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It all started with a bite...

Not the bite I’d wanted. 

When Jonah asked me to go hiking with him, my mind wandered to what could happen if I was out in the middle of Big Bend State Park with my crush. All alone with him. We’d be two young, sweaty bodies, glistening in the sweltering sun. Anything could happen. Unfortunately, I was in Jonah’s exceptionally large friend zone. 

“He’s gay,” Locus started. “Way too tasty and not any of us girls are getting a bite.” 

Locus, she’d been my best friend since becoming my roommate. We were both freshmen at Baylor University in Waco, Texas. Since she was a year older, most of the time, she acted like the boss of me. 

“Maybe he’s choosy.” I was secretly hoping I’d be the one he’d choose. A senior, a business major and a Rugby player, Jonah was tall but lean with perfect golden hair that fell over his eyes, blue, streaked with stone grey. He was English, so exotic to a Texas girl like me. Most importantly he was clean shaven. I didn’t like a scruffy face. “You’re just salty he asked me and not you.” 

She laughed but in a mocking way. 

We both knew that wasn’t true. Locus had a type, bearded, tattooed... damaged. Motorcycle men­ like her way older brother who was in a mean ass biker gang in San Antonio. I’d met him once when she was moving in. He was hot as hell with danger written all over him, beard or not. But fuck, he was sixteen years my senior.

“Maybe you’re jealous,” I said without thinking.

Locus stopped laughing. 

I’d hit a nerve and immediately regretted it. Locus had never even had a boyfriend.

“While your best friend is at the beach for spring break and you choose,” she emphasized the word choose, “to go sweat yourself to death with Mr. Don’t give the D to you. Or anyone that we know of for that matter. I don’t trust him.”

I started to argue. 

She put her finger to my lips. Well almost. Locus hated to be touched or hugged. “Ro, I don’t care if you’re sharing his hotel room. You’ve been out and about with that boy... that man... all year and nothing. Not one bite from him. And now all the sudden he asks you on a trip. What do you really know about this guy? He could be a serial killer.”

I rolled my eyes.

“You’re not even eighteen... Your mom thinks...”

Pursing my lips, I shook my head. I’d be eighteen in the summer. Locus had just turned eighteen herself last fall. If I was mature enough to start college early, I was mature enough to go on spring break. Thing was, mom thought I was going to the beach with Locus and the other girls I’d met at Baylor. 

She went on, “Ro, I really don’t feel comfortable lying to your mom.”

“But... he could’ve asked anyone.” Any of his vast circle of friends who happened to be girls. 

“And all those girls are going to be on the beach.”

Even though I knew she hadn’t grown close to any of our new college friends, I didn’t tell Locus for the millionth time she’d be okay without me. Locus was different than anyone I’d ever met. I hadn’t known her long, but she’d become like my sister. Being an only child, I loved having someone to think of that way. Although she was much more outgoing than me, more beautiful than me, tall and lean with long golden hair, Locus needed me. My companionship, for her, was like a drug. I’d never had a friend so fiercely loyal. In fact, I rarely kept up with anyone from high school anymore and not by choice. My other friends had lost touch with me quickly, as they all had a new life now. And Locus, she was always here for me. They’d been nothing like her. 

When I woke up the next morning, Locus had already left for the airport, headed to South Padre Island. I sighed imagining myself laying in the sand under a bright sun, a cool breeze from the ocean hitting me. I’d miss all the trouble the girls planned to get into. Instead, I’d signed up for a shit ton of physical activity. It’s not that I wasn’t active. I just wasn’t, let’s hike for three days just for fun active. 

I blew out a breath. This trip better be worth it. 

Very keenly aware, I was thinking with my vagina... wait... Was that a thing? Not one that I’d heard of, but if guys could think with their private parts, couldn’t I? I second guessed this whole scheme, but my libido won out. 

With me, having to be out of the dorm by ten a.m., Jonah and I planned to leave around nine thirty. When my alarm sounded at nine, I had a quick pop tart, the organic kind because I wasn’t a kid anymore, and cold brewed coffee while I scrolled Instagram. @jonahholland23 had a townhouse he shared with four other hot rugby players. His feed was akin to porn for a girl like me. These guys rarely wore shirts and seemed to always be all over one another, roughhousing. I’d never been to his place, so I always tried to get a glimpse of it in his pics. Noticing he was in my DMs again, I clicked, expecting the usual meme. That was all he ever sent. Also, I knew he’d planned to text to say when he was on his way since we were driving to the park. Jonah had always been a guy of few written words. So, I was shocked to see more than a funny picture. He’d messaged me over an hour ago. 

