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This is going to be a pretty wild ride, and I know it’ll be hard to believe, but it happened to me. I’ll rewind to a few nights before it all goes down.

We sit on Anah’s bed, her legs folded pretzel style, while mine bend.


"Who you texting?" I ask.



"Mom. She says hi, and for us to treat her place nicely while she’s away." Anah looks up at me, her eyes a little glossy. "Thanks for spending the month with me."

"Bitch puhlease! Playing roommates before college? It’s going to be the best summer of our lives. Then we will be dorm-mates! I can’t wait," I sing loudly. 

Anah looks up from her phone again.

"YAAASSS. U-C-L-A." She matches my energy.

"U-C-L-A!" I scream before calming down.   "Who’s that now? Syn?"

"No, Niko. He wants us to come over tomorrow, a small hangout by the pool." Anah puts her phone down. "You in?"

"Let’s do it. I’m hungry though, so can we order? I feel like I’m only getting fatter at this point; you know how Riley feels about my weight already."

I get out of bed and walk to her full-length curvy mirror. I touch my midsection while looking at myself. In the reflection, I see Anah behind me, her mouth screwed in a fit of disappointment.

What does she know, though? Her body is a masterpiece, she’s the beauty standard, 5’10, slim, beautiful Afro-textured hair anyone would kill for — I mean, she can go from curly, straight, short, to long all without actually cutting her hair, how many people can do that,

Not to mention her face...ugh, doe eyes, an expressive nose that draws attention to her dimples and gorgeous cheekbones, her skin glitters, she doesn’t even need a tan, while I can barely handle 90 degrees without burning and turning red, Anah just turns a more gorgeous shade of bronze, girl is a walking statue, and I’m— I’m a stale piece of bread...looking like chicken Alfredo and shit.

"Kimille?" Anah stands behind me. 

I am so deep in thought that I don’t even realize the tears streaming down my face as I hold my fupa. With a frog caught in my throat, I can’t speak. I only sniffle in response. 

"You’re beautiful, Kimille. You’re thick! You’re not fat."

"I’m 17 years old and 250 pounds, Anah!" I cry.

"So what?! Weight is just a number, Kimille. You look amazing. You've got curves, girl; you're shaped like an hourglass. It’s just a stomach you can lose that in no time. You exercise, your diet isn’t anything crazy, plus you’re young. You’ll get to the weight you want with enough determination. 

But none of that will matter if you don’t have confidence and continue to degrade yourself like that. You have to know you’re beautiful. Look at those rosy cheeks, those beautifully sculpted eyebrows. Your luscious hair, beautiful eyes. Not to mention your fat ass, big bitties, and small waist—people get surgery to achieve, and you got it, Kim! You! Your personality is top-notch, my love. I’m proud of you." She hugs me from behind.

I crumble in her arms. No one calls me beautiful but my friends and family. I try to believe it, but Riley never does, at least not in a way I can trust. And as much as I need to hear those words, I crave them from him. 

"You think Riley feels that way?" I looked up at her. 

She wipes my tears and gets down on the floor with me, "he’s a piece of shit, dumb ass bitch if he doesn’t. I hate that man." 

I roll my eyes, "he doesn’t disrespect you, Fruity."

She shrugs, "he can't, he don't got a leg to stand on. Can’t stand him h-"

"Can we just eat? I don’t want to talk about Riley right now. It’s been two months since we’ve spoken anyway. I keep reaching out, but he keeps leaving me on read and ignoring my calls. I guess he’s busy, that's what he told me before." I admit, while scratching my head. I feel stupid, but I know Anah doesn’t judge too much. 

"Hate him! What you want? Salad?"

"Burger and fries?" I smirk. 

"And milkshakes? We’ve earned it. I’ll go get my wallet, you pl—"

"We can go pick it up. I need some air." I suggest.

Anah gets off the floor. "Let’s do it."

Ema: I miss you already 

Me: Haha, I miss you too Ema. I’ll be coming home periodically. I will need clothes you know.

Ema: yeah... I just thought last summer together before you and Anah leave to college. So I thought we’d spend it together. 

Me: But it’s also my last summer with Anah before we are in school mode.

Ema: ....and you two will be roommates. Just pencil in a few days with your Ema, okay?

Me: Yes Ema! 

Anah smiles, "Mama Kaja?"

I nod, "yeah. She wanted me to spend the last summer with her. Honeybrook, Ohio won't be the same without us."

