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SPIKE BIANCHI TOOK a drag of her cigarette and watched as people filtered through the busy streets. New York was constantly busy, and there was always something to keep one’s attention. Spike leaned lightly on the railing of the small porch and listened as Dale listed all the reasons that they should skip town and head down to Texas. None of them sounded encouraging at the moment, but her friend was caught up in his love life. Dale had been friends with her for about seven years. The two had graduated from Tottenville High together. They had become friends in the last year of high school, when Spike started a band, inviting Dale to be the lead singer. 

Spike played second guitar in the band. Richey, a guy that she had met at a downtown flea market had become their drummer, and Tosh, one of the guys from her old neighborhood became the first guitarist. Over the last few years the group had grown closer, spending most of their time rehearsing or just plain screwing around, and Spike had grown very fond of the friendships that she had with these guys. But now Dale had fallen in love and with a woman in San Antonio for that matter. He had told Spike about his mystery Internet girlfriend several times, but she had never thought it to be anything serious until he told the group one day that the woman had asked him to come down and visit. 

Richey had encouraged Dale, suggesting that the band go with him in case his mystery girlfriend turned out to be a Catfish, and after giving Dale that idea, her friend had it set in his head that he wasn’t going alone. Spike wasn’t too thrilled about the idea of the trip. She had never put much stock in giving up everything for love. She had seen several situations where that caused resentment, and the people that she had known in those situations ended up losing everything that they had built along with the relationship that they had left it for. 

“Why doesn’t she just come up here?” Spike asked Dale, interrupting his monologue. 

“I told you,” he replied. “She’s in college. She doesn’t have time off until winter.” 

“Well, wait for winter, then,” Spike told him, opening the patio door to let Tosh and Richey join them. The group had planned to hang out and unwind after a long week, but as the other two arrived, Dale began to push the idea of leaving for Texas harder. 

“I can’t wait until winter,” Dale retorted. “That’s too long. I’ve been talking to Mia for a year now. I want to meet her in person. It would be nice to take her out on a real date instead of eating together via Skype.” 

“I just don’t see what the hurry is,” Spike explained. “You have everything that you need here, and if she isn’t willing to even come up for a visit then how are things ever going to get serious between the two of you?” 

“I’ll move down there,” Dale replied, causing Spike to spit out the sip of beer that she had just so casually taken. 

“What about the band?” Spike inquired, looking at Dale and then to Richey and Tosh, who offered no opinion on the argument. 

“I love being part of the band,” Dale said. “But I love Mia more. I can see a future with her. I want to marry her someday.” 

“Whoa, whoa, marry is a big word, bro,” Spike said, shaking her head. “We’re young. Why tie yourself down so early in the game?” 

It’s not early in the game anymore,” Dale told her. “We’re getting older, Spikey. It’s time to grow up and get serious. Having the band, and hanging with you guys is fun, but I want a wife at some point and kids.” 

Spike looked him in the eyes, disappointed with his answer. Her friend’s head was clouded by romance, but she knew that relationships came and went. The band would be there forever. Their band had the potential to grow, and if they started getting gigs, then the money and lifestyle could last them for most of their lives. She knew her friend’s judgement was impaired, but she also knew Dale, and he wouldn’t give up on his fantasy of being with Mia until he finally met the other woman and realized that it wasn’t meant to be.

Spike took a couple of gulps from the Corona in her hand and looked over to see what Tosh and Richey’s reactions were to the conversation. However, the other two were too busy playing a makeshift game of table hockey with beer lids to even notice. She knew by their avoidance of the conversation that it would be up to her to make the decision as to whether or not they would join Dale on his adventure, and since Richey had been the one to first suggest this idea to Dale, his silence frustrated her. 

“Fine, I’ll go,” Spike sighed, giving in. “Tosh? Richey?” 

“Sounds fun to me,” Richey said, finally contributing to the conversation. 

“Yeah, I’m not going to pass up a chance to hang with college girls,” Tosh smiled wide. 

“Then, it’s settled,” Dale grinned. “We’ll leave tomorrow.” 
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JEMMA RIFLED THROUGH her dresser, trying to find an outfit that would work for the date that she had scheduled for that night. It had been a while since she went through the preparance that it took to get ready for such an engagement, and though she was excited, she was also clueless in how the evening would go. The last few dates that she had went on didn’t have quite the turnout that she had expected. The women that she had met in the last couple of years had found the romance part of a relationship unnecessary and instantly jumped into the sexual component, at which Jemma bid them adieu. 

She was a bit old fashioned in what she wanted in her love life, and though sex was fun, she needed something a bit more serious and an intimacy that engaged her on more than on level. That was why she decided to go out with Beatrice. Jemma had known Beatrice for a while. They had met a couple months ago on the corner of Losoyo and East Commerce. Beatrice was singing on the corner, taking donations in an empty guitar case to support her dream of becoming a musician, and Jemma was on her way to the Coffee Head, trying to get a mocha before her engineering exam. 

Jemma remembered how intrigued she was by the other woman as she watched her strum on a guitar that had to cost more than the shoes on her feet and sing to the passing crowd. Beatrice had so much confidence and wasn’t afraid to take criticism and public scrutiny on her way to achieving her dreams. Jemma admired that. She had been told what she should and shouldn’t do her whole life, and though she too had been interested in pursuing a musical career at one point in her life, she had sided with her parents on an engineering degree. They had told her there was no money in music and the success rates of the musicians that she had gotten to know over time had proved their theory. 