I think before we go too far, we should probably talk about our intentions and the possible consequences of our actions.  The path we're heading down is a dangerous one for obvious reasons. I already feel a strong connection with you.  Maybe it's because you and I have things in common, maybe it's just a cosmic connection that can't be explained... We need to not let ourselves rush things, slow and steady in the beginning.  We can let it build, let it compound on itself.  As we progress towards the inevitable, we need to savor every moment, every word, every whisper of breath on the back of each other’s necks. No sensations should be passed up in our pursuit to satisfy that ultimate primal need... God damn girl. I need to get my ass down to the gym...

Primal need... the words permeated my body... I felt it too. It's one of those moments where something comes out of nowhere and hits you like a speeding semi. The rush of these feelings, these desires were almost too much for me to bear.  My head swam. I slunk to the floor and laid down on the cool, fake wood of my dorm room. A smile stretched across my face warming my skin. I felt flushed. Laying down the phone, I cupped my hands over my mouth and screamed into them. Immediately I picked up my phone to text Locus but stopped myself. I didn’t need her to worry or give me advice. 

I gots this. 

Taking a deep breath, I went back to Jonah’s message. I read it again, gushed again and clicked in the field to write a response. Before I started, I got another message. 

Leaving the gym. Showering then I’m on my way.

I leaped up to finish getting ready and gather my things. Soon, Jonah was texting me to come downstairs. 
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As soon as I stepped out of the dorm, our eyes met. His blue ones sparkled as he suppressed a smile. He grabbed and loaded my bags into his Jeep without a peep. I climbed into the passenger seat like I hadn’t read his words. We drove forever making our normal small talk and stopping for brisket, some Beaver nuggets and a big drink at a Buc-ee’s. We ate on the road, like two buds on a road trip, not two people who needed to talk about our intentions. I spent most of the drive taking pics of weird shit to post online later while Jonah played his favorite tunes, expecting me to enjoy each one. We seriously had different tastes in music. Jonah enjoyed rap with the raunchiest of lyrics. I liked classic rock like the Goo Goo Dolls. 

He drove, then I drove for a bit, but I’d never been a particularly good driver, therefore very shortly, he was behind the wheel again. With a few more stops, an In and Out burger, some souvenirs, t-shirts for me, hats for him, the seven plus hours turned into an entire day on the road. Yet, it flew by without any discussion of his message. It wasn’t until we got close to the hotel that he mentioned anything. 

“Did you get my message?” His hand landed on my thigh, up high, a classic guy thing to do. 

Gay, my ass. I couldn’t wait to tell Locus.

Jonah knew good and well I’d seen it. Instagram literally marks the message as seen. I’d play along. “Yeah...” I had to stop my voice from trembling. 

He squeezed my leg ever so lightly.  “And... Are we going to talk about it?”

“About what?” I asked to buy myself some time. Sticking my hands in my armpits, I stared at his hand on my bare skin.

Jonah, still driving, two lane roads now, his eyes were straight ahead. “About how we’re feeling? I’ve taken you on Holiday, Romilly. I don’t think I’ve ever taken a girl on a mini trip before.” Jonah sounded more British than possible, making me think maybe I’d misread his intentions previously.

“What does that mean, holiday?” My British lingo was limited to BBC’s version of Pride and Prejudice and one episode of Doctor Who. Spring break wasn’t a national holiday, at least in America.

“It obviously means I have feelings for you. Where I’m from you don’t ask a girl to go on holiday, a trip, without wanting to take the relationship to the next level.” 

Next level. I was speechless.

He went on, “You’ve agreed to come, so I figured you had feelings for me, too.”

My words stumbled out, “It doesn't even seem possible what's happening with me and how I'm feeling. It’s like someone’s playing a trick on my emotions. I'm just waiting for you to be like, ha ha, just kidding... Why me?” I stopped myself before I added, out of everyone. 

Jonah parked in front of our hotel. When he turned off the engine, the cabin seemed darker than I expected. He’d parked far away from the streetlamps, but I could still see the outlines of the features of his handsome face. 

His voice sensual, he said, “Well, you need not to worry about the whys and just concentrate on enjoying it.”

“I...” I began, still confused. 

“I understand. This is not normal behavior for me either.” 

There was a moment of silence. I thought about how true that statement seemed. The brief time I’d known him, he seemed completely uninterested in any of us girls. 