Anah bumps me softly as we trip over each other laughing.

"Shut uppp." Anah whispers.

We continue to our local Zaxby's before it closes.     "You getting a zalad?" Anah asks as she waits in line. 

I fix my loose purple sweats. My stomach feels weird, like I have a creature growing inside me.

"Uhm, no...chicken, fries, the usual. We could invite Niko over tonight, grab him some eats."

"Mmmm... I don’t know, we are in a weird place right now. It’s always friends, but also more than friends with us. I don’t know where I stand with that ninja.  He gets me tigh— hi, can I have a house zalad and some nibblers with fries please?" 

"Of course." The woman responds.

Anah looks back at me, " shit drinks. Uhm, can I adddd..." she trails off, "peach sweet tea. Two of ‘em and oh, you want a funnel cake to share love?"

I scrunch my nose...I really shouldn’t eat that.

"You want funnel cake?" I ask.

"I wanted a milkshake, oh, you know what, scratch that. I’m so sorry about this. We will just take a cookie to share, and I don’t want the Texas toast with my salad. Do you want my toast, love?" Anah looks at me again. 

The woman's smile tenses up, looking at me for the second time. 

"No...I don’t think I do."

Anah perks back up, looking at the woman again,     "Okay, that is all. Here is my card." She glances at me. "So empty in here."

"We close in an hour..." she says.

Anah nods, "mmh, yeah looks that way, don’t it?" She walks up.

I take the receipt as the woman rolls her eyes. 

"Don’t think she likes you."

"Who? That cashier? She seemed nice. Anyway, yeah shit was good with Niko before, then you know, that whole Nina thing happened. So I don’t know."

"Nina is his kid? What was the verdict on that?"

"Not his kid...sister or niece or something I forgot, but not daughter. So he didn’t cheat or not cheat bec— bitch I’m confused, I don’t know. But Riley? You gonna stay with him?"

"I need him, Anah." I stress.

"Need is a strong word...to say over some dick." Fruity shrugs, "They should sell fruits. I could go for some blueberries right now."

"He’s not just dick."

"He ain’t a man that’s for sure. This is why I’m single now...men ain’t shit for real."

"237." The woman yells.

Anah looks at our receipt as if we aren’t the only ones in the store. "Must be us."

I get out of the booth and walk toward the door with Anah slowly trailing behind me.

"I don’t got a bathing suit for tomorrow..." Anah chuckles. 
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We walk up to Niko's front door.

"Niko, my guy!" I yell as he opens the door.

"Kimille, Anah, right on time ladies." He hugs Anah, then gives me a high five.

Niko is probably just like you imagined—awesome. You see, Niko is 20, so he’s one of our oldest friends. He lives alone and periodically takes care of Nina, who he says is his sister. Anyway, Niko has the confidence of a thousand rich white men. The girls in high school were obsessed with him: "a personality and face you could only dream about," they would always say. I’ll admit, I saw what they saw. Niko is chill, generous, gorgeous hazel eyes, nice ebony skin—definitely the full package...but still, we aren’t that close.

"Niko, where's Nina?" Fruity asks.

"With her mother. I’m all ready out back for you girls."

We laugh following him to his backyard.

Yup...he lives alone in a whole-ass house. It was his mom's place, but she moved away with her boyfriend—not super far, but far enough that we don’t really see her anymore. She left him with a three-bedroom, two-bath, two-story house complete with a finished basement and attic. Talk about landing the parental jackpot. Niko doesn’t feel the same...we frequently argue about it...claims to feel abandoned.

I look around the decorated backyard: lights hanging on the trees, but they aren’t on. The table has a nice blue-and-white tablecloth, buns for burgers and hot dogs, and three pitchers filled with ice and beverages. I slide my hand on the condensation—water, fruit punch with floating fruits, and lemonade.

"You went all out?" I ask. "Occasion?"

Fruity opens the cooler, grabbing a can of Sunkist orange soda, putting it on her neck while admiring his picnic theme. "Yeah, Niko, what’s all this about?" she yells.

Niko walks back out of the house with a bowl of salad, sweat already dripping down his chest. "Grab this, please. My shits is falling." He grabs his white trunks, tying the front tighter.

I glance from Fruity to him. She’s sporting a white spaghetti-strapped maxi dress. I was going to wear white as well, but I opt for pink instead...jeans. It’s a mistake—it’s 95 out.

