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			Introduction

			Why is it that some people immediately irritates you even if you’ve just met them for the very first time? Sounds improbable or unreasonable but, alas, it’s true. C’mon, admit it! For no apparent reason you instantly dislike a person the moment you meet him or her. Just like that, your blood boils and your temperature rises the moment you meet the person. Don’t feel guilty. Most of the time, the feeling is mutual.

			So what’s the reason? The reason is because you and that person have been nemesis in your previous life. Huh, really! What’s the explanation, you’d likely ask?

			Well, according to reincarnation blah-blah-blah, when you are reborn, a part of your consciousness continues to exist into your new life. It may be partial, or it is the entire awareness that is infused into your brand new mind. That explains the dé·jà vu, the series of unconnected events and everything that seems so familiar even though you’re encountering them for the very first time.

			So if you meet somebody for the very first time and your blood is boiling instantly, don’t fret. It only means that you are meeting your nemesis again, a sworn enemy in your previous life. Your hatred for each other, like cats and dogs, has spilled over to your new lives.

			ABMeneses

		


		
			** 1 **

			Ka-Boom!

			“Hmmmp! Just look at that girl, She’s acting prima dona as if she is the epitome of beauty, which makes me wonder if she is disillusioned because SHE DEFINITELY IS NOT  — not by a long shot!”

			This is what Denise overheard from a group of students hanging around the entrance of the Fine Arts building. She took a quick glance around and saw that not a single student was within hearing distance of the group, thus, is certain she’s the one the group is targeting. Still, she brushed it aside.

			“Oops, no, I’m being too presumptuous. Maybe I’m not the one they are talking about.”

			But then again, she heard more snide comments seemingly mocking her. Her heart raced, but she made an effort to remain composed, let it pass and just walk away. However the tirades continued.

			“Bro, look at her walk. She’s strutting like she’s the manager or a CEO of a company? Hahaha!”

			“Who does she think she is…Kim Ji Won? Hehehehe. Hohoho!”

			“Huh! The Queen of Tears? She’s more likely…the Queen of Fears! Ahahahahaha!”

			“Ugh! They are really talking about me!” Denise fumed. “Perhaps they thought that because I am in their territory, they could bully me. Well, they’ve picked the wrong girl.”

			Making a swift 180 degree turn, she went back to confront the group. Despite her simmering anger, she still tried to contain her emotions.

			“Hrrrmmp! Ahem, excuse me, guys...excuse me!”.

			The group didn’t even acknowledge her presence. Rudely, they turned their backs on her, and continued their stream of conversation while laughing loudly. They were genuinely trying to irritate her.

			Denise is at her breaking point.

			“Hey, you arrogant guys, why are you making fun of me?”

			“Maybe it’s because you’re funny! Ha! Ha! Ha!” the apparent leader said nonchalantly.

			The group laughed harder.

			Denise became even more exasperated and directly confronted the man.

			“HEY, Mister, you who think he’s high and mighty, but in reality you’re rude and have no manners  — if you can’t do anything right and if you’re tired of living...can you please leave me out of it?!!!”

			“Ha! Ha! Ha! Looks like this babe has amazonian blood in her! Ha Ha! Ha!”

			“Babe? Huh, where? Ha! Ha! Ha! Bro, I think you need to have your eyes checked. I don’t see any babe’s around anywhere!”

			“Ha! Ha! Ha!”

			“Oh, well...if I’m rude and have no manners then who’s acting prima donna here while being lost in our building! Hey, Miss Feeling Beautiful  — who’s definitely NOT...this is the Fine Arts Building! The Commerce Building is located behind the Main Building! Ha! Ha! Ha! That’s where your building is. Maybe you’re lost or maybe you don’t know how to read, or because...YOU ARE FEELING SO ENTITLED! Ha! Ha! Ha!”

			Denise was tittering in anger. She clenched her hands into a fist, looked at the man straight in the eyes, ready to throw a punch.

			“Hey, Mister RUDE...I know this is the Fine Arts building! This is really where I’m supposed to be! I’m cross-enrolling, that’s why I’m here. At least, you know what cross-enrolling means, right?”

