say, pulling myself away from Kyrone, standing and walking to my bedroom. I hear the front door shut and I climb into the shower. I actually take the time to shave my body and wash my hair. Once I’m done, I dress in a clean pair of pajamas and climb into bed. The silence is good, it doesn’t carry any demons tonight. Tonight I go to sleep and I’ll have no nightmares. Tonight, I dream of a boy with annoying ways and gorgeous green eyes.
 



 
 

Today is hard, so hard that it’s becoming impossible to keep myself together. I know I have to, Granddad wouldn’t want me crying. He would want me living my life, “taking it by the balls” as he would so eloquently say. So many people turn up to the funeral, that once the twentieth-something person gives me their apology, I’m on autopilot. I thank them all and nod when it’s acceptable. Time goes fast. I asked for a quick service at his funeral, he didn’t want anything fancy. By the time we arrive back at the house, it’s packed full of people. Everyone eating and drinking, some smiling and laughing while reminiscing about Granddad. I stay in my room and lock my door for most of it. No one disturbs me and it gives me time to plan what I want to do, where I want to go.
The next few days are tiring, having to put on a semi-happy face for everyone is draining. They all leave today to go back to their normal lives and partners.
I’ve heard Kyrone on the phone a few times to his girlfriend. I try not to listen, but when he talks sweetly to her it breaks my heart just that little bit more. I walk out of the bathroom to go to the living room where they’re all are packed and ready to go. When I enter, they all watch me closely. I walk around to each and give them a cuddle.
Hillary first. “Thanks for coming,” I say to her followed by a hug. She squeezes me tight. “Come back to me soon, okay?” She nods and I know she’s trying to hold back the tears.
I let her go and walk across to Katrina. “I’m so happy for you,” I say, and I mean it. She’s gotten everything she’s ever wanted and I couldn’t be happier for her. She kisses my cheek and steps aside.
Tanner is next. I stop in front of him and reach up to kiss his cheek. “You’re one of my best friends, Tanner. Thank you for everything,” I say and he kisses my cheek and cuddles me back.
“Call me anytime, day or night. I’m always here for you, CJ.”
He steps back and I look toward Kyrone. He doesn’t move a muscle as I stand in front of him. I, however, am fidgeting and biting my nails. He reaches for me and picks me up, then squeezes. “Don’t you call that jackass, Tempt, you call me,” he says into my ear and squeezes me tightly like he’s afraid I will bolt the minute he lets me go. My feet are off the floor and I’m hanging on with my hands around his neck. He lets me go and I pull him down so I can kiss his cheek. He smiles.
I move to the front door and open it. One by one, I watch as they leave.
In some ways, I’m excited for what’s to come. You see, my grandfather left me everything, and I do mean everything. He worked right up to the day I came back home. He had insurances for everything imaginable and all of it was left to me.
So what am I going to do? Well, I booked a flight to Australia and I leave tonight. Tonight I will start a new adventure and hopefully something will help me with the hand I have been dealt. Show me what I want and help me to explore this new life. Tonight, I take a chance on life.
***
Australia is beautiful and the people are warm and friendly. I’m currently in Darwin, backpacking my way around. I flew to Brisbane and stayed for two nights before I left for Townsville. Both are extraordinary places. Brisbane is like a mini Las Vegas and everyone referred to it as ‘Brisvegas.’ The nightlife was absolutely crazy and bustling with people. Then I traveled to Townsville and stayed near the beach to unwind for a few crazy days. Once I saw as much as I could, I flew to Darwin, where I’ve been now for two weeks. Work is easier to find here, they always seem to be looking for bartenders. Who knew anyone could pull a beer if taught correctly?
I’m off to Bali tonight to see the craziness that’s there. So many people have raved about the crazy drivers and the shopping that can be done if you know how to strike a bargain correctly. So that’s where I’m heading to, to see the world as much as possible. After that, I’m going to Thailand, somewhere that’s exotic and has always interested me.
The flight from Darwin to Bali was short and the heat hits me as soon as I step off the plane. I’ve been grieving a lot of the trip though now I’ve come to accept it all. I feel Granddad with me like he isn’t too far away and he’s encouraging me as he’s always done.
People welcome me as soon as I step out to find a cab, offering me rides everywhere. I go via a normal cab and he takes me to Kuta, the main hustle and bustle city of Bali. The people are friendly and lovely at the hotel I stay at, very welcoming, though when night time hits, I step out onto the streets. I’m offered so much Viagra, I think my head might explode. I feel like there’s only so many times you can say no before you want to scream. Drugs are offered by everyone, people wanting you to buy their goods and to come back and look in their shops. I do, and then I find it hard to leave empty handed. It’s their livelihood and some are good at guilt trips, but there’s also a beautiful side of the people and that is their kindness. They do a lot for nothing to provide for the ones they love, always smiling and thanking you profusely when you give them a little extra than what you agreed to pay. It’s been a lesson for sure.
***
Thailand is magical and the streets are shut down at night so partygoers can dance the night away. People walk around with animals on their arms, offering photographs. I had a photograph taken with a gorgeous monkey that was dressed in human clothes, which I couldn’t walk past without wanting to touch him.
I stayed in Bali for two weeks and have been in Thailand for about the same time. They both have their own uniqueness, each as special as the other. I’ve made some friends in Thailand, Phuket, and tonight they’ve asked me to go to the beach with them. It’s their last night here before they head back to Sydney, Australia which is their home. They’re a young couple exploring the world and this was their last stop before heading home.
We reach the beach and Rebecca and I exchange smiles. The sky is filled with Chinese lanterns. “They have different meanings for different people. Some do it for luck, some do it for loved ones, and some believe it will take their worries and problems away.” She walks across and buys two lanterns, then she hands me one, closes her eyes and lets hers fly. I watch as it fills the night sky and joins with hundreds of others up there. I wonder what I should do? I think of my grandfather and let the lantern go with my eyes closed. When I open my eyes again, the night sky is filled with beautiful colorful lanterns. I walk back to my hotel and sleep peacefully.
Today is the day I’m going to go home. I’ve been away for six weeks now and the time has helped me heal. I have had nothing but me time. Time to see who and what I wanted. I still don’t have all the answers, but some are clearer and I know within my heart who I want to be with. I want Kyrone. I want the man that annoys me, the man that can make me smile, and I want him for him. I won’t mess anything up if he’s happy in his relationship with Natalia. I want him to be happy. He is a good man and he deserves his happiness.
I check my Facebook account for the first time since I left. I’ve avoided all social networking. I don’t want or need the drama of being connected to the phone and seeing what everyone’s doing. I don’t want to know if they’re sad today because they hurt their toe or whatever. Really?
Who posts that shit anyway?
I have four unread messages from Tanner, Katrina, Hillary, and last one is from Kyrone. Hillary has attacked my message bank and it’s full of questions. Tanner asks how I am and has politely asked me to reply. Katrina sent me a photograph of her growing belly and there’s a single message from Kyrone. Only one. “I miss you,” is all it says, but it holds so much hope for me. So much left unsaid and so much more to say. There’s so much more to do and to explore between us.
 



 
 