"So?" Anah and I say in unison.

"I just wanted to start yah summer off right. Yah mad? Yah had a ninja out here barbecuing all day for nothing?" He laughs.

Anah grabs hold of his arm, blushing. "Nooo. We love it. It looks amazing. I see you, we see you. Lights, fruit skewers and shit, this looks real fancy, I appreciate it. I smell that barbecue chicken."

I nod. "Yeah, I smell it too. Mouth watering—it looks nice. I’m gonna go grab a bathing suit."

He nods. "Yeah, yeah, both yah get changed so we can swim. You invited Riley, Kim?"

"I hit him up, but he didn’t respond. It’s whatever. Y’all not friends anyhow."

He doesn’t say anything, just goes back to the grill.

Anah follows close behind me. We open Niko’s bathing suit drawer in his bedroom.

"I hope I can still fit my suit from last time." I pick up the 2x ladybug one-piece swimsuit.

Anah takes out three bikinis—purple, gold, and turquoise. "I didn’t even realize I had so many here."

I squint. "Yeah...I’ma go change."

I walk into the bathroom and squeeze my ass into my bathing suit. Shockingly enough, it fits, but my stomach is the part I’m not feeling. I grab a towel and tie it around my waist before leaving the bathroom. Anah stands in her turquoise bikini, posing and taking selfies in the full-length mirror.

"You look great!" she squeals.

I shrug. "Whatever...you look nice though."

"You too!" She smiles before turning back to her photo. She pauses, turning back to me. "Kimille?"

"Yeah?"

"You really do look good. What’s wrong with the swimsuit?"

"My stomach looks all fat, my thighs look like whales, and I’m just a cow, but it’s whatever. Let’s just go." I start to walk off before she grabs me.

"Hey! Cut that shit out. You look great—you look like Thanksgiving, bitch! Be a proud turkey. Walk your turkey ass to the pool like the main course you are." She rocks her hips dramatically walking out of the room.

I laugh loudly, following suit.

"Gobble, gobble." We say in unison over and over until we make it outside.

He looks at us. "Gobble, Gobble!" He joins in.

Anah and I jump into the pool.

"Wait for me." He quickly takes the finished meat off the grill before running and cannonballing in between us.

We cheer for him.

"5/10," Anah yells.

"8.5/10," I counter.

He bows and flips, coming back up flipping his medium-length black sticky hair back. "Anah, stay hating." He spits.

Anah laughs.

I climb on the pineapple and lay back as they frolic around me.

"Do any of you have sunscreen? I’m gonna burn out here." I touch my legs as they’re already roasting. I hate peeling off sunburned skin.

They both laugh.

"I’m brown," Anah speaks.

"I’m darker than she is," Niko continues.

"A no would have sufficed." I roll my eyes.     "You should still use sunscreen, you know..." I whisper.

They don’t hear me; they’re too busy flirting and splashing each other.

For hours, we frolic, eat, and play around in the yard until the lights turn on and the sun begins to set. Anah’s leave-out is now curly while the rest of her hair stays straight, I’m red and peeling, and Niko looks perfectly fine, actually. We head into the house to dry.

Anah grabs the scissors off Niko's table.

"Cut this weave out, please?" She hands them to him.

"You always trusting me with this shit. I don’t know what I’m doing."

"You can clearly see the difference. I gotta wash the chlorine out. Come on, do it for me?" She frowns, smiling at him.

He groans loudly. "Aiight, sit, sit," he says before mumbling something in Arabic.

Anah laughs. "I love you too."

I sit on the single seat with my legs folded, watching them.

"You not embarrassed?"

He looks at me. "Me?"

"No. Anah."

"Me? Embarrassed about what?" She laughs.

"Let him do your fake hair. You know, seeing the magic." I brace my chin on my hand.

Anah scrunches up her nose. "Uhm...no. It’s just hair, it’s not that deep."

I shrug. "Oh, okay then. I need to tend to this sunburn. Niko, are you gonna help me with that?"

He raises an eyebrow without stopping Anah’s hair.     "Why would I do that?"

Anah folds her legs while holding her fake hair.     "Because you helped me. Right, Kim?"

"Sure...so...yes? Or..." I wait.

He shrugs. "If it’s that important to you, sure. I think it would’ve made more sense to ask Anah, though. Just my two cents."