However, the day that she had met Beatrice changed her perspective. The other woman had stood on the corner crooning the lyrics of a popular song, and the crowd of people that stopped what they were doing to listen to her sing was mesmerizing. Jemma remembered just standing there, jaw to the floor, listening to the other woman and wishing that she could be a part of the beautiful music that she was creating. Jemma had introduced herself to Beatrice that day, and every day after that, she would stop to talk to the other woman on the way to get her morning coffee.

Talking to Beatrice over the last couple of months had opened Jemma’s mind and fueled her creativity. She now saw a different perspective on life, and the idea of pursuing a career that made her happy instead of one that only guaranteed financial security sounded attractive to her. 

Jemma had loved music from the time that she was very young. She had gotten her first drum set at eight from her grandparents, and much to her parents’ dismay, she had found out that she was skilled with the instrument. Jemma practiced on that drum set until it was old and worn and then switched it out for a more professional version. For years, she thought that she would grow up to be a rock star and she played every day, picturing what her life would be like, but then when she was in her junior year of college, her parents sat down with her and had one of their many heart to hearts about her future and her college plans. When Jemma told them about her musical aspirations, they instantly shot her down, explaining that a career in that field wasn’t a feasible way to make a living and telling her how much potential she had. They encouraged her to go forth with an engineering degree as that was where her scholastic strengths were, and in an effort not to disappoint them, Jemma complied. 

Since that conversations, Jemma had done what she was told. She focused her energy on the engineering degree that she was told to get, and she made sure that she studied hard enough to get the A grades that were expected of her. 

However, after getting to know Beatrice and sharing many conversations about music and the adventurous lifestyles that those that made it had, Jemma was compelled to give her dreams another go. Beatrice had shared with her that she was planning on putting together a band at some point, and the other woman had encouraged Jemma to join after learning about her drumming abilities. Jemma had told her that she would think about it, knowing that Beatrice hadn’t found a second guitarist at that point, and upon Jemma’s subtle hesitation in embracing that opportunity, Beatrice had steered the conversation in a different direction, asking her out. Jemma, though not sure that there would be any sparks between the two of them accepted as she was more than interested in getting to know the other woman better, and at that point, she had no other plans. 

“What are you getting all gussied up for?” Jemma’s roommate, Olive, asked as she walked into the small dorm room. 

“A date,” Jemma replied, not wanting to share any other details with Olive. The two hadn’t quite gotten off on the right foot when they met. Olive had been roomed with her only weeks ago, coming in as a transfer student, and Jemma’s normally silent room was filled with conversation and drama since that fatal day. 

Jemma had tried to get along with the other woman, but Olive had a difficult personality to get along with. The other woman had hardly worked a day in her life, and she had no problem showing off her wealth with her flashy attire. Besides that, Olive was selfish and had a way of getting what she wanted when she wanted it, and Jemma was simply annoyed by that notion. 

“With who?” Olive pried, sitting down on her bed and filing her flawless nails. 

“Someone I met downtown,” Jemma said, hoping the other woman would lay off. 

“Tell me about her,” Olive encouraged. “At least one of us is succeeding in that department. I sure haven’t found anyone since I’ve been here. I could use a little vicarious romance.” 

“Really?” Jemma inquired, looking at the other woman. “It surprises me that someone like you hasn’t met anyone. You’re so...”

“Gorgeous? Intelligent? Put together?” Olive laughed. “I’m a lot more than what you see on the surface, Jemma. These perfectly manicured nails don’t come without a price.” 

“What do you mean?” Jemma questioned, noticing something different in the other woman. 

“I mean that I know that you don’t like me. I can tell by how you act around me, but if you really got to know me as a person instead of making assumptions about who you think I am, I think that we would really get along.” 

Jemma was silent for a moment as she looked at the other woman carefully. She hadn’t expected Olive to be so perceptive. Maybe, there was something more to the other woman. Maybe, she just needed to give her a chance. 
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Chapter Three
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SPIKE SAT IN THE BACK of the beat-up van that she was riding in, anxious for the group to take a break so that she could stretch her legs. They had been driving for what seemed like hours, Richey taking the first turn at the wheel as he had been mostly sober the night before. Dale had been on his phone most of the morning, texting his lady in waiting, and Tosh was laying back in his seat, a puddle slobber slowly running down his sleeping face. Spike was bored at this point. She had never been on a long trip like this before, and she was used to walking around whenever she wanted to and being able to entertain herself. 

However, for the last few hours, Spike had felt like a prisoner in the tiny van, plagued by the smells of last night’s gathering and the earthy scent of her unshowered friends. Spike yawned and grabbed her headphones out of her pocket. She plugged them into her small phone and pulled up her extensive music library, hoping that listening to a few tunes would take the edge off the long ride. 

She had told her parents last night that she was going out of town, careful to call them after their family dinner. Of course, they had wondered why she didn’t show up for the dinner as it was a tradition that her and her siblings eat at her parents’ house during the weekends. Spike had tried to explain to her mother that she had needed time to pack, but her mother wasn’t having it. After a twenty-minute lecture on the importance of family, her mother finally began to attack the idea of her going on a trip that was so far away. Spike had been patient as her mother guilt tripped her, stating that it would be a shame if anything happened to her or her family members while she was away. Spike was used to these guilt trips at this point and had come to terms with the fact that if she let them affect her, she wouldn’t be able to explore new opportunities in her own life. 
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