I fly straight to Los Angeles. It’s early morning when I arrive and I don’t know where to go first. I search for Kyrone’s address and decide I want to see him. I think I need to see him. It’s an easy find because Hillary has it and is more than happy to hand it over to me. Then she starts with the one hundred questions, so I cut her off and tell her I’ll see her soon. She’s excited and I hang up in her ear when she starts rambling.
Kyrone’s house is a mansion and I’m a bundle of nerves when we drive up his driveway. I feel the need come over me to be sick. The cab driver drops me off and waits for me because I don’t even know if Kyrone is home. I’m just taking a wild guess and hoping for the best. The last thing I want is to be stranded in a posh neighborhood having nowhere to go with all my bags. I knock and wait. I hear the door handle turn and look at it with excitement. When I see who’s on the other side of the door, I freeze. I didn’t think she’d be here. I didn’t think they’d be living together. She looks me up and down and scrutinizes me with her gaze. I want to turn and walk away, but also don’t want to give her that satisfaction. I don’t want her to think she’s higher than me or even better than me. It’s just not true.
“Who are you?” she asks, looking at my face with hatred in her eyes. I go to chew my nails and then stop myself. I stand tall when I look at her perfect clothes with not one wrinkle in them. Me, I’m standing here in wrinkled jeans and probably a wrinkled top as I haven’t changed from my flight.
“CJ. Is Kyrone here?” I ask, looking behind her, but she blocks my path so I can’t see.
“He doesn’t know a CJ,” she spits. “Leave, the same way you came in,” she says as she shuts the door in my face. I turn and walk back to the cab. I don’t need this. The driver smiles as I open the door and I smile back. Just as I go to get in, I hear my name being called. I turn to see Kyrone running down the driveway without the She-Devil behind him. He stops when he gets to me and looks me up and down. My hair is pink again like it used be when we first started seeing each other.
“Hey, Pink Bits,” he says, cocking a nervous smile. I smile back and stay standing at the door of the cab.
“Hey,” I say back.
“You’re home finally? And you came to see me?” he asks, sounding unsure.
“I just flew in, haven’t even been home yet. Just wanted to see how you were,” I lie. He catches my lie and his smile drops.
“I met Natalia. She’s a ball of fun,” I say dryly. He laughs and nods his head.
“You could say that though some say worse.”
“Well, I just came to say hi, so I’ll leave you alone now.” I move to take a seat in the car, but he stops me from closing the door. I look up at him, wanting to know an answer to the unasked question that’s lingering in the air. “Are you happy?” I ask. He looks shocked at first and doesn’t reply, then smiles and nods his head. I lean up and kiss his cheek before I tell the driver to go.
I watch as the driver slowly pulls out of his driveway. Is this it? Ky has his hands in his pockets and is a little slouched standing there in all his rugged manly beauty. I see the conflicted look on his face and his eyebrows are drawn closely together. He raises his other hand to give me a half-hearted farewell. I feel the lump in my throat as my eyes start to blur. I swallow hard, blinking unshed tears away to give him a smile that is betraying my heart right now before putting my head down staring at my knotted hands in my lap.
When I knock on the door of our old apartment, I hear her yelling though she sounds happy. She swings the door wide open with a smile. Someone else is inside, their hands are wrapped around her waist as she sees me. She jumps away from the hands and into mine, nearly knocking me over in the process.
“I’m never letting you go, I’m going to keep you forever,” she says, not letting me breathe.
The person behind her speaks, “Hill, let her breathe.” I look over her shoulder to see Tick, topless and looking mighty fine, as well as happy. He winks at me and pulls Hillary back into his arms. I look between the two and smile.
“So, um, yeah. He won’t leave me alone.” She giggles and I smile brightly at her.
“I can see that,” I say, gesturing between the two of them with a wave of my arm.
“Hey, it's not my fault. Your ass calls for me,” he says and I watch her jump as he squeezes her. She swats him away and pulls me in.
“Your room hasn’t changed. I’ve left everything alone and only gone in there to clean. I knew you’d be back,” she says, coming for me again. Tick stops her and holds tightly onto her.
“You both look happy,” I say and I watch as her face falls. “I’m happy you’re happy, Hillary. You deserve it,” I say, easing her worrying brain.
“It's not weird?” she asks sincerely. I shake my head and lean over and kiss Tick’s cheek before I carry all my stuff to my room. When I open the door, I see she wasn’t lying. It’s like I’ve never left, nothing has changed.
“So what do you want to do? You have to go out and have a cosmo with me and tell me about all your wild adventures. Or maybe we can stay in?”
“I say yes to cosmos and telling you everything. How about tomorrow night? Tonight, I just want to sleep. Today hasn’t been that good,” I reply shaking my head as I move into my bedroom.
“Oh no. What happened with Kyrone?” she asks walking with me and sitting on my bed, getting comfortable. Tick walks in and hands us a bottle of water and then walks out. I smirk and raise the bottle to Hillary.
“Oh yeah, I have him trained well, right?” She laughs.
“Woman, you want me to show you who’s trained?” Tick yells from the kitchen and she laughs louder.
“Yes, later though. My girl is home.” She turns back to me. “So come on, tell me.” She gestures with her hands.
“Not much to tell, really. I went there, saw the She-Devil and then saw him. He told me he was happy. Then I left,” I tell her while unpacking my clothes.
“Oh CJ, she is positively evil. She must be good in bed, ‘cause that’s the only reason he’d be with someone like her,” she says and grabs my hand, giving it a gentle hold before leaving and shutting the door on her way out.
Great that’s the last thing I wanted to think about before closing my eyes tonight. Ky and his devil woman. I think it just hurts more now because I have actually given in, us, me and Kyrone and the possibility, then it got rejected. How was I expecting today to turn out? Ky taking me into his castle and us living happily ever after? Pfft! I had my chance and I let it pass by. I need to stop thinking about this. How am I going to just let Ky go?
 



 
 

When she asked if I was happy, I was talking about seeing her though I know she couldn’t have known that. I know now that it’s too late. When I walked back inside, Natalia was waiting at the door, looking at me in disapproval. I’ve had enough of her. She’s driving me absolutely mad. She won’t leave when I ask her to and she thinks she lives here with me now. I sometimes feel like I’ve never wanted to hurt someone more in my life and I don’t believe in hitting women. She taps her foot and waits for me to explain and I wonder what I ever saw in her in the first place. She was sweet and fun to begin with and I thought, why not try breaking some rules? Rules are, after all, meant to be broken, right? She also sucked cock like a pro, one of the best head jobs I’ve ever had. So what could go wrong? Fuck! So much has, that’s for sure.
“Are you going to explain who that trash was that showed up on our doorstep? Then you running after her?” she asks full of hate and tapping her foot. God, I hate that!
“Christina is not trash, Natalia. Watch your mouth,” I warn her. Her jaw drops, then reopens only to drop again.
“That… that thing, is the one you pine over? She’s nothing special. Honestly, who the fuck has pink hair?” She throws her hands up trying to make her point. I’m not even going to argue with her.
“Leave, it’s over. I don’t want you in my life,” I tell her. She screams at me, but I don’t listen. Then come the waterworks, but I don’t give in this time.
I go upstairs to pack a bag so I can go see Christina. I know where she is. Hillary has plastered it all over Facebook and I’m excited to have her home. I have to go and see her, to tell her. No other woman makes me feel the way she does and I don’t even know how she does it?
The day before the funeral, when I saw her getting undressed in front of Tanner, I walked out and hit a tree. He’s not allowed to see her like that, to have mental images of her naked like that. No matter how close friends they might be, that body is mine and will always be mine, until the end of fucking time.
As I make my way downstairs with my bag of clothes, Natalia is crying on the floor, looking broken. I want to walk away and never look back, but I’m not a total asshole.
“It’s not you, Nat. Find someone who loves you like you want to be loved,” I try to reason with her. I put my hand out to help her up and she goes straight for my pants. Pulling them down in one swipe, her mouth goes for my limp dick, trying to make me stay. I struggle to pull away. “Nat, stop now!” She doesn’t, she starts sucking and for the first time in a long time, absolutely nothing happens. Nothing about her is making me want to keep her here with me, to let her suck me or even fuck me. She realizes this when I don’t respond to her. She looks up at me and anger shines through on her face.
“Fuck you, Kyrone! I don’t need you!” She slaps me hard across the face and walks out the front door. I call security and have them change the locks on the front door because that psycho bitch is not coming back, that’s for sure.
Tanner calls when I’m at the airport. I have a game in Texas tomorrow and he’s expecting me tonight though I won’t be coming. “What time are you arriving?” he asks. I hear a girl giggle and he tells her to hush.
“What bitch you got on your cock tonight?” I ask.
He laughs, he’s such a slut. “Fucked if I know. But seriously, what time?” he asks again into the phone.
“I don’t know if I’ll make it,” I say, getting my boarding tickets for New York.
“What? Please tell me you’re pulling my fucking leg!” he half yells into the phone.
“I have plans in New York. I’m on the next flight out now. Just go back to getting your cock sucked, Tanner,” I say to him.
“She’s back, isn’t she? You’re going to see her?”
I hang up the phone because I don’t need to explain myself to him.
I’ve been with girls, plenty of girls, and Christina is the only one I want around for longer. She has something about her, a kindness and sass that only she possesses. Most girls I fuck once, but with Christina it was more than once. It could have lasted a lifetime of being with only her, but she had to leave. I went crazy after her, trying to fill that void. Then I met Natalia. She hid herself from me, showed me only what she thought I wanted – which was sex. That did not go too well, she eventually wanted more, they all do. Except Christina, she was more than happy to walk away, to let me go like I’ve done to so many before her.
Hillary and Christina’s apartment building is nice, small, but nice. I make my way up the stairs and hear her laughter. I knock on the door twice while waiting for her to open it. I can’t wait to finally kiss her like I’ve always wanted, but been too afraid to.
The door swings open and I’m met with someone who is not Christina.
I hear her voice straight away. “Hurry up, Tick, or I’m going to kick your ass!” she yells, laughing. I stare at him like what I see can’t be true. She wouldn’t be with him? Then it dawns on me that she has been with him and my anger takes itself to a whole new level. Before I know it, I’m reaching back and punching him straight in the face. He cups his nose and I storm off. I hear Christina yelling and asking what happened and it makes me even angrier that she cares for him.
We had beef back in the day. He went crazy at me for fucking his sister and leaving her. She knew the rules, sex only. Tick, being a year older and thinking he’s tougher, jumped me with a few friends. I got a good few hits in before my ass was kicked. Four against one wasn’t very fair, especially when there was no reason for it. His sister knew the rules. I did get him back, though. One night at a frat party, him and his friends decided to gate crash. This time I had my own friends. They held him while I made that bastard pay and turned him black and blue.
My phone starts ringing and I see Christina’s name on the caller ID. I reject the call and find the nearest taxi, deciding to go to Texas instead. Tanner will have women flocking around him and that’s what I need right now, a good fuck and some alcohol to drain away today… to fuck it all off.
“I’m on my way,” I say to Tanner in the cab on my way to the airport.
“Didn’t work out how you’d planned?” he laughs into the phone.
“Do you want a black eye when I get there? Keep your fucking mouth shut!” I scream and hang up. The cab driver looks back at me and shrugs his shoulders. Today is fucked. I need alcohol, a shit load, pronto.
 