			“HAH...You’re not just grumpy, you’re also insulting our intelligence! You think you’re way above us? Do you think Fine Arts students like us...don’t have brains...and only know how to draw?”

			“HA! HA! HA! Bro, maybe she thinks we just know how to paint on the streets and cemeteries!”

			“Why, do we look like grave diggers? Ahhahahaha!”

			“Excuse me, Miss  — did you say...YOU’RE GOING TO ENROLL HERE? Oh, Miss, please have mercy on us, can you enroll in another college instead? We’ll really be in misery if you enroll here!? And, we don’t accept...GRUMPY people here! Ha! Ha! Ha! Including snobbish people like you! Ha! Ha! Ha!”

			Denise was getting ready to punch the guy when a handsome man suddenly intervened between them. He faced the hooligans and scolded them.

			“Guys...please stop this bullying. You know this is not right. And...hey  — you’re picking on a girl. Aren’t you ashamed of yourselves? Have some decency.”

			After that, he turned around to face Denise.

			“Miss, I’m very sorry. On behalf of all the Fine Arts students...please excuse this group of immature misfits and their childish behavior. I wish to assure you...not all Fine Arts students are like them. No, no, noooo  — not at all! In fact, I believe that only these four, ahhh, I don’t know what to call them, have crude etiquettes. Also, just don’t mind them because I daresay believe they haven’t eaten their lunch yet, that’s why they’re acting like they are from the planet of the apes...Ha! Ha! Ha! Please forgive them!”

			“Asssuuussss! Good boy enters again!”

			* * * * * * * * * *

			“Oops, let’s take a break from the story for a little while. I think by now you’re getting the vibes on how it feels to meet your mortal enemy in your present lifetime. The hate is there at first sight. Your blood (and your nemesis, of course) boils immediately for no reason at all. 

			Okay, so now let’s focus on the opposite of being mortal enemies. The kind wherein when you meet this person, you immediately feel so comfortable. And if it happens that you’re of the opposite gender, then automatically, love will be in the air, won’t it? It’s like destiny or fate or whatever you want to call it, but for sure, both of you will end up together. And when this happens...ahiiiii! your love life will surely be happy ever after.

			Okay, back to the story…

			* * * * * * * * * *

			Denise was stunned when she looked at the man who intervened for her, the Good Boy as she heard them call him. His teeth sparkled as she smiled at her with all his charm. Her knees quivered and weakened at this sight. In a flash she forgot her anger.

			“WOW! From what planet did this yummy Adonis come from? The Good Boy they say? More like an angel to me to be honest. He’s so perfectly handsome, sooooo dashing, oozing with sex appeal  — and to top it all, he even came to my rescue!!! Hallelujah, is this all a dream, am I dreaming?”

			“Miss...miss? Everything’s okay already, you can go on your way now. I’ll make sure these misfits won’t follow and bother you anymore.” 

			He turned to the group and pleaded.

			“C’mon, guys...enough is enough...let’s be sensible about this. Your behavior reflects poorly on our college. You should know better...”

			“Wooooo! You’re such a buzzkill, Good Boy...whooo! Bad trip, yeah...you’re such a hassle!!!” They replied defiantly but started moving away.

			Denise was so enamored with Good Boy that she didn’t even take notice of the bullies anymore. She could only focus on her hero who had come and rescued her. She felt like she was in seventh heaven.

			The man’s sweet voice snapped her back to reality. 

			“Miss, Miss...are you okay? Ummm...like I said, it’s alright already. You can go now...those idiots won’t bother you anymore.”

			“T-Thank you!” 

			Denise could only utter these words as she was in awe of her hero. Although she didn’t want to leave, there was no more reason for her to stay. Her legs were objecting as she walked away, stealing glances at the man as she moved farther away.

			“God, did You send one of Your angels to personally watch over me? Oh my gosh! Is he my knight in shining armor...MY SOULMATE  — is he the ONE? Oh, no! Oh, yes! Oh, no! OH, YESSSSS!!! Yes, yes, yeeeesssss!!!”

