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Virgin No More: Little Sarah

By J.M. Christopher

 


I was in my first year of colleges, studying
theater when it happened. You never think it will happen to you
until it does, but it did and I have to say that I am a better
person for it now.

Back then I was a petite blonde, with
smallish breasts, and a slender waist. My huge blue eyes and
heart-shaped face made me look a lot younger than my eighteen
years—and some have even compared me to one of those anime
girls.

It was only my first week on campus. I’d only
just gotten settled into my new dorm room, feeling a little
homesick because it was my first time away from home, when my
roommate walked in for the first time.

Her name was Tania, and she was obviously not
a freshman, because she seemed perfectly at ease, knowing where
everything went even before she walked in. Everything, that was,
except me.

“Hey, where’s Katie?” she asked, eyeing me
with some suspicion, as if I had something to do with the girl’s
disappearance.

I shrugged. “Who’s Katie?”

“My roommate,” Tania answered quickly.

“I’m sorry,” I said, looking around and
wondering if I would have to pack all my stuff up again—not that
there was much to begin with. “This is where they told me I was
rooming.”

She put down a bag on her bed and looked me
over when a boy walked in behind her. I shouldn’t even use the term
“boy” he was definitely all man. This guy had to be pushing thirty,
and as he came in, he was carrying a large box of Tania’s
stuff.

“Hey, Tan,” he said as he dropped the box on
the desk nearest the door. “I just heard, Katie didn’t come back
this year.”

“I am quickly beginning to realize that,” she
said, never taking my eyes off me.

As she looked me over, I couldn’t help but
feel uncomfortable. These girls were obviously friends, and the
Tania, I was apparently an intruder. Nothing could have made me
feel more uncomfortable than I was at that moment.

“So, what’s your name?” she asked, brushing a
lock of her dark, and obviously dyed, hair from her face.

“Sarah,” I muttered, still feeling a little
nervous around her.

“Well, I’m Tania,” she introduced herself,
smiling at me for the first time. She extended her hand to shake
it, and I accepted, starting to feel a little bit better. Then she
pointed to the boy. “This is my boyfriend, Ronny.”

“Nice to meet you,” I said.

“Sorry about all this. I was just expecting
Katie to be here. We became really close last year—all three of us.
It’s kind of disappointing she won’t be with us again. But I’m sure
we’ll get to be good friends too.”

I nodded, not sure what else I could say.

They continued bringing in Tania’s stuff and
then they started unpacking. I mostly stayed out of the way.

Every once in a while, Ronny would come over
to me—mostly when Tania wasn’t in the room—and he would talk to
me.

“So, where you from?” he would ask.

“Florida,” I told him.

“Must be cold up here for you then. I know of
ways to keep you warm on even the coldest nights.”
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