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“The movers have brought in all the furniture and unpacked all the boxes,” Mom says.

One of the benefits of having wealthy parents is that I can afford to live off campus in a brand new fully furnished town home.

“Did you check to make sure the movers unloaded all my stuff off the truck?” I asked my mom.

“Yes, princess is there anything else you’d like for me to do before you release me from work?” My mom replied sarcastically.

“That will be all for today.” My mom laughed as she walked into my new kitchen. I appreciated my mom so much for helping me through this transition. I left home and everything I was familiar with to start a new life.

The reality of what I had done was jarring. Sometimes I wonder if I reacted to all that had transpired before graduation too harshly. Maybe I shouldn’t have changed my plans, maybe I was reacting off emotion. It’s too late now though. I’m officially enrolled to start my junior year in college at Hurst University. I should be excited but instead I feel empty. I miss the two people I thought I would be sharing this journey with and what bothers me most is I don’t think they’ve given me a second thought.

We were supposed to be doing this together- him playing football and me studying hard to become a young, Black, oral surgeon with my best friend by my side pursuing her dreams. They ruined that dream and broke my heart at the same time. While I’m still steadfast in my pursuit of becoming an oral surgeon I don’t know if I could ever or will ever love again. It just hurts too much.

“This place is so nice!” My mom’s comment interrupted my thoughts. “Your dad and I feel a little bit of comfort knowing there’s twenty-four-hour security here and that this community is gated. I just worry about you not getting the full college experience.”

“I’ll be fine Mom. I don’t need to share a bathroom with a bunch of girls nor do I need to put scrunchies on door handles to get the full college experience.”

“I just worry that because of what happened you’re selling yourself short. I mean have you have really celebrated the fact that you graduated from college at seventeen with an associate degree!”

“I did celebrate Mom, or did you forget the party you threw in my honor despite my protest?”

“I remember. I also remember you walking around looking like a loss puppy because you were missing...”

“Don’t go there. I was dancing and enjoying my family and friends.”

“Yeah you were but the look in your eyes showed your disappointment.”

“Mom, I was fine then and I’m fine now.”

“And I’ll say it again until you understand; fine is not a feeling. Now what else you got to say?”

As a lawyer my mom was ready to argue at the drop of dime. She would go toe-to-toe with anybody on any given day. But today I didn’t want to argue. I didn't want to think about my past. I worked hard in high school. I took extra classes and studied a lot. I was aggressive in my pursuit to graduate with not only a high school diploma but also an associate degree. Being this ambitious as a teenager cost me typical teenage experiences- parties, hanging out on a Saturday, etc.... I never once thought that my ambitions would cost me my relationship or cause me to be blind to the actions of people that profess to love me.

“I don’t have anything else to say. I just don’t want to think about it Mom. It’s hard. I used to think that Dallas and I would be together forever. I know that sounds childish but we had dreams and planned a future together and being here at a different university makes me sad.”

“My darling, please tell me that I’m not listening to my child tell me about building a dream around a boy. I certainly didn’t raise you to do that.”

“I’m not saying that Mom, I still want my dreams I just thought we would be by each other sides when we accomplished them.”

“I keep hearing you say we when you speak but you are negating the fact that his dreams were different from yours. You have got to let go of the dream he sold you and live your reality. You are seventeen years old with the world at your disposal. You’re smart, kind and you can sing and dance better than some of the world’s greatest entertainers why on earth would you be sad about a boy that didn’t appreciate the greatness that you are?”

“I’m sad because it still hurts. It still hurts Mom!”

The tears that I was trying to hold back are now rolling down my face. And as much as I tell myself it’s his loss and that I’m better off without him, I can’t escape the pain that’s inside. The pain that tells me I was supposed to be there with him and every time I see pictures from prom or the last few days of school I’m reminded of the night my life changed forever.

“OMG! Girl you look amazing in that dress!”

“I do? I hope Dallas likes it.”

“Well it fits like a glove and showcases all your little curves,” Harley laughed.

“Tuh, I scoffed, my man loves these little curves.”

“Girls what’s taking you so long? We have to be at the hair salon in twenty minutes and Comi, Ashley is meeting us there, my mother reminded me. Walking into the room my mom took one look at me, released an aggravated sigh and asked, why are you wearing that dress?”

“Dang Momma, one question at a time. I just wanted to put it on one more time. I’m so excited for tonight.”

“I bet you are,” Harley mumbled. I poked her in her side with my elbow to give her a not so gentle reminder that my mother is standing in front of us.

“Well take it off and hurry up you don’t want to be late.” 

My mother walked out of the room and I turned to my sister and asked, “Why would you say that in front of Mom?”