			* * * * * * * * * *

			Denise is a Mass Communication student studying in UST. She’s not feeling well on the first days of enrollment and was only able to go to school on the very last day of enlistment. Alas, three of the subjects she needed for the semester were already filled. Thankfully, she learned that the subjects are still available in the Fine Arts department. She sought their college dean’s permission and was allowed cross-enroll in the Fine Arts department. However, the enrollment was done for the day so she had to come back the following day. 

			Fearing the subjects will be closed out again, Denise left home early to avoid traffic and be the first in line. Unfortunately a lot of untimely mishaps came her way. The traffic was horrendous because of the heavy rain. Adding to her misery is a collision between a bus and a jeep at an intersection just one block away from UST.

			She decided to walk and in her haste to get off the bus, her blouse got entangled with a loose railing and was torn. Along the way, she stepped on mud. With all that has happened, she couldn’t help but have a short fuse with the people who bullied her.

			* * * * * * * * * *

			Mercifully, everything was uneventful after her brush with the wackos, as she called them. She was lucky enough to still find open spots and enroll in the subjects that she needed, mainly Theology, Business Math, and English.

			“Thank you, Lord! Even though this day started with misfortunes and problems, You still did not abandon me and helped me enroll! Thank You, God...thank You! Thank You also for sending down an angel from heaven! Lord, he is so handsome...he’s almost like a Barbie Doll -- no, a Ken Doll...he’s a man! Hi! Hi! Hi! God, can I make a request...can we meet again...and...can we get to know each other more intimately! I feel like he’s ‘The One’ for me...my long-lost soulmate! It’s not just a feeling, Lord  — I’m definitely sure that he’s the one for me. Oh, my gosh...he’s so handsome and sexy. He smells so good too  — I bet he’s great to hug and cuddle with. Hi! Hi! Hi! Promise, God...if we become a couple, I’ll walk on my knees in Quiapo Church every Sunday! Even three times! Hi! Hi! Hi!”

		


		
			** 2 **

			War of Attrition

			“Ma, Pa, is it true that there’s really a soulmate for you in your life?” Denise asked.

			“Soulmate? What’s that?” Papa answered uninterested while reading a newspaper.

			“Oh, my goodness, your Papa...it’s evident that he’s not interested,” Mama said, admonishing her husband. “It’s the PBA championship and his mind is only filled with the results of the basketball games! Hoy, Jaime, your child is asking for our permission to get married!”

			Papa suddenly jumped up. “Whaaat? My little child getting married already? Why didn’t I know about this, Gina...WHEN, WHEN??!!!”

			“Ayiiieee! Calm down, Jaime! Your child is not getting married yet. I’m just joking to get your attention — she’s just asking about her soulmate! Oh, it’s hopeless my child...better still, don’t mind your Papa. You won’t get a proper answer from him!”

			Papa just smiled and went back to reading his newspaper.

			Mama faced Denise. 

			“Uhm, you’re quite right, honey. They say that you have a destined soulmate in your life  — if you are lucky enough to find him! “

			“Wow, that’s hard. With so many people, how will I find him?” Denise said.

			“Apparently, you have many soulmates — not just one,” Mama explained. “It would be difficult if you only had one soulmate. What if he’s at the end of Timbuktu...then you two have no hope of meeting each other, don’t you agree?”

			“That’s true,” Denise agreed. “But how will I know if someone is my soulmate? Are there signs or signals...hihihi! Maybe a signboard?”

			“(Giggle) None, none! You will just feel it...you will just feel it,” Mama replied. When you meet your soulmate, it’s a perfect match for you. Like putting together a puzzle...your measurements fit exactly with each other.

			“Huh!? How?”

			“Isn’t it that sometimes, even if you don’t know someone yet, you already feel comfortable with them? Like, you’ve known them for a long time and you’re already comfortable with them.”

			“Like, your heart feels close to them already?”

			“That’s exactly it,” Mama agreed.

			“Uyy! Like the handsome guy I met when I enrolled,” Denise thought and got thrilled.

			“Oh, why are you blushing?” Mama asked.