"Good thing nobody asked for your two cents, right?" I cut my eyes at him.

He stares at me for a few seconds, face frozen, stoic. Then lets out a small chuckle. "Nah, I'm good, Kimmy. Ask Fruity. I’m done. I’ll be back." He moves his leg over Anah's head before leaving the room.

Fruity looks at me, confused, wrapping her hair around her hand. "So you never had Riley take out your tracks?"

"Excuse me?"

"You said it was embarrassing. I don’t see why it would be, so I'm just asking. You never had Riley help you before?" Anah repeats.

"You fucking Niko? If you were, you'd tell me, right? Because we are best friends and all that." I squint at her, completely changing the topic.

I know, I know, I’m being really hostile, but at the time these two are just being shady...anyway, back to the story. 

"Kimille, what are you going on about? I just asked for help with my hair. Is that what that was?" She stands. "You were just trying to get some rise out of me to gauge if I'm with Niko? You could have asked me. You didn’t need to make things weird."

"I made something weird? You have extra bathing suits at his house, you are letting him touch your hair, you two were flirting in the pool, Anah!" I stand with my hands balled up.

She continues to put her hair away in a bag before brushing her shoulder-length curly hair into a ponytail. Calmly, she faces me. "You good? This energy you giving me over Niko of all people is the same energy you need to be giving Riley. Don’t lash out on me ‘cause Riley never did your hair. It wasn’t that fucking deep, Kim."

But it was that deep to me. I could never have my tracks in with Riley around. I used to sew in one or two to create a fuller look with my hair...harmless, I thought. Riley got wind when he ran his fingers through my hair and went off about it...like I was some fake, like I just committed mass murder. He looked at me like I was disgusting... and here Niko was smiling and taking out all of Anah’s, and she had her whole head done. It pissed me off. But I shouldn’t have gone off on Anah the way I did.

"Riley is my boyfriend, Anah. I don’t need to give him any bad energy because he doesn’t like all of this fake shit that you think isn’t so deep. I was just asking as a friend if you two are together so I could help you out. But if you want to give the milk away for free, then so be it."

Anah scoffs before snatching her bag off the couch.     "What the fuck is your problem? I hate when you get like this. I know it has something to do with Riley and you're attacking me, Kimille. I am the only one who is always there for you. You should think twice about yelling at me."

"Are you threatening me?" I stand close to her.

Fruity growls. "Kimille... I am warning you... back the fuck up off me."

Niko walks in just as I am about to speak.

"Woah! Woah! Girls." He grabs my arm and pulls me back. I shrug him off.

"Don’t touch me. She threatened me."

"Niko," Anah looks at him before she sighs. "I didn’t."

"Kimmy, can you just take a second?"

"No! She keeps talking shit about Riley...talking about I need to give him that same energy. What does she know about love? What does she know about relationships?"

"I know he hasn't called you once this summer, Kimille! Some boyfriend! You ain't spoke to dude in months, but I don’t know shit about love. Nobody wants your man, and if you’re sooo in love with dumb-ass broke-ass Riley, why are you questioning me about Niko, Kim? Worry about your own man. Where he at anyway? I bet you don't know." Anah yells with tears in her eyes, fed up with my attitude.

I wipe the tears from my eyes, plopping on the couch. "I'm calling him to come get me RIGHT NOW."

Niko sighs as Anah storms out of the room, yelling, "He ain’t gonna pick up."

The phone rings twice before it goes to voicemail. I call three more times and still don't get an answer. I slowly sit my phone down, turning it off before looking up at Niko.

"My phone died," I lie.

He nods before sitting down next to me. "Why you blacked on Anah?"

"You two were being awfully chummy." I shrug.

"So? It was a one-time drunken mistake, Kim." He touches my face.

I shrug him off. "You didn’t act like it was Niko. You said I deserved better...that you would be better for me...what happened to that?"

"I was drunk." He sighs. "I apologized so many times to you."

"I wasn’t drunk. I was completely sober."

"As you’ve said many times. Look, it was a mistake. You know I really wanna be with Anah, and you acting like this isn’t helping. You do deserve better than Riley. He’s a piece of shit." He whispers.

I smack him hard. "Don’t talk about Riley that way."

Niko keeps his head turned for a few seconds before standing. "You gotta go."

"Excuse me?"

"You hit me, Kimille. You hit me for no reason. I don’t want to be around you." He speaks calmly. "Anah, Kim is ready to go."