“First of all, I didn’t say anything, but wait, you haven’t told Mom that you plan to lose your virginity tonight?”

“No,” I replied with trepidation.

“Why? We tell Mom everything no matter what it is.”

“I don’t know, it just never came up.”

“Humph, well maybe that’s why you shouldn’t be doing it.”

“Listen, I know you have your opinions on Dallas but he’s really good to me, he’s been patient, and understanding. He makes me feel safe and he gets me it just feels right.” “So right that you didn’t share it with your mother- yeah okay; Harley rolled her eyes.

“And why does Ashley need to be at hair salon with you? She can’t go by herself?”

“Awe, are you jealous? She can’t take your place sis’-you’re my one and only sister.” Harley scoffed, “Girl what? One I could never be jealous of a teenager, two I’m aware we share blood and fear no one taking my place-believe dat and three I don’t trust her-never have.”

I wasn’t shocked by sister’s statement. She wore her disdain for Ashley on her sleeve like a badge of honor. “What has she done for you to not trust her? She’s been my friend since I started my high school journey and has supported my dreams. But I don’t need you to trust her, I do.”

“Negative, I have to trust everyone my sister spends her time with- you’re my only sister. But to answer your question, what has she done to make me trust her?” At this point I was ready for the conversation to be over. “Ugh! You’re so difficult.”

“Listen, I’m not trying to ruin your day or make you question your friend I just want you to be aware. Besides maybe when you go off to college, you’ll meet some new friends.”

“I don’t even have the time to dissect the subtle complexities of that statement. Let’s go before Momma comes up here and drags us both.” They laughed and walked out of the room together.

When the girls arrived at the hair salon Ashley was already under the hair dryer with conditioner. Comi walked over to greet her bestie and chat until it was time for her to start getting her hair washed.

“Hey girl, what’s up?”

“Nothing, what took y’all so long getting here?”

“Girl, Harley was giving me last minute advice for my big night.” Ashley rolled her eyes.

“Un, un, what’s up with the eye-roll?”

“Are you really going to sleep with Dallas on prom night?”

“Say it louder, I don’t think they heard you in the back.”

“Oops, my bad.” Ashley laughed, but her tone suggested she did it on purpose. “Well are you?” 

“I plan on it, but why are you saying it like it’s a bad thing?”

“I just think it’s cliché- you know losing your virginity on prom night- that’s what everybody does.”

“Did you?” I knew Ashley lost her virginity a long time ago and has had a few sexual partners since then, but I never judged her. If she liked it I loved it.

“Don’t come for me; I just thought you wanted to be different since y’all are so in love.” Ashley made air quotes when she said in love, causing me to get frustrated.

“You know what, I’m going to get my hair washed and act like you’re being the sweetest person to me instead of the hating ass person you’re showing me right now.” Comi got up and walked over to the shampoo bowl.

At the prom Comi was dancing with her friends while Dallas was off talking to his friends. Comi told Kennedi, “I’ll be back I need to go to the bathroom.” Kennedi agreed to go with her and they trekked to the bathroom. When they entered the bathroom they overheard Brittany (Comi’s enemy) and her friend Carla talking about Comi, Comi’s dress, Ashley and Dallas. Comi and Kennedi remained quiet and listened to them talk shit about them.

“I’m not gon’ lie, that dress Comi is wearing is everything! And it looks good on her,” Carla said.

Brittany sucked her teeth before responding, “So! She thinks she’s so cute with her ugly ass.”

Carla giggled, “You gotta give credit where credit is due. Why you hatin’?”

“Could never hate. She just acts like because she got silky hair, light skin, and a nice lil’ shape that she all that. Plus, because her people got money she always showing off. She makes me sick,” Brittany snapped.

“Oh, I see you mad. Carla laughed. I mean she ain’t never did nothing to me and I never seen her showing off; she kinda seem cool; but I’m gang- gang so if you don’t like her I don’t either.”

“You better have my back. Anyway, I wonder how she would feel if she knew her precious boyfriend was smashing her best friend- tuh! That would take the princess off her high horse.”

“You low down. And you better not say anything. Ashley made us promise not to say anything. I just can’t believe she doesn’t know. Like she must be blind or just stupid to not see it. Dallas and Ashley are always together, like how could you not know?”

“That’s because her nose is too far in the air, and she always got her head in a book. Plus, Ashley told us not to say anything about her pregnancy. She said she wants to wait until graduation. But I’m telling you I can’t wait because there will be fireworks.”

Comi stood there frozen and heartbroken at the same time. She listened to two girls who she never did anything to talk trash about her and then indicated that they had been friends with her bestie all this time. She couldn’t figure out which was worse- the betrayal of best friend or boyfriend. As tears rolled down her eyes, she turned to Kennedi giving her an angry look; Kennedi immediately said “I didn’t know.”