			Denise blurted out, “Woah! Wait, wait, wait! Does that mean, Mama...if I meet my soulmate and marry him...my love life will be a guaranteed happy ever after?”

			“Mmmm, apparently that’s how it seems!”

			Denise couldn’t help but feel thrilled, with her eyes sparkling.

			It didn’t escape Mama’s notice.

			“Ahem! Wait, wait...why did you suddenly become interested in these things, my child?”

			“Hihihi! Nothing, Ma...nothing. Just curious...curious...!!!!!” Denise denied while trying to hide her smile.

			* * * * * * * * * *

			Denise was out of breath when she arrived at her Theology class. The Commerce building was a bit far from the Fine Arts building and she only had a 15-minute allowance to get there from her previous class. She had to really run to avoid being late. She arrived just in time to submit her class card to their professor. She sat in the front row seeing nobody sitting there.

			A little later, she sensed someone in the back. She glanced at him sideways and her heart nearly jumped when she realized who was sitting behind her.

			“Ahiiiii! Ahiiii! God...God...Y-You granted my request! Thank you, thank you! Oh, my God, I can’t believe it...my knight in shining armor, my soulmate...is here...and he’s even my classmate! Whheeeeee! Thank you, Lord...thank you! Enrique Gil, Ian Veneracion, John Lloyd...Park Bogum...is it you? Hah! Hah! God...I feel like I’m about to faint from excitement!”

			She couldn’t believe it when he spoke to her in his sweet modulated.

			“Miss? Hi...hello!”

			“Huh! Ha-hi! A-Are you talking to me?” Denise pretended to be surprised as she tried to control her body from shaking with excitement.

			“Yes, it’s you. If I remember right, weren’t you the girl in front of our building last week...during enrollment? The one those hooligans in uniform were harassing, right? I’m the guy who...”

			“Y-Yes...the one who rescued me! Yes, of course I remember you. I mean, how can I forget...you were the one who saved me from those bullies. If it weren’t for you, they might not have left me alone, and I might not have been able to enroll. Thank you again. (Clears throat) I’m sorry too...I wasn’t able to thank you properly. I was in a hurry to enroll and...”

			She regained her composure and stopped herself from continuing. She scolded  herself,

			“Hey, Denise...get yourself together! You’re about to spill your whole life story! Don’t let it show that you’re giddy with excitement! Hi! Hi! Hi! Be a little more demure! Hi! Hi! Hi!”

			Good boy then addressed her.

			“Oh, it’s really nothing. I really can’t stand seeing a girl being bullied, especially someone as beautiful as you! There’s no way I would let that slide. And yes, I’m sorry again for that incident. In this time and age, it’s embarrassing to know that there are still some who...even in college...act immaturely! I hope you don’t think that all Fine Arts students are like them.”

			“Oh, no, not at all!” Denise quickly replied, then stopped and scolded herself, “Hey, Denise, get yourself together! Don’t let it show that you’re so kinikilig (giddy)!” 

			She spoke again, this time in a controlled voice, “Uhumm...uhmm...what I mean is...they have to thank you for that...I mean...if it weren’t for you, I really might have had the wrong impression of your college,” she replied demurely.

			“Please don’t. Don’t do that. I assure you...we are everything but that! Anyway, that’s in the past...it’s not worth discussing anymore. What’s important is today...and the fact that you are here.”

			Denise smiled shyly, but inside, her heart was jumping uncontrollably. If there wasn’t anyone watching her, she would have been screaming and shouting in ecstasy.

			The man gave her a sweet smile. Denise felt like melting from where she sat.

			The man continued.

			“Ahumm...I hope you don’t take this the wrong way...but I’ve been thinking about you since that day. I feel like there’s some sort of connection between you and me. I don’t know what it is...but I can feel it!”

			“OH MY GOSH! We feel the same vibes!” Denise excitedly said to herself. “He really is my soulmate. Ahiiiii!”

			“So when you came into our room...I couldn’t help but feel very happy! Wow! Is this true, I said to myself. An angel just dropped down from the sky for me. How lucky can I be! I hope that doesn’t bother you.”