Anah walks from downstairs with a bag. "That’s her business. I’ll call you later, Niko."

I look from Niko to Anah, neither of them saying anything to me. I run after Anah as she leaves the house.

"My phone died...Please..." I grab Anah’s arm.
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Thursday, September 8th, 2011

​

"Kimille, you have to step up your academic life, you slacking," Anah whined, sitting in my Trig class.

"I'm trying. I hate this class. I hate math. Look, when I go to college, I'll be on my grind, I swear," I promised. Anah smiled; she knew I wasn't lying.

"Okay, but you know you need math to teach English."

I smirked, "NYU English professors don’t teach math. I'd be good enough to get accepted into UCLA," I whispered as I took a piece of gum from her, my attention turning back to the front of the class. Anah nodded and typed on her phone as she smiled, still staring at the teacher.

"You still fucking with Niko?"

"Who said Niko and I were having sex?" She cut her eyes at me with a short giggle.

"No one, y’all were so close, I just assumed," I smiled.

"Oh, well, we were trying to figure shit out, you know? Like how we felt about each other and stuff, you could say we were just exploring each other right then," she shrugged, scratching her head lightly before locking her phone.

"Well, Fruity, figure it out quicker. Niko was a major catch." I squealed, whispering, knowing those two had been on and off since my freshman year.

She rolled her eyes and looked at the board as the teacher told us to pay attention. We continued our work. That's when he walked in; ♡Riley,♡ his gorgeous milk-creamy skin matching my own, but his eyes were dark green. His hair was short in your average crew cut. His aura just rang Latin fire, not your average white boy, his body built by the gods, 6 '0, great package down below because I could just tell. I honestly didn't even realize when he sat next to me and asked for my notes.

I snapped out of my fantasy. "Are you new?"

"Sort of," he cheesed, showing his pearly whites. His voice made my heart melt. It was smooth. He could cut butter just by talking, ASMR for my soul. I tilted my head, "I don't understand."

"I’ve been here since the school year started, but yeah I was new to this school, and more new to this class. Just got transferred to A.P. Trig. Not new to the neighborhood, though." He extended his hand to touch mine lightly with a soft smile as he fixed his pencil.

"Oh! Well, I'm Kimille with a K." My cheeks ran red, the classroom seemingly disappearing as I focused on the boy with the pen between his teeth and his hand tapping the pen lightly as he stared at the board.

"Nice to meet you. They call me Riley with an R. I'm a senior, you?" He glanced back at me as if shocked I even responded or introduced myself.

"Sophomore," I smiled.

He smiled back, flashing his pearly whites at me...well they weren’t that white, but you could tell he had good dental hygiene. He chuckled before responding, "Sorry I was staring, it’s just a sophomore in A.P. Trig was impressive."

"Oh, it’s no—" I stopped as the teacher looked at us.

"Students, please pay attention. Now, can anyone answer this question?" The teacher pointed to the board. I glanced at Anah who was covering her face, trying to stay out of sight. I immediately put my head back to my book, so much that I didn’t even hear what Riley had to say back to me. He stood up and walked to the board, a smooth swagger as he took the dry erase marker.

"I’ll give it a shot," he shrugged as he began to write.

The class watched, wondering why anyone would want to go up and answer on the board. Mr. Tremp was a great teacher, but if you got a question wrong he made it a big deal. Started giving that whole this is advanced placement trigonometry, not algebra, I expect blah, blah, blah. Lucky for Riley, he got the question right.

Once the class was over, Anah and I began to gather our stuff.

"What did Niko say?" I asked.

"He didn’t reply. He was taking a test in his...there’s someone behind you." Anah pointed behind me.

I turned to see Riley. "Oh hey."

"Can I walk you to your next class?" he asked, holding one strap of his book bag.

I looked back at Anah, giving her a quick nod before walking off with Riley. "I’ll see you at lunch?"

Anah nodded before going back to her phone.

Riley walked me to my next course. "So do you want to show me around?"

I looked at him like he was crazy. I wasn't unpopular, but I definitely wasn’t someone guys flocked around. I was the little white girl, and no, that wasn’t the reason why he wouldn’t want to be around me. It wasn’t like I was the first ever white girl in this school—there were a sea of us—but my point was I wasn’t one of the model-type ones. I was kind of a chubby kid, soft in the middle. Not in an out-of-shape way, but definitely a soft spot for me. The girls in school would probably say it was out-of-shape, though. The school wasn’t even that big, and he’d been there a few weeks if he started at the beginning of the school year. Kids were cruel. This could easily have been a prank, but I said,     "Sure, if you want me to."