When Brittany and Carla heard Kennedi, they immediately came out their stalls and looked at Comi and Kennedy. While Carla looked sympathetic toward Comi Brittany smiled. Kennedi was already taking off her shoes and ready to fight. Comi told her “They’re not worth it and right now I need answers.” Comi stormed out of the bathroom and back into the hall where the prom was being held.

I walked right up to Ashley, shoved her and watched her stumble a bit before she caught her balance. I yelled at her

“tell me you haven’t been smashing Dallas this whole time behind my back.” Ashley looked scared and shocked and began to stutter

“W-what are you talking about?”

“That’s not an answer! Tell me the truth! Tell me that my friend for the last four years that I gave clothes too, let sleep over at my house when she needed to get away from her momma, fought for, is not smashing my boyfriend behind my back and is pregnant by him, tell me!” I yelled. I was so close to Ashley’s face I could see the sweat beads forming on her forehead.

Tears rolled down my face as Ashley stood there silent not knowing what to say.

“No response is a response. How could you do that to me? Me?! Your best friend! I would have took a bullet for you.” I could feel my heart shattering as I continued to look Ashely in her eyes in search of some remorse. However, when Ashley realized she had an audience, she became confident, straightened her spine and put a mischievous smirk on her face.

“Awe poor Comi, always the victim. You weren’t giving it up and I was! Plus Dallas was too much for you anyway with your young ass!” At that point I blacked out and punched Ashley so hard in the face she fell back on the ground and hit her head. I attempted to get on top of her but Kennedi was pulling me back and reminding me that Ashley is pregnant and that I could beat her ass after she dropped her load.

Dallas approached me to figure out what was going on. Before he could fix his mouth to ask me what happened I punched him and the punch landed on his chin. I’m 5’2 and Dallas is 6’1 so me landing a punch to his face was not easy, but I tried. After the punch to the chin I slapped him hard in the face. Hurt and heartbroken I looked at Dallas with disgust.

“You been smashing this girl behind my back the entire time!” Dallas stood there rubbing his face and his words were stuck in his throat. He could see the hurt in my eyes and he realized in that moment how big of a mistake he made. He reached for my arm and I yanked it away.

“Don’t touch me!” Just tell me why? Of all the girls you could have had why would you choose my best friend?”

While you were studying she was there for me. After games and times where I just wanted to talk and it just sort of happened I never meant to hurt you.”

“Never meant to hurt me? What you thought I was going to be happy about this? You’re so stupid! And yes I was studying because I was trying to graduate early so I could be with you! And the whole time you was smashing the homie and smiling in my face and kissing on me. Then to top it off you were going to let me give you my virginity knowing you ain’t deserve it!”

“Comi I never meant to hurt you I just got caught up.”

“No, you never meant for me to find out. You had me walking around for God knows how long thinking everything was good; I look like a fool! The least you could have done was let me go. I might have been hurt and angry but I would have respected you more. At the very least I thought we were friends but a friend wouldn’t do that- not to someone they love.” I started to walk away and then paused my stride and said “if you didn’t know- Congratulations you’re going to be a daddy!” Dallas turned to look at Ashley with shock on his face. As tears continued to roll down my face I turned to Ashley and said, “After you have your baby I’m on your ass,” and then I exited the building with Kennedi in tow.

“Don’t give them that much power. You are beautiful and you will find a young man that knows how to treat you. But most importantly you have to believe and love yourself enough to recognize that you didn’t do anything wrong.”

“Mom, I know I didn’t do anything wrong but it feels like I’m the one that’s bearing the brunt of the situation. They just rode off into the sunset and are living a fairytale.”

“Comi, you can’t worry about them living happily ever after, because if it’s built on a lie it’s sure to fail. I want you to take this time to enjoy yourself and embrace college and all it has to offer. You’re going to meet some wonderful people and have some good experiences but if you keep focusing on the past you won’t be able to move forward.”

“You’re right Mom, I just need some time.”

“Correct. Time heals all wounds. Well, I’m going to go, it’s time for me to head back home so I won’t be on the road late driving by myself. It’s only an hour drive, Mom.”

“Yes, but an hour by myself.” Comi hugged her Mom tight, said I love you, and told her goodbye. 
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CHAPTER TWO

​“From the field to the house number one high school recruit Dallas Washington provides an in-depth look at how he balances his commitment to the game and his commitment to his burgeoning family with his fiancé.”