			“(Giggle!) N-No, not at all. I’m flattered to know that,” Denise replied softly while squirming in her seat.

			“Uhumm...By the way...I’ve noticed that, ever since you entered...you seem to be alone  — am I right?  — and you don’t seem to know anyone here. Are you enrolled in this subject?”

			Denise nodded her head.

			“Really!!!” the man exclaimed joyfully. “Well then...as class president, let me personally welcome you to our class!”

			Denise felt even more thrilled and thought to herself.

			“My God, I am so lucky that my prince charming is here...and he’s the one who welcomed me -- and he’s even the class president! He’s handsome...nice and very accommodating. Ahiiii!!! What more could I ask for? Thank you, God! Ahahahay...if this is just a dream...I don’t want to wake up!”

			“Miss...Miss?”

			“Hah! A...e...Y-Yes...Yes...I’m also enrolled in this subject and in Math and English...in your section. Actually, my course is Mass Communication, but the three subjects were already full in our college, so I requested to cross-enroll here. Lucky for me that I was allowed. Ahhh...I’m Denise...Denise Lauchengco!”

			“Den...Denise...Lauchengco? R-Really? I mean, is that really your name?”

			“Y-Yes...why, is there something wrong with my name?”

			The class president looked at her, slightly puzzled.

			“Mmmmm...actually, there’s this thing, because...Ha! Ha! Ha! It’s such a coincidence...you won’t believe it...”

			He didn’t finish what he was saying when the professor spoke.

			“May I have your attention, class? I will now check the attendance. Please answer loudly to acknowledge it.”

			The man sighed.

			“(Sigh!) I’ll tell you later. This professor is quite grumpy, he might notice us and scold us.”

			The guy retreated to his seat, leaving Denise wondering.

			“I wonder what it is? Does he have a favorite name...is my name special to him? Ahiiiiiii, I’m getting butterflies again in my stomach!”

		


		
			** 3 **

			Enter the Dragons

			Of course, naturally just like in the movies, if there is a hero, then it follows that there also should be villains. Why? Of course, then there will be no drama and the love story would be boooooooooring.

			The Professor was about to start the attendance when four rowdy students suddenly entered, teasing and pushing each other while walking towards their seats. The noise caught the attention of the professor, who testily called them out.

			“Excuse me, excuse me, young mens...do you belong to my class?” 

			The group replied almost simultaneously, “YES, SIR!” 

			The professor then chastised them.

			“Is that so? Then I would like you to behave...if you want to stay in my class.” 

			The four quickly quieted down as if doused with cold water.

			“Harruump! I’m glad we understand each other this early. Take note, if you want to stay in my class...then you better learn to toe the line  — MY LINE, UNDERSTOOD?!!” 

			The four berated students nodded meekly like obedient sheep.

			“Okay, if there’s no other distraction coming from you, can you please pass your class cards to me. I’m going to start calling the attendance in a minute.” 

			The four students approached and handed their class cards to the professor. Denise was utterly dismayed because she recognized one of them. He’s  the leader of this very group who had bullied her last week. 

			“(Groan!) Why is it like this? Why did they have to ruin a perfectly great beginning! Why did these troublemakers have to be here? Haaiisss! It’s so annoying...and it looks like I’ll have these immature hooligans as my classmates!”

			Good boy immediately noticed it. He gently squeezed her hands before speaking. 

			“(Sigh!) Yes, unfortunately...they are the same notorious ones who bullied you last week. And...I’m sorry to say they also belong in this class therefore, uhm, also your classmates!”

			Denise bowed her head in frustration. She felt very upset. 

			“I know how you’re feeling, and I can’t blame you,” good boy said. “Even we ourselves, the students in this class, are very much pissed and irritated with that group...what with their immaturity and crazy antics. But don’t worry about them, Denise, I’m here, and I promise...I won’t let you down. I will be here to protect you from them,” he calmly promised.

			Denise heard enough to forget her anger and replace it with excitement. 

			“Wow! I already have a defender! He’s really my knight in shining armor. Ahhheee...his hands are so soft...like marshmallows  — should I bite them? Hi! Hi! Hi!!”