 
 

Blood is pouring out everywhere. Hillary runs from the shower with just a towel around her body. She sees Tick’s nose and rushes to grab a wet cloth to clean up the mess. I have no idea what happened. Who would come to the door and hit someone? Why would they do that? Tick pushes me away and walks to the kitchen sink to start rinsing his face. I stand there watching while Hillary puts ice in a wet towel and starts kissing him.
“Did you see who it was?” I ask, breaking up the couple. Everything was fine. We were playing Xbox and then bang, the night turned to shit.
“Fucking Kyrone.” Tick spits some blood out into the sink and I shake my head. I don’t believe him. Kyrone’s in Los Angeles, happy with his girlfriend.
“Are you sure?” I ask, wanting to be certain. He looks at me like I’m dumb.
“Yes, he heard your voice and lost it. Guess he has a thing for you, huh?” Tick raises his eyebrows. I run to my room and grab my phone. I try calling him several times, but my calls go unanswered. I call Tanner. They’re always together and he answers on the first ring.
“CJ,” he sings into the phone.
“Hey Tanner, have you heard from Kyrone? Do you know where he is?” I start speaking normally, but then gain speed until I’m talking really fast.
“Yeah, just spoke to him. He’s on his way home to Texas. We have a game tomorrow. But hey, he was just in New York,” he says, sounding unsure.
“Yeah, I know. Where are you playing tomorrow? Can you get me a seat?” I ask.
He agrees and I jump online to book my ticket for tomorrow. It will be my first game and hopefully he will see me, or else it will be my last game.
***
I arrive at the stadium just before they’re called out onto the field. Tanner managed to get me a great seat right in the front row. I asked him not to tell Kyrone. He said he wouldn’t and I hope he doesn’t.
The fans start cheering, going absolutely crazy, and then his name is yelled. I stand up to see him better, his jersey says number thirteen. He’s easy to spot because he’s bigger than most. He’s the star of the show. People are screaming for him, waving signs saying they want to marry him or they are his number one fan. I laugh at some of them and some, well, some shouldn’t be repeated or even seen for that matter. Girls have his number painted on their bodies. I sit down and watch it all. I can see where the hype comes in and it’s contagious with everyone cheering.
Kyrone comes to stand with the rest of the team and they aren’t far from where I’m sitting. Tanner looks straight at me and nods his head. That’s when Kyrone turns around and follows Tanner’s gaze. He sees me and looks back to the field without even acknowledging me.
I watch the rest of the game and cheer when necessary, even booing the other team. Kyrone does not look back at me once during the whole game and I wonder if I should have come at all. Was there a point of even coming?
“Showering. Meet us near the lockers in ten,” Tanner says as he passes me. I do as I’m told and wait for them to leave. Girls are all waiting there as well. There are no other men, the only men are in the locker room.
When they all start to leave, the girls begin pushing forward, sweet-talking and offering things that should not be said to strangers in public. I watch as Tanner walks out and beelines it straight for me. He hugs me tight.
“He’s pissed, what happened?” he asks. I start to answer him when Kyrone walks out. A girl grabs hold of him and he puts his arms around her waist and brings her to him. I look away and back at Tanner.
“I should just go, it was a bad idea,” I say and start to walk away. I hear Tanner yelling at Kyrone and I don’t pay attention. I need to find a way back to the airport and I can’t see a taxi anywhere.
Someone runs up next to me and I know who it is because I can smell him. It’s always the same.
“Fuck off,” I say, not wanting to cause a scene in front of the people waiting around for him.
“Me? Nuh uh, Pink Bits. Tell me why you’re here,” he orders, stepping closer. I turn away from him, not wanting to acknowledge him, just like he did to me. He follows and blocks my path, stepping in front of me.
“Where are all your fucking taxis?” I scream. He laughs. Gah, he has the nerve to laugh at me?
“Where you going? I’ll take ya,” he says waiting for me to reply.
“Fucking anywhere that isn’t here,” I say, “or around your weird ass.” I step back and bypass him, making my way back to Tanner. “Can you take me to the airport, please?” I ask him. His eyes grow wide for a second then I’m lifted from behind and into the air. “Put me down this second!” I yell at him. He bites my ass and keeps walking with me in his arms. He has his hands wrapped around my waist and I’m practically in a standing position looking ahead of me while he carries me from behind. We stop in front of a black car and he opens the back door and basically throws me in.
“What are you doing?” I screech at him. He climbs in and shuts the door behind him, then bangs on the black privacy screen between us and the driver.
“You’re coming with me. You wouldn’t have come here for no reason. So, tell me, why are you here?” he asks, sitting back and scrolling through his phone. I snatch his phone from him and throw it against the black screen. He looks at me in shock and raises an eyebrow.
“Listen, then! Don’t play with your phone while I speak.”
“You so did not just break my phone, Pinks.” He shakes his head like he can’t believe it. Honestly, I can’t either.
“Tick was not there for me. He’s seeing Hillary,” I blurt out and sit back down with my arms folded across my chest, not looking at him.
“You don’t have to lie, Pinkie,” he says, obviously not believing me.
“He’s been with her for months now. They haven’t told anyone ‘cause her family won’t approve,” I reply and watch as it slowly sinks in. He knows her family and how much they hate tattoos and bad boys. Just their luck, she goes and falls for one, I guess.
“So, I hit that bastard for nothing and missed fucking you for nothing,” he says, smiling at his last statement.
“Oh, there will be no hanky panky, mister. You can go fuck yourself,” I say to him. We come to a stop and he gets out, capturing my hand and dragging me along with him into the hotel. We go straight to his room without speaking. He walks in and flips the light on while I stand in the doorway, contemplating my escape. He looks me up and down and starts walking slowly, but determinedly, toward me. Oh no, this fucker thinks we are going to fuck. Oh, how wrong he is.
“Ah,” I say waving my finger at him. He stops in front of me.
“Ah ha,” he says back to me.
“I will kick you in your junk,” I warn, and he steps back and grabs hold of his cock.
“Fine, let’s play a game,” he says walking away. I stand there wondering what he’s talking about. He walks back to me with a bottle of tequila in his hand and a box.
“Come on Pinkie, it’s time to play,” he says with a sexual undertone. I shake my head at him, but out of curiosity I follow.
“Should I break your phone too, so we don’t have any interruptions? I would really like to not be interrupted… all night.” He winks, sitting at the coffee table in front of the television.
 



 
 

I need an escape plan, one where I can run and he won’t see me. I watch as he sits at the table and kicks off his shoes, then he stretches his back out. Damn him and his fine physique. He’s making me horny, I really need to get laid, and soon.
“No escaping,” he says, not even looking at me. I look back at the front door and huff out a breath of annoyance.
“You don’t know what I was thinking,” I say, still not moving. He laughs at me and turns his face. “You’re looking for a way to escape. You can’t, I’d catch you. I will always catch you,” he says.
“Where’s your girlfriend?” I walk in his direction while his eyes follow the length of my body and I try not to blush under his intense gaze.
“Don’t have one,” he says, his eyes are not moving now as they penetrate me.
“You did twenty-four hours ago,” I say back to him. She answered the door and I know he was with her.
“True, though I wouldn’t go as far as to call her that. Maybe a parasite. What does it matter? I’m here with you now.”
“You said you were happy.”
“I was, the moment I saw your face. You always me happy.”
“You’re not turning all sappy on me are you, Kyrone?”
“No, just trying to get into your pants,” he says, and I know he's serious. It’s funny, though.
“What are you doing?” I ask, referring to the game he wants to play.
“We are going to play Drinking Jenga. Come over and help me,” he says, setting the tequila bottle on the table.
“I know how to play Jenga, but Drinking Jenga?” I ask as I sit and watch as he starts writing on the blocks. I lean over so I can see what he’s writing. It says, Take a piece of clothing off. I laugh at him and he passes me the marker.
“Write down on it what you would want me to do,” he explains, passing me the pen.
“Lap dance,” he says reading what I’ve written. “I hope you pull that one, I missed those hips,” he says going for another. We take turns writing on each block and then the fun begins.
“Are you making your own rules?” I ask when he explains to me that I have to take a shot for each one I pull. He puts his hand to his heart as though I’ve hurt him.
“Why would you accuse me of such things? These are the rules of Drinking Jenga.”
“Yeah, right,” I huff at him.
“Plus, I want to have a little fun. Get you loosened up before you become my bitch later on in the bedroom.”
“Your bitch? Bitch, you will be my bitch. Besides, who said I was sleeping with you? That shit ain’t happening,” I reply, shaking my head at him. He pulls a block out and I lean over to read it. It reads, Tell a secret. I look at him and sit back, waiting. “I’m waiting,” I say, tapping my fingers on the table.
“Okay, you are the only girl I want to fuck,” he says and I laugh.
“That’s not a secret and it’s not true. You fuck everything,” I say back to him.
“I don’t fuck everything and it was a secret. I haven’t told anyone that,” he says and points at me to take a turn. I pull mine out and read out loud what it says, “Body shot.” I look to him and he looks pleased, happy even.
“I chose to do it on you,” he says with that smug smile not leaving his face. I shake my head. I’ll do it on him because if his lips touch my body, my willpower will be gone and I will let him have me nine ways to Sunday.
“Lay down,” I say and he throws his shirt off. I pause for a moment to take him in. His stomach is ripped and it doesn’t have a trace of fat on it anywhere.
“You going to ogle all day or…?” He stops when I grab the tequila and place it in a shot glass, grab the salt and lean down while he’s on the floor. My mouth touches his abs and I feel him breathe in. I like the effect I have on him. I drag my tongue up and keep going until I reach the center of his chest. I stop and lift my mouth and pour some salt there. I look at him and see his eyes trained on me. I lick the salt off and take the shot. He has the lime in his mouth and I reach for that, his eyes continuing to watch me as I do so.
“We need to do that again… in the bedroom so I can have my way with you,” he says with a grin.
He pulls out his next one and smiles wide. He faces it to me so I can read it, Lap dance. “I was really hoping you got this one.” He grabs a chair and positions me on it. He goes to the television and turns it onto the music channel. He starts circling me, trying to be seductive though he hardly has any rhythm at all. He definitely wasn’t built to dance sexually. I try my hardest not to laugh out loud. He pulls his shirt out and lifts it a tad as he stands in front of me, swaying from side to side. His legs come around either side of my chair and he starts to grind himself on me, watching himself as he does. I watch his face go from straight to grinning when he thinks he has this down pat. He turns around and his ass is in my face. I slap it and he brings it down to my lap. His dancing is awful, but it’s also one of my favorite moments. Watching him step into something he’s never done before is fun. The song stops and he tucks his shirt back in, takes a bow and I snort because the laugh that comes out is so loud.
“Well, if that isn’t attractive, I don’t know what is,” he says, referring to me snorting. I stand and swat him as I walk back to the game. I take out my block and I know I didn’t write these words. I don’t know why he would have written this.
“Are you sure?” I ask, showing him the block. He reads it and nods his head. I crawl over to him and look at his lips, then his eyes, back to his lips, then to his eyes again. We are face to face now, inches apart.
I think the kiss over in my head before my lips go to touch his. I think of how I can imprint me onto him, to place a part of me on his soul.
“You can say no and do a double shot,” I say, inches from his lips, my breathing heavy, wondering what he will taste like. So many years have separated us and now my lips are about to become one with his again.
“No backing out, Pinkie. It’s not my style,” he says those last words before our lips become one.
He tastes sweet and his lips are soft. He grabs the back of my head and brings me so we’re practically joined, nothing separating us but air. Our bodies are flush and he opens my mouth with his. I touch my tongue on his, wanting more, needing more. I feel him smile around my lips and I push my body even closer, needing more of him. He obliges and grabs hold of my ass to keep me glued to him. I run my hands through his hair, never wanting it to end. This is the type of kiss that will never leave you, one that will be imprinted on both of us for all eternity. No one can compare to this, and that in itself, scares me. He scares me with his passion and with his need for me, but more so by my need for him.
The kiss slows down and we slightly pull apart, heads still touching and lips separated. I can feel his breath on me and it’s intoxicating.
“Fuck,” he says quietly, my head still touching his as we gasp for breath. “Now I know why I wanted to wait,” he tells me and leans back in to kiss me again. His hands explore my body this time, touching everywhere. I move to stop him and he grabs my hands. “Just let it happen. It’s bound to happen regardless of what you do. Why stop fate?” he asks, looking into my eyes with so much emotion in them, full of his need for me.
 