-  @SPORTSMAGAZINE



I instantly regretted using my burner account to see what my ex and his next were up to. Seeing that post and reading the comments from strangers congratulating them and gushing about their love had me seeing red. I read that article at least a dozen times and I still can’t get over him talking about his love for her. I wish I never would have allowed my negative thoughts to win. I knew it was crazy to have a fake page and even crazier to use it to watch them, but I was eager to see what was happening in their life and wondered if she felt even an ounce of remorse for the way our friendship ended. “Alexa play Hate You by Mariah Carey.”

While Mariah played in the background, I sang along praying for the day I would hate Dallas so much that it wouldn’t hurt. The high school sweethearts and fiancé shit was getting the best of me. I closed out of Instagram and called the one person I knew I could vent to and not be judged. “Harley you won’t believe what I just saw on Instagram!”

“What? And why are you so loud? You sound upset.”

“I just saw that Dallas and Ashley are having some sport illustrated article about their high school sweetheart love and impending nuptials. Can you believe this shit? If they were high school sweethearts, what was I? The side chick? I know he is not trying to say I was a side chick! Ain’t no way. And then they’re getting married! Married and a baby! I know Momma told me not worry about them living happily ever after, but this feels like an arrow through my heart.”

Harley listened to me cry for about thirty seconds and then she asked her, “Are you still following Ashley on Instagram?”

“Out of everything I said that’s what you want to question?” 

“I have more to say but first I want to know why you still follow her. I still follow her but that’s because I’m nosy and I want to make sure she not being shady toward you.”

“Wait, you knew about the article?”

“Yes, I did, however on Dallas page he made it seem like it was about him being highly recruited and what he’s doing on the field. I mean she’s probably capping for the gram. Why would a sports magazine talk about babies and weddings? I’m not saying she won’t be mentioned but I bet it’s not how she’s making it seem.”

“You’re probably right.”

“I’m always right, that’s why you called me.”

“Uggh whatever!”

“But you didn’t answer my question.”

“I created a fake Instagram account so I could watch from afar.”

“Oh Comi, are you sure you’re going to be okay with being away from school after everything that happened?”

“Yes, I’m sure. It's the only way to get some peace. Everyone at home knows what happened and I look like a fool.”

“You don’t look like a fool, stop saying that. I swear if she wasn’t pregnant, I would beat her ass.”

“But I’m worried about you.”

“Don’t be, I’ll be fine.”

“But fine is not a feeling. And you’re creating fake pages to watch them or her or whatever. It doesn’t sound like you’re in a good head space.”

“Listen I know you’re hurting right now because you thought life was going to be different from your current reality, but you can’t focus on the what-ifs because it never was. You romanticized your relationships with both Dallas and Ashley and never looked at them for what they were. There were times when Ashley wasn’t a good friend to you and Dallas had you making sacrifices for him and people who love you wouldn’t put you in a position to place their happiness above your own. How many times did you skip studying so you could be present at a game for Dallas? And what friend would knowingly allow you to share yourself with someone knowing that other person couldn’t be trusted? Every woman wants a man to love her unconditionally and be supportive of her dreams and aspirations, but you can’t expect a boy to become a man overnight and you most certainly can’t ignore facts because it doesn’t fit the narrative in your head.”

“You’re right.”

“I know this.”

“I just want to call and cuss him out! Like how could he embarrass me like this?”

“I don’t why you keep expecting loyalty and respect from somebody that never even gave you attention. Leave it alone; he’s not worth it.”

“I just feel like if I heard him say it then maybe I would have some closure.”

“Heard him say what exactly? You know he smashed your best friend, got her pregnant and did all of this behind your back so what exactly does he need to say?”

“I don’t know but I’m at least owed an explanation.”

“He told you what it was on prom night. Sis, he didn’t like or love you. Because if he did he would have never made those types of moves. Listen, I love you and I don’t want you worrying about stuff that doesn’t matter. How about you call Kennedi and y’all go hang out or go to the supermarket or something?”

“Go to the supermarket?”

“Look I don’t know what college freshmen do but anything is better than sitting around thinking about your ex-boyfriend.”

“You’re right and I’m not a freshman, ha! I’ll call you later.”

“Okay and remember what I said don’t call that boy.” Harley hung up the phone leaving me alone with my thoughts.

Sitting in my room I continued to think about Alabama’s new starting quarter back and his young family and the rage within me wouldn’t let the feelings of the past go. I ignored my sister’s advice and called Dallas. While the phone rang I reminded myself not get angry and focus on getting answers to my questions; after all I was supposed to be moving on with my life. Dallas answered on the fourth ring and all that calm self-talk went out the window the second I heard his voice on the line.

“I knew I would hear from you soon.”

“Excuse me?”