			She noticed that the four were looking in her direction, whispering and laughing. Denise just closed her eyes and tried to compose herself.

			“(Sigh!) Class hasn’t even started yet and it looks like they are scheming something against me already. Why is it always like this...when there’s a hero, should it follow that there must also be villains?”

			She eyed the apparent leader of the group.

			“Uhhhh...he must be my notorious enemy from the past. What could have happened in our past lives that he hates me that much? Oh, what if that pest is the reincarnations of Lapu-Lapu and I’m Magellan? Does it mean I will be defeated? No, nooooo!!! Wait a minute, why should I let him defeat me? Whatever happened before, it’s different now! Today, he and his friends are nothing but a bunch of immature freaks! Yes, nothing to be afraid of! You can do this, Denise, you can do this!”

			She turned to the guy beside her and asked.

			“Who are they?”

			“That group? They are nothing...just parasites in our class. And you know what? They have the gall to call themselves the (yuck!) Fab4  — as if anybody cares! Sheesh! The nerve of those people.”

			“Fab4? Isn’t that one of the popular names the Beatles are called?”

			“Well, you are right! Those four idiots are super Beatles’ fanatics through and through. Even though it’s been ages since the Beatles last became popular  — they still worship the group. Gosh! And they even likened themselves to the group. They have the audacity to think they LOOK similar to the Beatles. Sheessh! Aside from their mop hairs, I don’t see any resemblance. I don’t even know why  — there’s nothing fabulous about them or anything! More like...the Freak 4. Don’t you agree with me?”

			“Hihihi! I agree with that. It suits them!” Denise agreed, giggling.

			The class president continued.

			“Hahaha! I’m glad you see the humor in it. Anyway, don’t mind them. They are nothing but a nuisance in our class. They are all bark and no bite  — if you get what I mean.”

			Denise nodded her head.

			“They’re so pretentious...they’re so confident, but they don’t have anything to show for it! Did you know that...last semester when they were just new to our section, they had the nerve to run for class officers!”

			“Really? Is that allowed?”

			“Actually, it is. But as newcomers, you would expect them to lie low first and not have the audacity to run as officers. They should be ashamed, right?”

			“Yes, of course!” Denise replied.  “You mean to say, even though they were new, they had the gall to run as officers in your class? They really have some nerves there. What happened? Don’t tell me they won?!!”

			“Hahahaha! No way! That will never happen in our class. We’re a close-knit family here  — and we don’t accept them as family. They lost in all the positions they aspired for...in very humiliating and crushing ways!”

			“Hihihi! Good for them. Serves them right!”

			“Anyway, just ignore them. Don’t mind their nonsense. (Sigh!) We were doing just fine...and then they came in and ruined everything. But still, despite their unwelcome interruption, I can’t deny that welcoming you has been a great pleasure for me. It’s so nice to finally get to know you, Denise! Uhum, well, Mass Communications’ loss is our gain! Oh, that explains why your uniform is different from ours. Hey, wait...how rude of me! I’ve been talking to you and I haven’t even introduced myself. Uhummm...I’m Antonio Morales III...your class president...and at your service! Would you like me to introduce you to the rest of the class later?”

			“Antonio Morales III...Wow! That’s a very nice name. (Haaayyyy!) Oh yeah! Yes, yes...I’d like that very much, for you to introduce me to the rest of the class. Thank you.”

			Their conversation was interrupted when the professor started calling out the names of the students.

			“De Leon, Noel!”

			“Present!”

			“Dagsa, Maridel!”

			“Present!”

			“Pancratius, David!”

			“Present, Sir!”

			“Meneses, Gwyneth!”

			“Present”

			“Morales, Antonio the third”

			“Here, Sir!”

			And the roll call continued. Almost halfway through the list, Denise heard her name being called.

			“Lauchengco, Den...”

			“Present!” Denise immediately answered, raising her hand. She was surprised when someone from the other side simultaneously answered.

			“Present, Sir!”

			“...nis?” Professor ended up perplexed.

