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The truth was, I was in love with him. Avery and I had been friends since we were three years old. He'd always been by my side. Our moms had met at a parent and tot coffee group. Avery had been shy by my mom's recollection, but I was taken with him. They'd set up playdates for us.

My first memory of Avery would be when we were around five. He took one of my fire engines while it was attending a fire. He'd thrown my whole scene off. He didn't even like fire engines. He preferred my sister's dolls and dress-up clothing. You were more likely to see Avery dressed in a tutu and tiara than you were to see him playing with cars.

I'd always liked that about Avery. His feminine side. I was sad to see it disappear as our elementary school days unfolded. Avery was teased relentlessly until he began to hide who he truly was inside. My best friend was badgered into giving up his identity.

The bullying didn't stop, though. Avery tried to fit in. To dress like the other boys. To talk and act like them. It crushed my soul to see my friend suffering. I became his protector in high school. He didn't fill out like I did. He was willowy and needed someone to stand up for him.

I lost count of how many times I fought some guy who had threatened him. It was after one of those fights, when Avery was attending to my injuries, that I realized something.
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