“I said, I knew you would be calling me.”

“And how did you know I would be calling you? I knew you would be calling because I know you miss a nigga.”

“Wrong! I don’t miss or want your ass! I want to know how come you continue to embarrass me?”

“What did I do now?”

“I saw the article in Sports Illustrated. Don’t you feel the least bit sorry for anything?”

“Come on Mimi you know they say shit in the media to make headlines.”

“So she’s not your fiancé? Y’all aren’t getting married having a baby and moving in together?”

“Man I don’t want to talk about what I got going on with her. I’m more concerned with when I’m gon’ see you again.”

“See me again? Do you take anything serious?”

“I miss you, Mimi. I know you miss me too otherwise you wouldn’t be on my line about some article that I don’t care about.”

“Stop calling me that! You don’t get to call me that anymore. You lost that privilege the second you chose to get with my best friend.”

“Man look at the end of the day I’m not on her like that. We smashed and she got pregnant. Now of course I’m gon’ be there for my kid but you’re who I want. I just got caught up.”

“Caught up? Caught up is being put on blast my some random, not my best friend. You had no regard for me at all.”

“You killing me right now. It’s not that deep. You trying to make it into something with that girl. I don’t love her, but to maintain my image I had to do the right thing.”

“You keep playing in my face; I don’t know why I expected anything from you.”

“I’m not playing in your face; I know I made a mistake but you acting like I was actually dating that girl and have feelings for her. I’m telling you I ain’t into her like that.”

“You could have told me I wasn’t enough. Instead you let me believe I was what you wanted and that we’d have a future. I planned a life with you and you were encouraging me and not once did you even hint that I wasn’t an option.”

“You stole my best friend! I had to deal with the shame of what you did. You could have told me you were interested in Ashley, or you could have just broken up with me. I would have been hurt but I would have respected you more. I swear it’s like you’re purposely trying to hurt me. But your karma is coming. Congratulations on the baby, the wedding and enjoy college.”

As I prepared to hang up the phone Dallas called my name and said, “Like I said I never meant for you get hurt. I love you Comi and I miss you. ”

“Wrong. You never meant to get caught. Have a nice life Dallas.” I hung up the phone.

“Alexa play Tink Fake Love.”

I thought Dallas would apologize and beg for my forgiveness but instead he asked me for understanding; I couldn’t believe his audacity. As I thought about it, I realized Dallas was gaslighting me like a motherfucker. He was right though, a part of me did miss him. I missed those beautiful light brown eyes, those broad shoulders and the way his one dimple would be on display when he smiled. Dallas is fine and probably always will be too bad he’s a fuck boy. He did have one good idea though, I should go sing a song; it always makes me feel better.

As much as I love science and couldn’t wait to become an oral surgeon, I also loved singing and dancing. However, I was shy and was only willing to share my voice on Instagram wearing a disguise under a different name; @thedancingdentist25. On the dancing dentist account I would sing covers of various R&B songs and post videos of myself doing different choreography. My page had seventy thousand followers and I never showed my face. I was always wearing a hat and dark shades; I wasn’t ready to share my face with the world. Logging into my IG account for @thedancingdentist25 I turned my camera on and went live doing a cover of Keysha Cole’s Trust and Believe.
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“Hello.”

Kennedi answered, “Hey girl, what you doing?”

“Nothing, finally laying down because I’m exhausted from moving and unpacking.”

“Do you have everything you need?”

“Yeah I do.”

“Kennedi?”

“Yeah?”

“I’m sorry. I’ve been avoiding you and have not been a very good friend. It’s just when everything happened I felt like I couldn’t trust anyone and because you and Ashley were friends before me and are the same age I figured you would be on her side.”

“What does my age have to do with anything?”

“Since I’m younger than you guys I always felt like I was tolerated and not really wanted. Like I really thought you were friends with me because of her. I mean I was the little sister of the group.”

“Girl please, Ashley used to call you that so she could feel like she had something on you. And don’t think for one second I’m on her side or that I was cool with the shit she pulled. Believe me I was just as blindsided as you but I also know she didn’t do anything around me because she knows I would have told her about herself and I would have told you.” I sat silent for a moment processing Kennedi’s words, hearing the sincerity in them.

“I appreciate you- for still being willing to talk me after I ghosted you.”

“I get where you were coming from. If it were me I probably would have shut down too! But guess what? You’re about to start college and you’re about to meet some bomb ass dudes so no sulking about that fuck boy and Ashley’s sorry ass.”

“So what dorm are you in?”

“I’m not staying on campus; I cannot share a bathroom with a bunch of people.”

“So where are you staying?”

“My parents bought a townhouse not too far from campus. It’s gated and it has three bedrooms.”