			Denise looked around to see where the other voice had come from. She was exasperated to see it came from the leader of the group she despised.

			“Haaiisst! The class is just starting...and they’re already beginning to make fun of me. Lord, please give me strength and the right mindset to face and fight this challenge.” 

			She gave the leader a look that could kill and their eyes met.

		


		
			** 4 **

			Why, Oh Why?

			“Why is this happening?” Denise couldn’t help but feel agitated seeing her nemesis. “Hiss! Oh my, oh my...really! It’s only the class’ first day and he’s already getting on my nerves. Sheesh! What did I do to deserve his irritating presence  — what does he want? Gosh! And he even had the nerve to look at me when he’s the one causing trouble?!!” 

			She couldn’t take it anymore, so she stood up and approached the group.

			“Denise, wait!” Antonio tried to stop her, but it was too late.

			Trying to control her anger, she confronted the man. 

			“Mister (sigh!), I don’t know who you are, but...can you please stop harassing me? Please...stop these childish acts. It’s not funny anymore...and it’s starting to irritate me! Can you please act your age!”

			“Wait...wait, Miss? Are you talking to me? What did I do?”

			“Oh, can’t you stop acting innocent, Mister Immature? Everyone knows what you are doing! Please stop it  — please redirect your immaturity and crazy antics towards someone else?!” 

			Before he could respond, the professor called them both to come in front.

			Denise was very upset as she approached the professor. It’s her first day and already the professor has singled her out already together with her adversary.

			Wanting to gain the initiative, Denise immediately launched into the offensive. 

			“Sir, I’m sorry. I really didn’t like to cause a commotion in your class. But this guy...this guy here, sir...is the culprit  — ever since we’ve met, he’d done everything to annoy me!”

			“ME? W-What did I do to annoy you?” the guy exclaimed.

			“Wait, wait, calm down, both of you. Okay...what’s the problem with him?” the professor asked.

			“Sir, you see this guy...has been bullying and harassing me since last week! As you can see, he is still continuing to bully me. When you called my name earlier, he pretended to be me just to irritate me!” Denise explained.

			“What? Pretending? Hey, Miss...” the guy began to complain.

			“Wait, wait, stop it you two! I’m starting to understand the problem now.” the professor said. He checked the class cards again. Then he faced Denise and asked, “What’s your name again?”

			“Denise Lauchengco, sir!”

			“What?!” the man exclaimed.

			“Why, what’s wrong with you? Are you jealous of my name?!” Denise angrily retorted.

			“Wait, wait, wait, young lady...don’t get ahead of yourself,” the professor tried to calm her down. “Well, it seems, Miss Lauchengco...it just so happens...(chuckle!) improbable as it is...this guy happens to have the same name as you,” said the professor.

			“Huh!!! He has the same name as me?!” Denise couldn’t believe it.

			“We’re namesakes?” the guy exclaimed. “Are you sure you’re not mistaken?”

			The professor nodded and smiled. 

			“Sheeesh! What kind of bad luck is this?” the two of them cried out simultaneously. 

			The whole class couldn’t help but burst into fits of laughter. 

			“Ha! Ha! Ha! Hi! Hi! Hi! Ho! Ho! Ho!”

			“QUIET! QUIET!” yelled the professor angrily. The laughter ceased but a few giggles can still be heard.

			“Okay! Well, it seems that...the impossible happened!”  explained the professor. “The almost zero percent chance of having the same name  — and in the same class, no less  — happened here! Believe it or not...you both have the same name!”

			“Sir, are you sure we have the same name? Maybe you made a mistake?” the two of them uttered simultaneously again.

			This brought the class to a new fit of laughter. 

			“QUIET! If I hear anyone laughing again, I will penalize all of you!” The professor shouted but couldn’t help but shake his head and grin. 

			“Okay...okay, let’s take it one name at a time,” he said, appearing to be serious but with a twinkle in his eyes. “What’s your name again, young lady? Your complete name, including your middle initial.”

			“Denise M. Lauchengco, sir!”

			“Your middle initial is M, and your name Denise is spelled  D, E, N, I, S, E  — right?”