 
 

He picks me up and carries me to his bedroom like he’s done so many times before like he’s my prince and he can’t let me walk, in case I might run. He hates it when I run. He lays me backward on the bed, his body covering me as his lips touch mine again. He makes me swoon like I’ve never swooned before. His lips briefly leave mine to make their way down my neck, then back up again to my lips. He’s savoring my lips. Always kissing, like he can’t stop.
He sits on top of me and removes his shirt. Once his shirt is gone, he does the same with mine. He unclips my bra and when it’s gone, his lips descend onto my breast. He uses his hands to work my pants off and also his. I kick mine off the rest of the way and now we’re completely naked. Body on body, skin on skin.
“You can never leave me again, Christina,” he says before his lips recapture mine. I want to tell him I never want to, I want to stay in this position forever, together, with the feel of his lips suffocating me, loving me even. I believe that’s what he’s showing me. He has never touched me like I might break before. The way his fingers scroll up the sides of my body like he wants to know all of me.
He sucks on my breast and separates my legs with his. I feel his cock at my entrance and I bring my body up to his, wanting to have him, needing it. He nudges my entrance teasing me, and I smile. I reach below us and insert him inside me, but he stops when I do. He wasn’t expecting me to be so needy though I am. I’m very needy right now. I want it all.
I pant when he begins to thrust, his hips moving in and out. I move with him, his lips touching mine again, always touching mine. I reach up to deepen the kiss and continue to rock my body with him, not wanting the pleasure to end.
My mouth gasps against his when I reach that point, that point where I’m about to explode. His lips lay on mine and I know he’s close, as close as I am. He thrusts faster, faster and faster until my body can’t hold off any longer and I become undone.
I scream so loudly I’m glad he doesn’t have roommates. He collapses on top of me and then rolls to his back, taking me with him and positioning me on top. I lay there, not having the energy to lift my head. He brushes his hands through my hair and kisses the top of my head.
“We need to fuck at least twice a day for the rest of our lives,” he says. I hit his chest and lay back down.
“Who said I was going to do that again with you?” I mumble into his chest.
“Oh, I know you will. You can’t say no to me. You even tried to and that didn’t last more than an hour.”
“Well, next time I’ll aim for two hours,” I say smiling, knowing he will win.
“Will you stay with me?” he asks.
“Yes,” I reply, referring to now.
“No, I mean for as long as I can have you. Will you stay with me?” he asks.
“I eventually have to go home, but for now I am free.”
“Why do you have to go home?” he asks, pulling my chin up so I can look at him.
“I have to go back to my job. I have all my things at home,” I explain.
“Yes, I can get all that sent here and you don’t need a job. I earn enough for you to dance all your life. Hell, I’ll pay for you to dance for me every night,” he says winking, and I know what he’s saying is true, but I can’t move that fast. I can’t live with him already.
“Kyrone, you had a girlfriend less than twenty-four hours ago. Don’t you think you are moving too fast?” I ask him.
“She was a filler. You are my fill,” he tells me.
“It’s a bit fast, don’t you think?” I repeat, questioning his logic.
“We’ve been separated far too long. We didn’t know what we wanted in college, but I know what I want now and I have for a long time. It’s you, Christina. Just say you want me too?” he asks while I watch him.
“I do want you. It may have taken awhile to get there, but it’s you I want,” I tell him truthfully.
“So don’t let time or distance stop us. Let’s do it. Fuck, let’s get married and call it a truce,” he says smiling brightly.
“You have gone bonkers! Guess I better cut the sex back so you get back to normal.” I say joking with him.
“Girl, if you even think you can resist this, you are dreaming. I know you want it.” He thrusts himself on me. I laugh and kiss his lips one more time. I love kissing them and I love how they feel touching mine.
“Will you come to a party with me tomorrow night? A new club is opening and I have to make an appearance,” he says with his lips inches from mine.
“I don’t know. I don’t have anything to wear,” I reply and he smiles.
“This should be fun. Guess we’re going clothes shopping tomorrow,” he says, still smiling.
“I don’t know. Why you are smiling? I hate shopping.”
“Yes, but I love it. To know you are going to be naked in a public area with only a curtain separating us. Think of all the fun we can have with that.”
“We are not having sex in the dressing room,” I tell him sternly.
“Maybe head?” he asks with a serious look.
“You’re not getting head either.”
“I wasn’t thinking of me.” He winks at me.
“Well, in that case, I’m sure that could be arranged.” I smile at him.
“That’s my girl.”
 



 
 