“Oh, so cool, all the parties will be at your house.” Kennedi laughed.

“Now you know I don’t want too many people knowing where I lay my head at, I like my peace. But you can come over anytime.”

“I was just playing, but I like the idea of coming to your place. I have a roommate and I’m still trying to figure her out. I mean she seems cool, but she also seems kind of thirsty.”

“How can you call her thirsty when you’ve only been around her for five minutes?"

“You’ll see when you meet her. She literally fanned out because she liked my Gucci shoes she saw me putting in my closet.” I laughed at Kennedi’s candid description of her roommate.

“Well how about I come meet this thirsty roommate? I’m just hanging out here at my house right now.”

“Yes come and then we can walk on campus. But I have to tell you, Brittany goes here and she’s already on her mean girl shit.”

“You’re lying, she goes here for real?”

“Why are you so shocked?”

“I didn’t think she was smart enough to get into college let alone apply.”

Kennedi burst out laughing, “Now that’s the Comi I know.”

“As long as she doesn’t say anything to me I’m good. Otherwise I will drag her ass.”

“Okayyyy! This ain’t high school.”

“Alright, well I’m about to throw some shoes on and come through.” 

“Alright see you soon.”

After disconnecting my call with Kennedi, I realized I had nothing to worry about. Kennedi had always been honest and real toward me and she had no problem checking people when they were wrong. I guess seeing people flock to Ashley made me think she would do the same. However, it was good to know I have at least one friend while in college. Kennedi would be starting as a freshman while I would be coming in as a junior because I completed my associate degree in science while in high school.

I pulled up to the freshman dorms and parked my white Mercedes AMG C63 Coupe; the car was a gift from my parents for graduating early with two degrees. Kennedi hadn’t seen my new car, and I couldn’t wait to show her. I walked into the dorms and immediately searched for the elevator; Kennedi told me that her room was located on the fourth floor. I arrived on the fourth floor and saw a lot of parents and other people helping their loved ones move-in. I maneuvered around the people and boxes and began to walk down the hall reading the room numbers to insure I was going in the right direction.

As I approached Kennedi’s room I noticed Brittany heading my way and I thought damn, I’m gon’ be fighting before I have my first class, however, Brittany simply glanced at me and rolled her eyes. Humph, at least she knows better. I knocked on Kennedi’s door and was greeted with a hug and an enthusiastic Kennedi saying, “Hey friend! I love this outfit! You showing out today, huh? Legs on display and that ass on poke out! That’s what I’m talking about let ‘em know you’re accepting applications.”

“Why are you so crazy?” 

“I’m saying you’re always so covered, ‘bout time you show what you’re working with.” I stood about 5’2 with long curly hair, almond shaped eyes, full pink lips, perky breasts, a small waist, and round ass (compliments of my mother) I was petite. However, I didn’t think I looked that good. Probably because Dallas would always say how I was small, and he often compared me to those Instagram models with thighs and ass for days. Not to mention my ex-best friend Ashley was a thick girl so it just felt like I wasn’t enough. I never thought anyone would ever consider me to be a fine ass girl so I covered my body with big clothes to hide what God and my momma gave me.

I replied, “I guess,” with a shoulder shrug; “I just threw this on but please believe come Monday I will be in sweats and a t-shirt.”

“Comi, please don’t tell me you plan on walking around in sweats and t-shirts every day; how you plan on getting a man with a wardrobe and attitude like that?”

“Well, considering I have to take the Dental Admission Test (DAT) this November and make a good impression on my professors so I can secure good letters of recommendation I’m not thinking about getting a man.”

“OMG! School hasn’t even started and you’ve already planned your next years. If you stay on that track you gon’ miss your man and the college experience.”

Silence immediately filled the room; Kennedi realizing the weight of her words. “Shit. Me and my big mouth. Comi, I didn’t mean to imply that what happened was your fault, I just want you to loosen up and have fun. Don’t miss out on what’s supposed to be one of the best experience of our lives because you’re worried about school.”

“I know you didn’t mean it like that; and I will have fun, I promise! But my heart is just too broken right now for me to consider getting a man, dating, or even texting. I’m healing.”

“I get it. And I’m going to let you heal but I’m also going to make sure you have fun! Besides, I’m trying to boss up in school too but I’m going to take advantage of all these fine boys that’s gon’ be on campus.” We laughed.

“So where is this thirsty roommate you were talking about?”

“Girl I don’t know. She left talking about she was going be social in the dorm.” Kennedi rolled her eyes.

“You really don’t like her?”

“Something about her just rubs me wrong and I feel like I need to watch her.”

