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Dakota stood in the doorway of the bathroom,
still dripping wet, and staring at the surprised face of her
roommate Kylie who was supposed to have been spending the weekend
at her boyfriends. Her secret was open for Kylie to see and the
girl was currently very fixated on its still wet, limp form. The
perfect weekend alone was ruined, but that was the least of her
concerns as she saw images of herself being kicked out of the
college and potentially worse occurring.

 


“Oh hell NO!” Kylie stated loudly, keeping
her voice barely below a yell.

 


Dakota’s lower lip quivered before being
gently held between her teeth. She quietly wrapped the robe around
her slender body, tying it tightly about her waist. Her eyes
followed Kylie into the room, watching as her roommate threw her
duffel upon her bed.

 


Kylie went straight for her closet, diving
deep into the back and rummaging about before pulling an object
free. It was a bottle of Smirnoff peach vodka that she held by the
neck. With a quick twist she cracked the seal upon it and looked
over at Dakota.

 


“Gimme a second, this shit is just too much
to deal with sober,” she said while shaking her head as if to rid
of a bad thought.

 


Ruby lips wrapped around the opening of the
bottle as she lifted it up. Her throat moved slightly as she took
two long swallows of the drink. When the bottle came free of her
lips, her eyes screwed tight, and she coughed several times.

 


“God I forgot how much that shit burns when
straight. Burns but damn I need that.” She looked up at Dakota and
offered up the bottle. “Want some? I have a feeling this is going
to be a conversation best lubed with alcohol.”

 


“I…I’ve never drank before,” Dakota said, at
the moment just glad that it was going to be a conversation for the
moment.

 


“First time for everything sweetie. If you’re
going to hang with the girls you better be able to drink like one,”
Kylie said before taking another swig off of the bottle and
offering it up again.

 


“I guess,” she said, a little quiver in her
voice. Dakota’s fingers wrapped around the glass bottle and brought
it to her lips, lifting it just enough to take a sip. Quickly she
tried to swallow it down and began to cough at the burning
sensation going down her throat.

 


“Ugh, that stuff is wicked!” Dakota exclaimed
once she felt able to speak again.

 


“Not quite as wicked as breaking up with your
boyfriend because he’s a worthless asshole only to come back to
your dorm and find out your roommate is a guy,” Kylie said
flatly.

 


Something just snapped in Dakota. “I am not a
man!” She nearly yelled but quickly caught herself.

 


Kylie blinked a couple of times, caught back
on her heels by the sudden outburst from her normally docile
roommate. Dakota decided to press her advantage and continued
on.

 


“I am not a man,” She said more calmly, “I am
a woman and I have lived as a girl since I was five. I’ve been on
hormones for three years now. I am not a man. If you wish a better
definition, I am a pre-op transsexual.”

 


Kylie took the bottle of vodka back, downed a
long draw off of it, and sat for a few moments with the bottle
resting in her lap and her eyes closed. She took a few breaths
through her nose and blew them out slowly through pursed lips.

 


“I’m sorry,” she said demurely. “I over
reacted.”

 


Dakota just sighed and retied the robe,
ensuring it was covering as much as it would. She’d purposely
bought a terry cloth robe that went down to just below her knees
instead of one of the satin robes that beckoned from the rack with
promises of feeling sexy and wanted. The joyous mood of being alone
was now crushed with fears that Kylie would soon be rushing off to
talk to the Resident Assistant, or RA as they usually called her.
Quietly she mentally chided herself for wanting the full college
experience instead of doing the smart thing and taking online
courses through her community college. At least then she could have
transferred in as a commuter student and gotten an apartment to
herself.

 


“So is there any way I can make it up to
you?” asked Kylie in a tone just above a whisper.

 


“I…I don’t know. Is there any chance you
would be willing to not report me?” Dakota asked, her eyes moist
with hope.

 


“I suppose we could work something out along
those lines.” She chewed her lower lip for a moment. “Honestly I
was thinking of dinner first, maybe another bottle of vodka. My
treat. We can use my fake id to get one. There’s a lot that we need
to discuss, get to know each other, no secrets. I can’t handle more
secrets. Secrets caused me to come back here, secrets have caused
me to yell at you and say things I would have wished I didn’t say.
No more secrets.”

 


“No more secrets then,” Dakota reiterated,
“Dinner sounds fine. What do you propose?”

 


“Pizza. Easy enough and we can be back here
in a reasonable enough period of time to be able to hash this out.
I think we can be reasonable enough. But uh, would you mind
changing in the bathroom for now? It’s just a bit much to take in,”
Kylie stated.

 


“Yeah, sure, I’ve been doing that anyways.
Well, except when I thought you were out of town. Just…give me a
moment and I’ll be ready,” Dakota said as she got up to pick up her
clothes.

 


“Honey, if you’re really a girl it’ll be more
than a moment.” Kylie offered a weak smile at the poor joke.

 


“Well, if you don’t mind I put on some
eyeliner?” Dakota asked warily.

 


“Girls best friend. Well, one of them at
least.” She offered back, her face looking a tad more relaxed.

 


“Okay, maybe two moments then,” Dakota gave
her a faint smile and quickly went into their shared bathroom.

 


Inside she took her time to wash her face,
patting her eyes with a cool washcloth to try to soothe them.
Dakota could hear Kylie rustling around in the room and for the
moment she wasn’t sure if that was a good or a bad thing. All she
knew is that the fun weekend alone she’d had planned had gone up in
smoke and her hope was that her college career didn’t quickly
follow it. She drew in a deep breath through her nose, held it for
a few moments, and then slowly pushed it out through pursed
lips.
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