He continued, more passion in his English voice, “You've cast a spell over me, and I'm loving every minute of it.” Jonah caressed my face, coming in to kiss me, I’d thought. The kiss never came. With a mischievous smile he slowly leaned down, missing my mouth completely. He inhaled and exhaled a whisper, “The idea of your lips against mine is making me toss in my bed at night.”

Lightly he kissed the bend of my neck, his warm breath summoning shudders across my flesh.  His tongue flicked in and out, tasting my skin as it trailed up to gently lick the lobe of my ear.  All the while his hands landed on my chest to cup my breasts. His thumbs found my nipples, circling them. They stood up to meet his greedy fingers. I leaned into him, wrapping my arms around his hard body, trying to pull him as close as I could. 

His hands left my breasts and began making their way down my sides, into my lap. He whispered in my ear, “I need to be inside of you.” 

Unexpectedly, I wasn’t so sure about anything anymore. “I don’t know about this,” I told him, bluntly. I hadn’t expected to even get to first base with Jonah. Without even a kiss, his intentions were clear. If I was hit by a semi before, now it had hit me, backed up and ran over me again. 

Jonah’s hands stopped their journey to my panties. 

I breathed a sigh of relief. 

He lamented, in an apologetic rush, “We can work up to... that.” 

“I’m sorry,” I opened before I stopped myself. Fuck. Was I apologizing for asking him to stop?

He tried to reassure me. “No worries. It will give us a goal to work towards.” He kissed me, finally, so gently and too quick. He tore away and said, “We'll start with my tongue.” His hands were up on my thighs again, gripping lightly, “Then work to a finger, then two and finally, when you're ready, I’ll penetrate you... We’ll go from there.”

I gasped. It sounded great in theory. “I’ve never... you know.”

He placed a finger to my mouth, much like Locus did before to shush me, but his finger touched my lips. “It’s no matter.” The tip circled then separated my lips. “I'm a very oral person... I absolutely love foreplay, especially a moist mouth, soft lips and a firm tongue.”

Getting his meaning, I told him, “I’ve never done that to anyone either.”

Before I knew it, Jonah seized my lips with his again, kissing rough this time. When we came up to breathe, he huffed, “God Damnit, I need you... I need to.... fuck, I'm not sure I can wait.... we may need to go inside.”

I couldn’t disagree. 

He fumbled for his keys and said something about going to check in. That I should stay in the car. I started to argue then it hit me. Of course, I should. I was seventeen. Jonah was twenty-three. This summer it wouldn’t matter, but all the sudden, his earlier message, the talk of the consequences of our actions made more sense. What had he meant? Was it because of my age? In this day and age, with everything going on in the world, it surely could be. 

He left the Jeep. 
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Watching Jonah walk to the hotel, my thoughts turned more sinister. Like maybe he was a creeper, an older guy who fancied only younger girls. I shook off the thought. He was only a few years older than me. I wasn’t a young girl of sixteen or something. Jonah and I had a college class together for God’s sake. Him wanting me, why did I question it? I wasn’t hideous. Although thin enough and pretty enough to have my share of guys, I still wasn’t the prettiest girl amongst his female friends. Sure, I kept my long brown, wavy hair nice and my fingernails and toenails done, but I was no beauty queen. No Instagram model to be sure. I had enough up top but none on the bottom. I was no Kim Kardashian if you know what I mean. Plus, I barely wore a stitch of makeup. A little tinted lip gloss and mascara went a long way to highlight my bright green eyes. And fuck, I never dressed up for anything. I’d worn black leggings to my Grandmama’s funeral.

Forgetting looks, I knew Jonah and I, we’d become great friends. That was true enough. Did we actually have anything in common like he said? If you counted playing board games and partying as having things in common, yes. He liked to party, and I liked to watch. I had the major hots for him, yes. Something some guys can just sense, I decided. Still, something was amiss. Part of me wanted to ignore my misgivings and jump his bones anyway. An inkling of me pondered the fact this guy hadn’t given me any clue he had the intentions or feelings he speaks of now, until we were getting ready to be alone away from everyone we knew. Once my friends were long gone. Why did he only announce his feelings for me this morning? Was he ashamed to like me?  Was this just an act to get in my pants? 

Then again, that’s what I signed up for, wasn’t it? Thinking with my vag jay jay and all. It’s spring break, and I could be on the beach with my girlfriends if not for the possibility of romance or at least some deep dicking with Mister Tasty. I’d dreamed about it, wished for it. Now, it slapped me in the face. My mind went to something else slapping me in the face. That meme, the girl with the hotdog wieners raining down on her face came to mind. 
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