“Geesh, it’s only been a few hours give her a chance to show you who she is before you write her off.”

“Nope, I’m trusting my gut on this and something’s telling me she ain’t right.”

“Well how about you come spend the night at my house tonight, we can watch movies and I can tell you about the stupid thing I did.”

“Oh Lord girl what did you do?”

Just as I was about to start telling her about calling Dallas, Kennedi’s door opened and her roommate walked in. Kennedi introduced us, “Comi this is my roommate Ryan and Ryan this is my best friend from high school, Comi.”

“Nice to meet you,” I said and extended my hand. “Nice to meet you too, I love your outfit! Is that Marc Jacobs?”

“Yes it is.”

I glanced in Kennedi’s direction and Kennedi mouthed “I told you.”

I noticed that Ryan was checking me out and thought that maybe Kennedi was right about something being off about her. “So what are you guys about to get into?”

“Nothing just about to go walk around and locate our classes. What about you?”

“Oooh, can I come with y’all? I need to find my classes too and I don’t want to wait until my first day.”

“That’s fine with me. Cool with you Kennedi?”

“It’s fine.”

The girls gathered their stuff and headed out the door. As they were walking toward the elevator Kennedi whispered, “Why did you invite her? And we were not about to go look for our classes.”

“I didn’t invite her she asked to tag along and it was either make something up or tell her we were going to my house and you know I wasn’t doing that.”

“Well come on let’s get this over with.”

“So Comi what floor do you stay on? I don’t remember seeing you move-in.”

I paused before I answered, I didn’t want to reveal to her that I live off campus in a town home. “I just moved in today, that’s probably why you didn’t see.”

“Who’s your roommate?”

“I don’t have one.”

“How you manage that?”

“Dang Ryan what’s with all the questions?” Kennedi intervened to stop the interrogation.

“I’m just trying to get to know her that’s all.” The elevator dinged to signal they had made it to the ground floor.

As the ladies exited the elevator, Ryan asked, “What building are we going to first?”

“I need to find the science building, I have two classes there on Mondays, Wednesdays, and Fridays,” I said.

“How many hours are you taking?”

“Considering this is my first semester I’m taking fifteen hours, how about you?” Kennedi and Ryan both replied that they were taking twelve hours. We continued to walk on campus and locate the building for our respective classes.

“All that walking wore me out and I’m hungry.”

Ryan replied, “Me too! We could go upstairs and order some pizza.”

“I still have a lot of unpacking to do so I think I’ll head home and catch up with y’all later,” Kennedi turned to Ryan and said, “I’m going to go help Comi unpack, I’ll be back later.” Before Ryan could ask any questions both ladies walked off.

“Damn it! I need to run upstairs to get some clothes.”

“If you do, you’ll have to explain and she’ll definitely want to tag along. And I’m not ready to have strangers in my home just yet. Plus she gives me hater vibes.”

“I told you, but no you was all give her chance it’s only been a few hours- and now look at you, just tell me I was right and I won’t say anything anymore.”

“Okay you were right, happy now?”

“Nah don’t say it with an attitude, just trust me from now on. I’m telling you I can read people and her energy definitely gives hater and pick me.”

“Well going forward I will be trusting your gut.”

“Why we stopping right here?”

“This is my car.”

“Are you serious?”

“Yes, check the license plate.” I got a personalized license plate that read THKS DAD.

“Omg these hoes gon’ be mad when they see us riding in this! This car is beautiful. I can’t wait to stunt on these hoes. You know we valeting at every party just cause.”

I couldn’t help but laugh at my friend. “This was my graduation gift for doing so well-my Dad definitely did it big for me. This was probably the best gift considering everything else that went down.”

“Well come on let’s get back to your house because I want to hear all about the stupid thing you did and I want to ride in this nice ass car that Dr. Johnson bought for us.”

“You’re so silly, let’s go.”

When we arrived at my town home, Kennedi was in awe. She walked around, explored the kitchen, and claimed a room for herself. Kennedi had already decided that after first semester if she could figure out how to get out of the dorms she was moving in with me.

“First of all, I love this place! It’s gated and nice as hell. So if I can get out of staying in the dorms next semester, I’m moving in. I already decided that my room is the first one on the right when you walk up the stairs.”

“I don’t have any objections to that. But your roommate might feel some type of way.”

“Girl, I’m not thinking about her, I’m thinking about myself and how much peace I will have here with you plus I know you gon’ be cooking and studying so I’m going to have good grades and good food. Sounds like a winning situation to me.”

“You’re so silly. But honestly, if you want to move-in you’re than welcome, I clearly have the space.”

“Thanks, so tell me about the stupid thing you did?” Kennedi looked at me with curious eyes.