He grabbed my hand. "Yeah, I want you to." He smiled. All I thought at that moment was wow, a boy is holding my hand in public, and he’s a hottie with a body.

I smiled at him as we walked to my class, talking about nothing in particular. Once we got to my class, we just stared at each other before I pulled away and walked inside. I was trying to give my best strut as I walked in, but I ended up tripping over some student whose name eludes me.

At lunch, I went to sit with Niko and Anah. They were making out.

"I met the sexiest guy today. His name is Riley. He has this amazing voice—GUYS, HELLO!!" I yelled, waving my hands in front of them.

They stopped sucking face to look at me. "Sorry, Kim, you met someone sexy. Sexier than me?" Niko laughed at his own joke.

Anah and I rolled our eyes. "Cocky much? Anyway yeah, he's over there." I pointed to the table where he sat with a couple of other senior boys. Niko folded his arms, mumbling in Arabic, "Isn't he a super senior?" He laughed.

"More like super-duper," Anah chortled, looking right in his direction.

Super seniors were people who had to repeat their senior year; super-duper would be two years. "I never asked. So you’ve heard of him?"

"He looks like bad news to me. Yeah, he got that trig question right, but someone who switched schools? Not sure about him." Anah frowned, putting her purple, pink, and blue pastel hair in a ponytail. 

I stared at them from the opposite side of the white lunchroom table. My fingers softly tapped as I analyzed their faces. Anah’s arms folded as she kept eye contact with me. Niko slightly leaned forward to further stare at Riley, his brows knitted and lips in a soft frown before he leaned back, mimicking Anah’s crossed arms.

He nodded. "Definitely bad news, Kim. He didn't really hang out with the good crew. You didn’t even like Darrin, and they looked awfully chummy."

I rolled my eyes, shaming them. "Don't be so quick to judge. He was really nice to me and even asked me to show him around."

Niko and Anah shrugged. "I guess you can get to know him, don’t get attached or anything. Babe, let's go to the library." Niko winked at Fruity, and she blushed.

Anah turned to me as Niko slid from the table. "Be careful, Kim. He asked you to show him around a school that could be memorized in two days, and we’d been in school for weeks. Ulterior motives much?"

I cocked my head slightly. Even she thought it seemed impossible. I extended my hand to overlap hers. "So you think it’s so hard to believe he just needed an excuse to talk to me?"

Her gaze shifted between my eyes as she spoke in a whisper, moving closer. "Of course not! He would have been a fool not to create a dumb excuse to get closer to you. But that doesn’t mean you shouldn’t be careful, Kimille. Neither I nor Niko trusted him...that’s something to keep in mind when you were getting to know him. I loved you and only wanted the best for you—that meant genuine connections. He was in A.P. Trig but couldn’t graduate on time? It was sus."

I leaned closer to her face, my voice filled with conviction. "Let’s not cast the first stone because someone didn’t graduate on time or switched schools. That’s gossip...we don’t know him."

We stared at each other. She nodded softly as I did the same before we let go of each other's hands. We frequently had a habit of talking but inches from each other’s faces when we wanted to block out the world. Niko stared at us. "Are we going?"

Anah darted her eyes at him then back at me. "Yeah, you coming, Kim?"

"No. I’m gonna eat my chicken nuggets." I lifted a chicken finger with a smile. I knew what they wanted to do in the library, and it was not studying.

Riley noticed me sitting alone, reading manga on my phone as I dipped my chicken fingers. (Manga are Japanese comics.) He walked up to me and pushed a cookie my way.

"What's this?" I asked, confused.

"Really?" He raised his eyebrow. "You've never seen a cookie before?"

I chuckled, half annoyed. "I know what a cookie is. Why are you giving me your cookie?"

He took the cookie back, breaking it in half.

"I was taught to share, but I’ll go if you don’t want to." He started to get up, but I stopped him by grabbing his arm, forcing his cookie to fall to the ground.

He smiled. "Hmmm, you dropped my cookie. I guess you owe me, Kimmy. Date? Saturday at 6 p.m., I'll pick you up in front of the school." He walked off before getting my response. I held my nugget mid-bite as I watched him meet his friends at the front door.