Kyrone was thoroughly disappointed when he didn’t get to give me head in the shopping center. The sales lady would not leave us alone. Apparently she’s a big fan of his and wouldn’t stop talking to him. He tried hard to get her to disappear, but she wouldn’t have it. I tried on four outfits before I got sick of her touching him and praising him. His head is big enough as it is without her adding to it. Though each time I walked out with a new outfit on, he would stop talking to her and look at me like he wanted to eat me regardless of whether we had an audience. I look for a new hair accessory to add to the pile of clothes and when I return he’s bought everything I tried on.
“I can buy my own clothes,” I say, not happy about this.
“Why would you do that when I can?” he asks like it’s a natural occurrence.
“I have my own money, Kyrone,” I tell him, not wanting an audience.
“Yes, but I have more,” he replies, grabbing for my hand as we walk out.
“I have more, way more,” I tell him. He doesn’t really know how much I actually have.
“I doubt that,” he says laughing softly.
“What do you earn a year? A few million maybe?” I say to which he nods his head.
“I have triple that,” I say smiling victoriously. He stops and looks at me.
“Why do you want to go back to New York to work then? You don’t have to leave,” he says, not even referring to the amount of money I have.
“I want to do something with my life. I don’t want to do nothing.”
“You are doing something. You’re making me happy. Making me love.” I stop and look at him. “Don’t look at me like that, you know I don’t love easily. My mother and my father are the only ones I’ve even given my love to. You, Christina, you are stealing it,” he says, leaning in to kiss me. I see a flash go off next to me and turn to see a cameraman taking photographs of us. I duck my head and keep walking. Kyrone catches up and grabs my hand, intertwining our fingers.
“It’s late, we have to go and get ready,” he says and I look at the clock. It’s already seven p.m.
Once we arrive back at his hotel, I shower and start getting ready while he’s on the phone. I hear his voice raise up a couple of times and he definitely doesn’t sound happy. I watch him from the mirror as I do my hair and he calls someone else. He isn’t yelling this time, his voice is soft and gentle. He sees me watching and winks at me through the mirror. I drop my towel and shimmy into one of the dresses we purchased. This one is long at the back and short at the front. It pushes my boobs right up and there’s no need to wear a bra. He hangs up when I walk out of the bathroom and his eyes appreciate me, taking me in.
“You can’t leave my side,” he says, then walks to the closet, pulls out a pair of black slacks and puts on a blue button up shirt. He leaves the two top buttons undone and I want to walk to him to strip him naked and then run my hand all over his body.
“Dirty girl,” he says and my eyes shoot back up to his. “We will have all night,” he says and comes over to help me with my heels. I don’t have much makeup on, just mascara and some blush. My heels lace up over my ankle and he lightly drags his hand up my leg, stopping just short of my dress.
“Don’t tease,” I say to him. He stands when they are both done and leans forward and kisses my cheek.
When we arrive at the club, we are dropped right at the door. We go straight to the front of the line and are ushered inside. People approach and start talking to Kyrone immediately, but he holds my hand, not letting go. I stand there listening to how everyone thinks he will be the next biggest thing in football, bigger than he already is, and smile when he introduces me.
I pull away to get a drink. The drink I was given when we arrived is all gone and I need a new one. Kyrone pulls me back. “Where are you going?” he asks in my ear.
“I need a drink, I’ll be right back,” I reply and he reluctantly lets me go after kissing me on the lips. The bar is packed. I try to wave down a bartender, but he doesn’t see me. A very large man, who’s quite attractive, smiles at me. While he may be bigger than Kyrone, he is not as handsome.
“Hey pretty, what can I get ya?” he asks, waving his hand. The bartender flies down the bar to him. I tell him my order and thank the man next to me. He smiles and it gives me the creeps. “What do ya say we head back to the private area for a while?” he asks, his breath absolutely stinking of alcohol and it immediately makes me want to throw up.
“No thanks. Thanks for the drink,” I say and turn to walk away. He grabs me by the waist and it pisses me off. I turn around to say something when he pulls my body flush to his.
“No one says no to me. You must be shy. Want me to loosen you up?” he slurs. Yuck! I try to pull away, but he’s strong. A fist comes flying past my head and I just miss the impact when it hits Stinky straight in the mouth. He lets go of me and I stumble back, landing in Kyrone’s arms.
“Are you okay?” he asks, turning me around then looking me up and down. “Shit! This is the exact reason why I didn’t want you to leave me,” he says, looking back at Stinky.
“Never touch her again, Gallon,” he says to the man who’s now standing back up.
“She wanted it,” he spits. Kyrone flies past me and slams his fist into his face one more time. Security is called and come to pull them apart. “You wait, you prick. You will pay for touching me!” Gallon shouts at Kyrone. I grab Kyrone’s hand and pull him to the door. He doesn’t say a word when we get to the car and he still doesn’t speak to me when we get home.
I can’t take his silence anymore, so I decide I’ll get him to speak. I walk to where he’s lying on the bed and stand at the end.
“Didn’t you promise me something tonight?” I ask, dropping the shoulder of my dress. He doesn’t respond and I drop the other. “If you don’t want it…” I shrug my shoulders and let the dress drop, then walk to the kitchen completely naked. I hear his footsteps coming up behind me. He grabs my hair and pulls me back roughly, the back of my head landing against his chest.
“This is why.” He breathes hard. “This is why I avoided this relationship back then,” he says and I understand. “I go crazy with the thought of you… ” He touches me, touches my breast. “With another man’s hands on you.” His hand moves lower, making me breathe heavier. “With another man’s eyes on you.” He touches me in that spot, that spot that makes me so wet. “No one can ever have you,” he says, inserting a finger. “They can’t have what’s mine. Never,” he says and inserts another.
He releases me and I turn my body so I’m facing him. “What makes me yours?” I ask, trailing my hand down his chest, going for his sweet spot. “Is it that you want to claim me? Or is it that you want me so bad?” I ask when I take his cock in my hand.
“It’s because I love you,” he replies and I gasp as he inserts another finger and his mouth closes over mine. I want to speak, but I just don’t know what to say or what to think. I’m pretty sure I love him, though love can feel like drowning, it can pull you under and keep you down. Maybe he will keep me up, keep me floating.
He lifts me up and places me on the bench, then he steps back and looks at me. “Will you destroy me?” he asks, looking vulnerable for the first time ever.
“Maybe… but you might destroy me as well,” I say. He steps back into my space.
“Promise me, if we destroy each other, we will find each other again,” he says and I nod my head. No more distance. No more running. We will do this, for as long as we can. I really hope it works, because I don’t know how I would come out if this were to end.
“I think I’ve loved you since the first time I saw you dance,” he tells me, walking back so close he’s wrapped in my legs. “I just didn’t know what it was. Think of all the time we’ve missed,” he says, leaning in to kiss me quickly. “Can people fall in love that fast?” he asks me.
“I think so. I think love comes in all different forms and happens for all different reasons.” He reaches for me again and lifts me from the bench. I position myself on him and slide down. He holds me so I can move. I let go and drop on him while his eyes close. I watch him, fascinated.
“You’re magic,” he whispers. “You’re all I see.” I kiss him to shut him up so he will move.
He places his hands under my arms, lifts me and drops me hard. I throw my head back, then his hands move to my ass and he does the same again. I let him take control, I let him have me. He slaps my ass hard and I scream while he smiles.
“Scream my name,” he says into my ear, then bites it.
“No,” I say, fighting him on it but also smiling.
“Scream it,” he says when he slaps me harder. I try to hold off as he fucks me, but when it comes time, and he slaps me harder than last time, I do as he asks. I scream his name so loud his smile is huge.
“Told you one day you’d be screaming my name,” he jokes afterward.
“Don’t get cocky or it will never happen again,” I say, pushing him off me so I can get down. He holds on and won’t let me move.
“Want to try for seconds? I bet I can get you to say it again.” He laughs and lets me down. As soon as I turn around he bends me over and comes close to my ear. “Hold on, Pinkie, we’re gonna teach you a lesson. The lesson is to scream my name,” he says laughing and fucks me again. This time he didn’t have to tell me to scream it. This time, I just did.
 



 
 

Four weeks have passed. Two weeks of sex every day, sometimes twice a day, and my hoo-ha is aching. The time spent with him has been magical though. He’s brought a smile to my face every day, and he’s told me he loves me every day. I say it back now, it’s becoming comfortable. I got my old job back and it’s keeping me occupied while Kyrone spends his days training and practicing for his next game. Sometimes he comes home so tired that as soon as he enters, he passes out from exhaustion. He’s pushing himself hard though I guess he always has. He always wakes me in the morning before he leaves, for sex, for a kiss, or for a touch of my body. I don’t deny him. I let him have it all.
Tonight’s a big game for him and he’s asked me to come. I haven’t been to one since the last time I came here. He persuaded me though, mainly with his mouth. I gave in because he works wonders with that mouth. He also never stops kissing me. I wonder if a day will come when we don’t kiss as much? Or if we won’t touch as much?
I wait in the stand and watch as he runs out onto the field. He stops when he’s near me and blows me a kiss. Girls start cheering near me and I smile at him and pretend to catch it. The opposing team comes out and I don’t pay much attention until Kyrone’s face goes hard. I turn to where he’s looking and see the man from the bar… Gallon. He spots me and salutes at me. I shiver and look back at Kyrone. He looks pissed and beyond angry.
Kyrone climbs the front of the chairs, leans up over the bar and calls to me. I shake my head and his eyes narrow. I walk the two steps down and he pulls my face to his and his lips meet mine. The crowd starts cheering and I blush when I open my eyes to see the stadium camera on us. He jumps back down and joins the rest of his team.
His team is winning. He looks fierce out there. Dangerous. I watch as he catches the ball and runs, then I see Gallon aiming straight for him. I want to close my eyes as he gets closer. They’re both running so fast, I can see the impact before it happens. Gallon is bigger, probably the biggest thug on the opposing team.
As he reaches Kyrone, Kyrone swerves to the left and just misses the impact. He makes the goal and people start screaming. The game has ended with Kyrone’s team winning. Gallon looks pissed as he exits the stadium, but Kyrone is smiling.
I meet him after the game and I’m tired. So tired, in fact, all I want to do is go home to sleep. Tanner walks up and cuddles me before he walks off with some girls he’s going to a party with. Kyrone is next and kisses me when he sees me.
“You going to come to the after party?” he asks. I shake my head.
“No, sorry, I’m really tired. Can you just take me home? You can go, though,” I say, speaking honestly. He had a good win, he should go enjoy it.
“Are you sure?” he asks.
“Of course, go and have fun. I’ll be home when you get there,” I say and lean over to kiss him on the corner of his lips while he drives.
“Fuck, I love you,” he says, grabbing my hand and holding it.
We arrive back at his place and I turn to kiss him goodbye, but he gets out of the car and walks me up to the door. He kisses me so hard, then pulls back and looks at me, brushing my hair from my face. “Call me if you need me?” I nod my head.
“Have fun and stay away from girls,” I warn him.
He laughs. “The only girl I want on my cock is here, Pinkie.” He winks.
“That better be true,” I warn him again as he kisses me one last time before he walks away from the door.
I go to my computer and Skype Hillary before I go to bed. She answers on the first ring. She’s not fully dressed and she’s in bed with Tick. He waves to me, then gets up and walks off, leaving us to talk.
“So, tell me, how’s it going living the high life?” she asks, clapping her hands.
“There’s no high life, Hillary,” I say to her.
“I call bullshit! He has drivers, gets into anywhere he wants to go and aren’t you even going to England soon?” she asks.
“Yes, he wants me to come with him. His family is having a vacation there, but I haven’t met them yet. It will be weird,” I say, biting my nails.
“They will love you. He loves you. So, of course, they will,” she says, her eyes softening.
“How are things with you?” I ask, referring to Tick.
“He wants to meet my parents!” she shrieks. That will not go well.
“Have you told them about him?” I ask cautiously.
“No, well, yes. They told me not to be silly and to marry a good man with a good job. Not one that produces music,” she says, referring to what Tick does for a living.
“But he’s good at it and makes a shit load of money. Isn’t it enough that he can support you?” I ask her.
“To them, a job to support me is a businessman, doctor or lawyer. Not someone who dabbles in music,” she says and her eyes drop to her legs.
“As long as you’re happy, Hillary, don’t worry about what anyone else says.”
“I try, I really do, but they’re my parents, CJ.” She’s on the verge of tears now.
“And sometimes they don’t always know what’s best for you, either.”
“I know, it’s just hard. I love him so much and I know he loves me. It’s just hard,” she huffs.
“Isn’t love though? Isn’t it hard?” I ask, to which she nods her head.
“Okay, I’m extremely tired and need to go to sleep, so I can work tomorrow while Kyrone sleeps. That man never lets me get anything done.”
“I still can’t believe he said he loves you. That boy is crazy for some CJ pussy.”
“Hillary!” I scream at her.
“What? It’s true. When’s the wedding?” she laughs.
“I don’t think so,” I say. “Bye Hillary, go and love that man of yours,” I tell her and smile before disconnecting.
I check my phone before I go to sleep to see if Kyrone has texted or tried to call me. He sent me a photograph of his cock saying, “Will be seeing you soon,” and after that, “I love you, Pinkie.” I smile and pass out, so happy to have him.
I wake in the middle of the night to find his half of the bed empty. Wondering where he is, I get out and head to the kitchen. I turn every light on and don’t see him anywhere. I go back to the room and try his cell, but there’s no answer. I think about trying Tanner’s, but realize I would look like the crazy girlfriend checking up on her man.
I decide to text him instead, telling him to call me when he gets it. I stare at my phone for a good hour, scrolling through Facebook to see if he’s on there or to see if anyone has posted anything. I eventually give up and pass back out, hoping my phone will ring and wake me with his voice.
 