			“Yes, sir.”

			“And what about you, young man, what’s your complete name?”

			“Dennis G. Lauchengco, sir!”

			“Okay, now in your case, your middle initial is G, and your name Dennis is spelled  D, E, N, N, I, S  — am I right?”

			“Y-Yes, sir.”

			The professor examined the class cards again carefully before facing them again.

			“Okay, so that explains everything, doesn’t it! Your names may differ in spelling a little...but you have to face the fact that your names sounds similar to each other!” explained the professor.

			Denise and Dennis stared dumbly at each other and at the same time shook their heads in exasperation. Almost simultaneously, they took a deep breath and sigh. The professor noticed it and exclaimed.

			“Wait...are you sure you are not related to each other?”

			“NO, SIR!” the two said again in unison. They glared at each other before simultaneously speaking again, “NO WAY! WE’RE SURE...” and then they both stopped.

			The teacher chuckled and cracked a joke.

			“Ha! Ha! Ha! You’re not related, but you’re saying almost the same thing! Maybe...mmm...what’s it called...ahh, yes  — MAYBE YOU ARE SOULMATES? Ha! Ha! Ha!”

			The whole class couldn’t hold back their laughter once again. Denise turned crimson, while Dennis’ face reddened. Neither of them liked the joke of the professor and remained silent.

			Professor silenced the whole class again. 

			“Okay, okay. We all have our laughs. Let’s be serious now. You two, go back to your seats so we can finish this attendance.”

			As she went back to her seat, Denise still couldn’t believe that she had the same name as her nemesis. She was beside herself as she went back to her seat.

			Denise let out a deep sigh. 

			“Ugh! What is this? He has the same name as me! God, what kind of a joke is this? There are so many names...so many possible namesakes...why him?! Ugh!”

			Her anger subsided when she saw Antonio waiting for her. He greeted her and helped her to her seat. Once again, she felt giddy and her anger dissipated.

			“He is my true soulmate  — and not that jerk! NO, NEVER, he is my sworn mortal enemy. God...it’s a good thing my superhero, my dreamboat, is also here to defend and save me! Ugh...I’m getting giddy again!”

			“Are you okay?” he asked.

			“Huh? Yeah, I’m okay. It appears like fate just played a cruel joke on me. Can you believe it? I have the same name as that arrogant guy,” Denise replied, still incredulous.

			“Yeah, that’s what I wanted to tell you earlier! So sorry about that. Anyway, don’t worry, Denise...as long as I’m here, they won’t mess around with you! I’ll protect you from them.”

			“Promise?” Denise asked, with a hint of playfulness in her voice.

			Antonio took both of her hands and replied, “Promise, Denise. I won’t let anything bad happen to you!”

			Denise was delighted after hearing that.

			* * * * * * * * * *

			After class, and while they were waiting for the next professor to arrive, Antonio introduced Denise to their other classmates.

			“Guys, I want you to meet Denise.”

			“Anton, you don’t need to introduce Denise anymore. After what happened...we already know her! Hi! I’m Rose.”

			“That’s right! What better introduction than what happened earlier! Hi! Hi! Hi! I’m Nina.”

			“Robert, at your service! We’re not making fun of you, Denise, okay? It’s just the situation that’s funny! Imagine having the same name...as Dennis! Ha! Ha! Ha!”

			“That’s right! And we won’t blame you...if you’re uncomfortable around him. He’s really weird, but once you get to know him...you’ll dislike him even more! Ha! Ha! Ha! Oh, by the way, I’m Justine!”

			“Welcome to our class, Denise!”

			Denise responded with smiles and nods. She still couldn’t fully recover from the shock of what had happened. She was grateful that Antonio was always there for her.

			“Whew! Thank goodness that’s over. I was shell-shocked! It’s a good thing that Anton is always by my side...ahahayy! Huh! What did one of them say? That I’ll be more annoyed with those jerks? I suppose they are right. Whatever, I just have to get them out of my system and ignore them. Hopefully, everything will be okay now!”

			That’s where you’re wrong, Denise!
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