I didn’t fully understand what had happened. All I knew was I had a date with who I would have considered to be the hottest guy in school. The school survey declared Niko the hottest guy...he won every year. Something about that olive complexion made you feel like you were walking through the sands of South Asia. Was there a lot of sand in South Asia? I wasn’t sure, but that’s what they wrote when Niko won. It was how he made the girls feel—not to mention he was also really sweet. I understood him winning one hundred percent, but my eyes were glued to Riley. For the rest of the day, I hung out with my other friends in the school.
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​Chapter 4: That Saturday 
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I stood in front of my laptop. "Okay, how’s this walk?" I walked past the screen.

Anah laughed. "What in the goofy is that? You gotta do that sim woohoo’d-off-my-lot walk." She chewed on her cereal, her hair in an Afro.

I swung my hips, mimicking the Sims in my furry heart shorts that Anah and I both had. "How about now? Do I look like hot shit?"

"You were born hot shit, baby!" she yelled while laughing. "Okay, do that walk. Did you even confirm this date? You only spoke once on Thursday, then yesterday he didn’t even sit near you or say hi to you." She pointed her fork at the screen with a snarl.     "Told you that bitch get on my nerve."

"Hey, hey! You don’t know him." I sat on my floor and pulled my legs under my bed to look at the camera, using my bed as my desk.

"You also don’t know him. Just saying," she chewed. "You’re missing our besties’ date for a guy... yuck."

"Don’t be a hater now, Fruity."

She snorted as she poured more Fruity Pebbles in her bowl. "I’m possessive, sue me." She looked off screen.   "That’s my mom and sister. I’m gonna see what’s happening and I’ll call you back. I love youuuu." She sang.

I cupped my face. "Tell your mom and Syn I say hi and I love you too, bitch!"

"Ahhhh." She stuck out her tongue, showing me her Fruity Pebbles before making a loud kissing sound and hanging up.

I laughed and yelled "ahhhh" with my tongue out.

I did a few twirls around my room before my stomach growled. I pinned my hair up and closed my laptop before leaving my bedroom and bumping into my mom.

"How’s Anah?" She hugged me.

I held onto her. "Lovely as always. Her mom is home."

"Oh? Is Synaya there as well?"

"Mmhmm..." I trailed off as we gave each other a knowing glance. We let go of each other before we raced down the stairs. She extended her foot as I jumped over. "SABOTAGE!" I yelled while laughing.

She held her stomach as she laughed. "Your hair looked so crazy. What are we eating, Musike?"

That was what my Ema called me, Musike, unless I was in trouble, then it was Kimille.

"What do you want?" I stood behind our kitchen island. She stretched in her cropped hoodie and loose-fitting sweatpants that complimented her small frame. With a careless toss of her naturally thick blond hair and flashing her siren-blue eyes at me,     "Musike," she pouted, "I suck at deciding what to eat. I’m craving what’s it called? Waffles?" Her accent was thick but understandable.

I laughed. "You’re such a child."

"Kuula sõna." She raised her finger with a laugh, basically telling me to behave.

"I’m listening, oh..." I trailed off as she began to get out the ingredients to make waffles.

"Hmm?"

"Anah was thinking maybe the date was canceled." I sat on the island.

She stopped everything she was doing and turned to me. "Why?"

"He didn’t speak to me yesterday, and never even asked for my number." I sighed.

She rolled her eyes. "Jerk. You should still go."

"You think so?"

"Yeah, he’d be dumb not to want to date my gorgeous girl." She cupped my face. "You go there and if he isn’t there you never speak to him again. We can easily go out... unless I’m too old to be cool." She chuckled, backing up, doing a clown dance.

"Ema, you’re probably TOO cool."

She scoffed. "Tell that to your Vanavanemad."

I shook my head. She was referring to my grandparents.

"It has been 15 years. I think I’m done playing messenger between you and those two."

She turned, stirring. "You shouldn’t have to, and I’m sorry you do, but I can’t talk to them. You’d think after 15 years they would talk to me again."

I picked up my phone and texted Anah back before looking at her. "Mmhmm, but they are... old school. I don’t think many parents would be happy if their 16-year-old daughter got pregnant by some 18-year-old Irish musician and decided to leave the CONTINENT with him." I expressed, drilling in the continent part.
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