 
 

I wake and run to the bathroom, everything I ate the night before comes straight back up. I sit there for a good hour, bringing up everything I have in my stomach until nothing’s left. I eventually leave the bathroom and wonder why Kyrone didn’t come in when he heard me being sick. I walk back to the room and see that he’s not there. I do the same as last night and check the kitchen and living rooms, but I don’t see him anywhere. I check my phone and notice he hasn’t called or even text messaged. I call straight away and get no answer. I call Tanner and it goes straight to voice mail. I don’t know who else to call. My gut is telling me something is wrong, very wrong. He would have texted me, he always text messages me on his breaks from practice or any time he can. Sometimes it’s multiple times a day when he’s away for training.
Just as I start to call him again, there’s a knock on the door. I tighten my robe around me and open the door. A lady is on the other side, dressed in a dress that’s very business-like. She looks me up and down and I see she’s sad.
“You must be Christina,” she says, walking in. I nod my head and allow her in. “I’m Kyrone’s mother, Michelle,” she introduces herself, looking around the apartment.
“I need you to get dressed and come with me,” she says, looking back at my robe. I nod my head and throw on the closest thing I can find. When I walk back out, she’s on her phone talking to someone. She stops when she sees me and I follow her out the door to her car.
“There’s been an accident,” she says very softly, trying to hold back her tears I now see rolling down her cheek.
“What do you mean?” I ask.
“Kyrone was run off the road last night. Someone side-swiped his car. It’s bad,” she says and my heart stops. I’m silent for the rest of the drive to the hospital. She grabs my hand halfway there and gives it a squeeze. I let her and lay my head against the window, trying to take calming breaths.
When we arrive, I follow her to his room. I see him lying in the bed, covered in tubes. His eyes are taped closed and he’s not moving. The nurse walks in and checks him over, then walks back out.
“He was operated on last night. They had to put him in a coma due to the swelling of his brain. His legs were crushed on impact as well and he may not be able to walk again,” his mother tells me, holding his hand on the opposite side of the bed to me.
I run to the bathroom and throw up again. There’s nothing more to come up, so it hurts when I do. My stomach starts cramping and I collapse onto the floor. When I get my strength back, I walk back out.
“Who did this?” I ask, not looking at him, but at her.
“He’s been arrested. Someone by the name of Gallon,” she says spitefully.
“What time?” I want to know all the details.
“Tanner says he was at the party for an hour, then wanted to go home. It was just after midnight.” That’s when I woke up, that’s when I tried calling him.
“When will he wake?” I ask, sitting back in the chair next to him.
“They don’t know. You have to prepare yourself that he may never wake up,” she says, then cries harder. I should comfort her, I should tell her it will all be fine. I just can’t manage to move from the spot I’m in.
***
Weeks pass with no improvement. There’s been no change in his condition at all. People come to visit, but no one stays long. It’s hard seeing him like this, so broken, no smartass comments coming from his mouth. Tanner informs me that Gallon has been charged and an impending trial date has been set. That does not make me happy, either. I hardly eat, I hardly sleep. Michelle is always bringing me food and clothes. Her motherly instincts are transferred to me; she doesn’t have anyone else to look after. Kyrone’s father has visited a few times though it’s hard for him. Every time his eyes land on his son, he breaks down. He is his biggest supporter. He never said much to me and I can understand why. I’m just another girl though I haven’t left his side.
The nurses have put a cot in the room for me. I sleep on it, next to him, hoping and praying for a miracle. I go to shower when Michelle comes back that afternoon and she brings me food and tells me to eat. I can’t though, and nothing is staying down. When I stand, my stomach cramps, it hurts so bad. I collapse on the floor and touch between my legs with my hand. When I remove my hand, it’s covered in blood, and I scream when I see it. Nurses come running in and immediately go to help me. Michelle hasn’t moved, her hands are covering her mouth.
“Miss, are you pregnant?” one of the nurses ask. I shake my head. I would have known if I was, wouldn’t I?
“Miss, it seems you’re having a miscarriage,” she says, helping me into a wheelchair. I scream when I am moved. How could I do this? How could I not look after myself enough to carry his baby?
They take me into a room and run scans on me, then take my blood and give me something for the pain. When they tell me I was indeed pregnant, my mind shuts down. My heart is broken, so is my spirit. I let them do whatever is necessary to me. I sit there and close my eyes and think of things when they weren’t so broken, weren’t so fucked up.
The procedure doesn’t take long and when Michelle comes to see me, she cries again. This time for me. “I’m so sorry,” she whispers. I don’t give her words, there’s nothing left but broken promises.
Nothing but shattered hearts.
Nothing but broken pieces.
Nothing but corrupt souls.
Where will my life take me now? Will it be this broken mess forever? Will it get better? Will he get better? Will he wake? Who will be the one to tell him I killed his baby because I didn’t look after myself? I think I should not break him any more than this will. He doesn’t need to love someone with holes in them. Everyone I love, something goes wrong, or someone dies, or someone leaves. He deserves better, so much better than me.
I check myself out from the hospital and go back to our apartment. It hasn’t changed since I was here last. Everything is still the same.
I pack a bag, pack anything I can find and leave. I need to make things better, for him not to get broken by me again. I just hope it’s the right choice. My heart is telling me no, but my mind is telling me yes.
Love will destroy us, of that I’m now sure.
 



 
 

I wake with a start and look at my surroundings. I have no idea where I am or how I even got here. I try to move my arms, or even my legs though I can’t. I’m stuck in this one position, a position that I can’t move from no matter how hard I try. I try to picture his face, his beautiful face that comes to me when I dream… comes to me when I imagine. He isn’t in my head today and for some reason that hurts my heart. I feel it break just a little bit more, like shards of glass are tearing at it, making it snap into tiny pieces.
The door opens and an elderly lady in a white coat walks in. She sits next to me and smiles down at me. “How are you feeling today, Christina?” she asks and I cringe at that name, that’s Kyrone’s name for me. I just nod my head.
“You have given everyone quite a scare. We’ve had to take drastic measures to keep you from hurting yourself,” she says, still with that observing smile on her face. I go to lift my arm and see that there are bandages around it. She looks down at it and releases my hand. I bring my hand up to look at the bandage and it hurts when I touch it.
“As I was saying, you have not been well. Hillary thought it was best that you stay in here for a while. You seem to want to hurt yourself. You took large amounts of pills and you’ve had to have your stomach pumped. That was one week ago. Then this week you drank so much that when you cut your wrist, the blood wouldn’t stop. I’m going to let you out of the braces today. Please come and walk around, we have a lot to discuss,” she says and releases my other arm and legs.
I stand on shaky legs and follow her out of the room. She goes into an office and sits behind the large mahogany desk. I take the seat in front of it. She taps her pen on the paper in front of her and then looks up at me and smiles again. I want to wipe that smile off her face.
“Would you like to discuss what’s been happening?” she asks in a sing-song voice. I shake my head.
“Okay, when you’re ready,” she says and looks back down to the paper and starts writing.
“Can I leave?” I ask, she nods and I rub at my wrist.
“You’re not a prisoner here, Christina. All we want to do is help you with your loss,” she says, looking down at my wrist.
“What do you know of loss?” I snap at her.
“Quite a lot actually. You’d be surprised,” she fires back at me immediately. “How about you go and have lunch, meet some people and have some interaction?” she suggests when I don’t reply.
I leave her office, not saying a word. When I get to the cafeteria area, some people look up and stare at me. I’m in a white gown, my hair is probably a mess and I have bandages covering my wrists. I go to touch my hair and when I run my fingers through it, it hurts. It’s all knots.
“I was wondering when I’d get to see you,” a bubbly little blonde says to me. “I hear you crying at night. You must be in pain,” she says, her smile dropping. “I’m in the room next to you. I tried to kill my boyfriend though he deserved it for cheating on me,” she says, then grabs hold of my hand and drags me to the line for food. I pull back and she smiles and passes me a plate. I take it and look at the food. Nothing looks good at all, so I end up grabbing a bread roll.
“You ain't hungry?” she asks as I sit next to her. I shake my head at her.
“Who do you cry for?” she asks, shoveling pasta into her mouth. I look at her and think she’s bold. Who is she to ask these questions? She’s probably crazy.
“I hear a name sometimes, but I can never make it out. Oh, and who is that pretty brown-haired lady that comes to visit you? I like her.” I shrug my shoulders at her. “Oh look, she’s here now. Can you introduce me?” she asks, sounding hopeful. I squeeze my eyebrows together and turn to see Hillary standing at the entrance looking in at me. I get up and make my way to her. She smiles with sad eyes when she sees me.
“CJ,” she says and leans in to hug me, but I don’t hug her back.
“Why am I here, Hillary?” I ask and she looks like she’s about to cry.
“You were bad, CJ. I didn’t know what to do, so I called in a few favors,” she says referring to the hospital. Her father probably runs it.
“Why was I bad?”
“You didn’t stop drinking. You were hurt. You wouldn’t go and see him anymore and instead you started to hurt yourself,” she says, her gaze on the floor.
“Sometimes people break, Hillary, but that’s no excuse to lock them up. Support would’ve been good!” I basically scream at her.
“How much more could I support you? I cleaned you up every time you went on a bender. I fed you. I even washed you. I didn’t know what else to do. You were going down fast, I needed to do something!” she screams back at me.
“I want to go home, back to the way things were,” I say, crying now. “How long has it been?” I ask her.
“Two months,” she whispers.
“How do I not remember?” I ask her.
“There’s a medical term for it, I think it’s like PTSD or something.” She half-smiles at me.
“I want to come home Hillary, take me home, please,” I plead with her.
“Okay, as long as you agree to take your medication. I can’t do that again, CJ. It hurts too much,” she says, leaning in to hug me. I nod my head and we both start crying.
“How is he?” I ask her, she knows who I’m referring to.
“I think it’s best we just go there, CJ. You need to see for yourself.” I walk to my room and she follows. I grab the clothes that are there for me and place them on. She passes me a brush and I try to get it through my hair though it’s hurting my wrist with each stroke I take. She takes it from me and starts brushing my hair for me.
“How is Tick?” I ask, wanting to listen to her speak.
“He’s good, we broke up though,” she says and I hear the sadness in her voice. I spin around to her. “Why?” I ask.
“I wouldn’t let him meet my parents and he asked why. I told him the truth that they wouldn’t approve of him so you can imagine how well that went down.” I turn back around and she continues to brush.
“Don’t lose him, Hillary. It’s something that could destroy you,” I say to her softly.
“I think a part of it already has, CJ,” she whispers. “I’m glad to have you back though, I’ve missed you so much.” I turn to her and take her into my arms.
“I’ve missed you, too. Thanks for looking after me.”
“Anytime,” she says and we both leave, with a little weight lifted from each of our shoulders.
 



 
 

My heart is racing. I try to contain it, I really do, though it’s impossible. Since the hospital is voluntary stay, and Hillary’s dad checked me in, I can leave with the promise to take my medication. I will be fine, I will beat this.
I remember pieces of my black out. I remember drinking to hide the pain, to make it go away. I didn’t want to feel. Then, when that stopped working, I tried to kill myself to destroy the pain that was there. I felt like I had too much loss, too much for me to handle. I stopped dreaming, stopped focusing on any of the good in my life and tried to end it. It didn’t work though, now I can see Kyrone and see what has happened to him. I feel selfish. Selfish that I left him and selfish that I doubted him. I feel terrible that so many years were spent apart when it was years that could have made us both happy.
Hillary tells me before we leave the hospital that when he woke up, his first words were my name. He wanted me, needed me, and I was nowhere to be found. It breaks my heart all over again that I wasn’t there to support him and be there for him in his time of need. I don’t know if I would have been able to handle it though because my life was broken, I was broken. Sometimes it takes a while to stand back on your own two feet. It’s just sad that I put Hillary in a position to deal with that.
“How did I get there, Hillary?” I ask, not having much memory of it.
“I found you, CJ, in the shower, naked and bleeding. It was worse than any of the benders you went on. This time there was so much blood, it was everywhere. Tick was there and he scooped you up and wrapped your hands up with towels. I just stood there immobile. He was great,” she says sobbing, tears streaming down her face.
“You had a razor blade and your face was wet, either with tears or the water. I think it was tears, you cried a lot. I would hear you at night, screaming from your bedroom. I would run in to hold you and you were always in the same position, clutching your belly, holding it so tight you started to bruise yourself.” She wipes away her last tear and looks up at me.
“I had no choice, I had to do what was best for you. Dad runs that hospital. He said since you had no next of kin and I lived with you, I could check you in, though you could leave when you wanted. I just hoped you would be there longer, you needed to heal.” I nod my head and start to cry, understanding now what I put her through and how hard it would have been for her.
“I’m not better, Hillary. I’m not going to lie and say I am,” I wheeze out, trying to calm myself. “I want to try, I really want to try. This isn’t me, I don’t break. I always thought I was stronger. I guess everyone has a breaking point though, and the last loss for me was that point,” I say.
“Kyrone’s mother rang me every week, wanting to see how you were, where you were. Sometimes I lied to her, sometimes I spoke the truth. She cares for you.”
I don’t respond. I didn’t speak much to Michelle. I know she cared, she saw how I broke, she saw how much I loved her son. I remember her hand across her mouth when they said I was pregnant.
“CJ, I know it’s not something you want to talk about, but maybe it might be good to talk about the baby,” she says ever so softly, choosing her words carefully.
“I will, I think I will. When I am ready, but I think it needs to be with him first.”
“Yes, that’s good CJ,” she says as we walk to her car.
“Is he… is he still in the hospital?” I ask.
“I’m not sure. He wanted to leave as soon as he was awake, but he wasn’t allowed. He called your phone and left so many messages. I didn’t listen to them, I think you should in your own time. I think it broke him that you weren’t there. He knew though that it was hard for you. I never went into detail, that’s not my place to. He just asked me to keep him updated, since he couldn’t leave the hospital.” She opens the door for me and I climb in, looking up at her.
“You’re an incredible friend, Hillary,” I tell her truthfully. She smiles at me. “That was a lot to handle. Me, I mean,” I say softly to her.
“I would handle you any day. You’re worth it, CJ,” she says and leans down to kiss my cheek. I pull her in and hug her tight. She walks to her side and climbs in. I change the subject, too much heavy information for the day so far.
“How is Katrina?” I ask.
“She’s good, she just had the baby. You should have seen her when she had to change the diaper! That girl is not cut out for that. Her husband realized and hired a nanny. It’s so funny, she insists she can do it, but she just gags every time,” she tells me with a smile on her face. I try to smile for her. I do, I really do, though I can’t. Baby thoughts are not what I need right now.
“Fuck, sorry!” she says, and I smile at the naughty words leaving her mouth.
“You need to work it out with Tick, Hillary. He loves you,” I tell her.
“And I love him. I’m coming to realize that, no matter how much I love my family. I need to do what’s best for me and he is what’s best for me,” she says, smiling at the thought of him.
“You do and if he is it? Fight for it, keep it.”
 



 
 

I wake up with pain, pain everywhere. I can’t move, my body feels like it’s weighted to the bed. I look to my left and see my mother sitting in the chair asleep, I look to my right and see my father doing the same. I move and make a noise, my father opens his eyes and comes to my side with a cup of water. I try to speak again, and my mouth and throat hurts. “Christina?” I manage to say, my mother comes to stand beside me. She grabs hold of my hand and gives a light squeeze, but she looks sad. I wonder if she has met her yet? I bet she loves her, she is impossible not to love. Her smile stops heartbeats, her crazy hair matches her personality when you get her riled up.
“Honey, she isn’t here,” my mother says softly. Her eyes are sad, and I can’t make out if it’s because of where I am.
“Can you call her?” I manage again. She looks down and just as she does the doctor walks in.
He smiles at me and checks my chart. “Can you please tell me your name and date of birth?” he asks looking up only once. I say my name and give him all the details he needs. He then asks me for the today’s date, and I tell him. He then proceeds to tell me I’ve been in a coma for one month. I don’t say anything when he says that. I’m beyond shocked.
“You’ve had surgery on both your legs, they were broken. We’ve had to keep you in a coma to reduce the swelling of your brain. Your cast will be removed in three weeks’ time. You’ll need a bit of physio to see how the functions are in your legs.”
“What about my work?” I ask not taking everything in.
“Yes, your father has spoken to me about that. You will need to take the rest of the season off. I believe you will make a full recovery, you just have to take it easy for a while. Your body has been through a lot,” he tells me then proceeds to check me over. I sit there watching the door, waiting for her to walk through. To see her.
“Where’s my phone?” I ask my mother, she passes it to me and I don’t read any of the messages or acknowledge any of the calls. I dial her number and it goes straight to voicemail, her voice fills my ears and I smile.
“You have reached me. If you don’t know who me is, you have the wrong number unless it’s Kyrone. You always have the wrong number.” She laughs before the message stops.
“Hunny, she’s gone. She… she was not well.” I look at her and see tears in her eyes.
“What do you mean she isn’t well?” I ask my mouth going dry again for different reasons.
“We haven’t spoken to her for a few weeks. She left,” my father says.
“Where did she go?” I ask looking back at my mother with tears welling in her eyes.
“She was not well!”
“You said this already,” I reply on the verge of screaming.
“She was pregnant, Kyrone,” my father says, and my head snaps to his.
“What?” I ask looking back and forth to both of them.
“She lost the baby, Kyrone and she lost herself as well. The look in her eyes still haunts me,” my mother says shaking her head, trying to rid the thoughts that are taking place right now.
“I need to see her. Where is she?” I scream the last part.
“You can’t move, you still have to recover.”
“Fuck my recovery! If someone doesn’t find her I will tear these casts off my fucking legs and find her myself,” I tell my parents as I sit up and remove the blankets that are now covering my legs. My legs are both in casts. I look to them realizing now what the doctor had said. I grab for my phone again, this time ringing Hillary. She answers on the first ring.
“Kyrone,” she whispers.
“Hillary, tell me she’s there,” I say into the phone.
“She is, but Ky, she isn’t well. She has checked out, she’s blank.”
“Can I speak to her?” I ask.
“She’s just passed out and I don’t want to wake her, Ky. She hardly sleeps,” she says sounding desperate.
“Hillary, I’m going to come for her. I’ll make her better,” I tell her sounding sure of myself.
“I don’t know if that will do any good, she needs help. If she doesn’t get better, Ky… I’m her next of kin and I’m going to take her to my father’s hospital.”
“Will you keep me posted?” I ask my heart breaking that there’s nothing I can fucking do to help her right now.
“Of course,” she says. “I’m glad you’re awake,” she whispers.
“Every day Hill, I want to know how she is every day,” I say. She replies with a yes and I hang up.
Every day I speak to Hillary, and every day she picks up and tells me how bad or good she’s been doing. It’s bad when she tells me what happens, that she’s so low that nothing can bring her back up and that she wants to take her own life. I wasn’t there when she lost our baby. I don’t know the hurt that is suffocating her heart and her soul. I can barely understand her pain. I just know I will be there for her, no matter what. I agree with Hillary that she should take her to her father’s hospital. It hurts though, I feel insignificant like I’m useless. I want to be there to shake it out of her. To tell her that I will love her enough for both of us until she’s ready.
The day I leave the hospital, walking out of there feels like a weight has been lifted from my shoulders. I can go to her now, hold her, have her and hopefully fix those broken pieces and put them back together.
My phone starts ringing, it’s Hillary. “I’m bringing her home,” she says.
“To mine,” I say not giving her a chance to argue.
“Yes Ky, to you,” she replies and hangs up.
I circle the living room, watching the front door waiting for that knock. Knowing who will be on the other side. I feel like hours have passed before she does, and when she does… my heart stops. It starts a regular heavy beat, beating out of my chest with each step that I take.
 



 
 

Hillary drives us back to Kyrone’s apartment. She doesn’t speak much on the way, just about her work and how it’s going. I look out the window most of the way, answering when necessary. When we pull to a stop, I open my door and step out. I look at Hillary and she passes me my phone, telling me she isn’t coming up.
As I walk into the building, a dread comes over me. What am I going to do? What would I say to whoever is in there? I knock when I reach the door, and when it’s opened by Kyrone my heart stops. I take a step back and look at him. He looks the same like everything was a dream. His hair is shorter in places on his head, probably where they had to shave it for the surgery. He doesn’t speak and neither do I. He looks me over and stops at my wrists.
“How are you?” he asks cautiously.
“Good, I think,” I murmur back to him.
“I’ve missed you,” he says, reaching for my hands.
“Do you know?” I ask him, referring to the baby. He looks puzzled at first. “I couldn’t carry your baby. I’m a useless woman,” I tell him how I feel. He pulls me to him and I’m careful that I may hurt him. “How are you walking?” I ask, looking down at his legs.
“You are not a useless woman, do not ever say that again. You just had too much stress. First your grandfather, then me, then the baby. Any normal person would break, Christina.”
I cry into his shirt, letting him hold me.
“I was in so much pain,” I sob, hoping he knows that I’m not now, now that I see him.
“Yes, I know, Christina. You have dealt with a lot, but that’s what I’m here for, to pick you back up and make you smile again.”
“How could you do that if you were broken?” I ask him.
“Sometimes two broken pieces make a whole, baby.”
“It just hurts, it all just hurts.” I silently scream into his shirt.
“I know, believe me, I know. When I found out, I needed to find you, I needed you with me. You see, Christina, I gave you my heart once, but you didn’t just want that. No, you took my soul.” I drop my head to him and cry into his chest. He makes me feel better, so much better than I’ve ever been.
“Why didn’t you find me?” I ask in a small voice.
“I tried, but I couldn’t leave the hospital. I tried to so many times, then they brought the big guns in… Hillary. She promised to look after you and I believed her. There was nothing I could do strapped to a hospital bed, helpless,” he sighs.
“Why are you here?” I ask, lifting my head away from his chest.
“Well, God delivered and I signed.” He winks, making fun of the situation.
“This isn’t time for jokes.” I half-smile at him.
“I got to see the start of your beautiful smile, I think it’s the perfect time,” he says.
“I met your mother,” I say as I follow him inside.
“I know, she likes you,” he replies.
“I call bullshit. She saw me break down. There’s no way she likes me,” I fire back at him.
“She said you didn’t leave my side for weeks and that you wouldn’t go home. She said you love me like she hasn’t seen before and your heart and soul couldn’t take the crushing anymore.”
“Maybe she’s right,” I say.
“She is. She’s also a good judge of character and she told me to put a ring on it,” Kyrone jokes again.
“Why aren’t you in the hospital?” I ask while sitting down next to him. He runs his hands up and down my arm, avoiding my sore wrists.
“I got discharged. They said it was a miracle that I’ve made a full recovery.”
“I’m glad one miracle came out of this,” I whisper to him.
“Kiss me, Christina,” he says turning my head to him.
I kiss him the same way I kissed him before, imprinting myself onto him, scarring his soul with my own. He kisses me back with the same fierceness, loving me as he does.
“We should fuck,” he says, pulling back from the kiss. I smile at him.
“You and that one track mind of yours,” I say to him.
“I just said it to make you smile. That smile is worth so much to me,” he says leaning in to kiss me again. “Plus, I have a case of major blue balls again.” I laugh loudly this time. He winks, stands up and wraps me in his arms. He has a way with words, this man.
It makes me feel lighter, having him in my life. Like life will continue and that maybe, just maybe, it will be all right.
 



 
 

It has been a hard, but enjoyable year. Things have been difficult. Kyrone has had a lot of physical therapy, though now he’s definitely on the mend. I’ve gotten better, my mind is in a better state. I’ve started dreaming big again and now that dream is kicking me while someone’s head lays on my belly.
“She loves me most,” he says and kisses my stomach.
“Of course she would. Who could resist?” I say back to him.
I’m six months pregnant now. It was very hard when we found out. I shut down again, afraid of what was to come. Kyrone was there to pull me out, make me eat and basically look after me. When we passed the risky months, I felt lighter and started to smile. We didn’t have sex in those few months after we found out, I just couldn’t risk anything.
When we did though, it was beyond mind-blowing. I kiss his mouth when he reaches up to me. “Insatiable again, are we?” he asks. I always seem to be horny, always wanting him. He says it’s just my true nature coming out, but I say it’s the hormones. He is partly right, he is delectable.
“How long until we have to leave?” he asks, looking at his watch. “Shit!” he says standing off the bed. “We’re late.”
“We’re always late,” I say, reminding him.
“That’s always your fault,” he says smirking.
“Yeah, right. Whose smart idea was it last time? I remember you not being able to remove your tongue from me,” I fire back as he helps me stand up.
“You can’t blame me for that. My woman wanted something. What kind of man would I have been if I didn’t deliver?”
“I didn’t ask,” I say grabbing my jacket.
“But you did, I could see it in your eyes. You wanted me, don’t deny it,” he says, thrusting himself in front of me.
“You know, there’s no sex after the baby is born,” I say and he stops mid-thrust.
“What? Why?”
“Because it’s a rule.” I smile at him.
“Fuck those rules, I’ll have you whenever I want. You are mine, after all,” he says, grabbing my hand and kissing it. There’s a large pink diamond on my left hand. He asked me to marry him when we went to England. Actually, he begged me and promised me great sex and head whenever I pleased. So what was a girl to say? Of course, I said yes.
“If we can’t have sex after, I think we should stay in bed for the next three months and stock up,” he says walking toward me. I side step him and laugh.
“Did you really just say we need to stock up on sex?” I ask him.
“Well, yes,” he says like it’s obvious.
“Your mother is waiting for us. Move it,” I say, collecting my bag and walking out. He follows and mumbles behind me, “Buzzkill.”
“If you’re good tonight, I may reward you,” I say when we reach his car.
“I like it when you talk dirty to me,” he says, grabbing my hand as we drive to his mother’s house.
Our life has taken us in different directions, but in the end it brought us back together, even through all the heartache and pain. He’s the only person that brings a smile to my face. The only person who gets me and my weirdness. My biggest cheerleader in life is the person I will be spending the rest of my life with.
I don’t know where the road will take us or what tragedies may come our way. One thing I do know is that as long as he’s there holding my hand and speaking naughty or dirty to me, I will get through it.

Our baby girl is one today, I watch as Christina holds her on her hip smiling down at her. My family and friends are here to help us celebrate. Even Tick, who is strapped to his wife’s side, cradling her pregnant belly. My mother is trying to grab Jezabelle from Christina’s hands, she looks up at her and Christina nods and she takes her grandmother’s hands. I smile as I watch. She is attached to her mother. No other place in this world is better and I strongly agree. Christina is better, so much better. She now owns her own dance studio in Texas. I brought it for her just before the baby was born. We also christened it that night. Now every time I walk in there, I can’t help but smile.
I also still love to watch her dance, when she thinks I’m not watching. It’s when she lets loose I really love it though now I have a partner to watch with me. Jezabelle loves to watch her mother dance just as much as me. She goes quiet like she knows it’s not time to speak, and she sits on my lap while we watch her take over the dance floor.
I can’t see my life without either in it. Jezabelle, is just like her mother, but also like me in a lot of ways. She loves everything her mother does or says though.
Hands wrap around my torso and I’m glad to be home to experience this. My football career is stronger than ever. I am away a lot and missing the small things. So today is a big day which I will be spending with all the ones I love.
“I saw you watching me,” she whispers as she nips my ear from behind. She still makes me cock twitch with her voice to this day. Her hair is not colorful anymore, it’s back to her natural dark blonde state. It’s beautiful just like her. I spin around to have her in my arms, she looks up at me with a mischievous smile.
“Wanna fuck?” I ask smiling down at her. She smacks my chest and looks around. Tanner has hold of our daughter while they all sit down at her playhouse and talk. Katrina is here with Ben and their daughter. Tick is sitting with Hillary in his lap. My parents are serving food.
Christina reaches for me and slides her hand over my cock. “I think I can give you five minutes in the bathroom,” she say and slips away.
“Five minutes? That’s all?” I ask following her. She turns around and her pink skirt sways with each step. I watch it and she claps her hands to get my attention.
“Yes Kyrone, five minutes. And this time I get head.” She laughs and runs to the bathroom, I follow. It’s what I do… follow her anywhere in this world. Give up anything in this world to have her with me.
It’s what love is.
It’s what our love is.
It’s who she is to me.
Love like no other. Consume like no other. Live like it’s your last day.
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