“I saw Ashley’s IG post about their love story being in Sports Illustrated and called him to confront him.” I paused to read the expression on Kennedi’s face.

“I know I shouldn’t have done it, but I swear I became enraged reading that Instagram post. I felt like I didn’t matter, like they were trying to re-write history. And I just felt like I needed to hear him tell me that I was wrong, and that Ashley was lying and that our time did matter. Was I tripping to call him? Should I be concerned at all?”

Kennedi paused before she spoke. I could tell that she was thinking about her words before she spoke. She’s always honest so I knew was going to tell me the truth, but I also know she didn’t want to hurt my feelings in the process.

“First of all, you’re human so don’t punish yourself for feeling. Second of all, if you mattered they wouldn’t be together. And finally, I’m certain that he didn’t tell you that Ashley was lying; Dallas has always been an arrogant, narcissistic asshole you just never saw it.”

“Damn Ken tell me how you really feel?”

“Well did he tell you that she was lying or that your time together mattered? Did he even sound remorseful about the situation at all?” Kennedi asked me all the right questions and I realized how stupid I had been for calling.

“Not at all. As a matter of fact all he talked about was how he missed and loved me; and he claim he doesn’t have any feelings for Ashley but since she’s pregnant he’s doing the right thing for his image and will be there for his child.”

“I feel so stupid. Now I’m out here looking pressed about them. Ugh! I hate this.”

“Well again you are human so you are entitled to feel. Also, given the situation no one can tell you how to move on; you can process this situation however you want, you just have to move on. Doesn’t matter how you do it as long as you do it. And don’t worry about them being happy and in love because if he did that to you I can only imagine what he will do to her. Especially if he makes to the NFL, it’s gon’ be one headline after the other.”

“You’re right.”

“I know this. Plus that karma that Ashley’s going to get won’t be anything pretty so let her enjoy it now because karma always spins the block. Just watch.”

“Okay, I promise no more Dallas and Ashley talk from me for the rest of the semester.”

“Good, now let’s review this first day of class outfit because you can’t claim to be my bestie looking like you rolled out of bed and went to class.”

“I told you I’m not getting all dolled up for class.”

“Well how you think you gon’ meet my future brother in-law looking like a hermit?”

“Guess there won’t be a future brother in-law.” Rolling her eyes Kennedi stormed up the stairs to my room and went straight to her closet. I went upstairs behind her.

“Look at this wardrobe! Do you know how many people would kill to have the clothes?”

“That doesn’t mean I need to wear them to school.”

“Humph. Don’t you need letters of recommendations from your professors for dental school?”

“Yeah, why you ask me that?”

“Because do you think your professors are going to write a letter for someone who dresses like a hermit or someone who looks more polished?”

“Okay, I guess I can make sure my shirt fits.”

Kennedi rolled her eyes. I just don’t get the point of dressing up for school when the focus should be on learning but I recognized that while I had the brains I also had to look the part of a future oral surgeon, especially considering I was so much younger than my peers. We spent the remainder of the day picking out school clothes and discussing our plans for the first week of school. We were nervous but eagerly waiting for the first day of class.
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Beeeeeppppppp,beeeeeepppppp, beeeeeeeeeppppppppp. My alarm blaring loud in my ear woke me up from a restless night of sleep. I was so nervous about my first day of classes that I couldn’t sleep the night before. I thought about how when I was nervous about something Ashley would tell me to calm down and not to worry. Today, I’m missing my friend and thinking about what it be like if we were at school together. Getting out of the bed I rid myself of the what-ifs and remembered it’s my first day of classes and I needed to get my day started.

I know promised Kennedi that I wouldn’t look like a hermit, but today was hard. Plagued with memories of my friendship with Ashley and filled with regret because I didn’t see the signs of betrayal before it occurred I just wanted to curl up in the bed and watch Gilmore Girls; the dynamic relationship between Lorelai and Rory always seemed to put me in a good mood. However, I had bigger fish to fry; my first class was in three hours and I needed to get my mind right. To center myself I recited my favorite prayer, it’s the only that can calm the storm brewing in my stomach:

“God grant me the serenity to except things I cannot change, the courage to except the things I can and the wisdom to know the difference.”

After reciting the Serenity prayer I took a deep breath and went into the restroom to handle my hygiene and get my day started. I fixed myself an egg white and cheese sandwich, drank a bottle of Essentia water and went upstairs to get dressed for my first day of school. Ignoring the agreed upon outfit that Kennedi encouraged me to wear I opted for a pair of Palm Angels sweat pants, an over-sized t-shirt, and my black Balenciaga slides. Placing my hair in a messy bun with a few loose curls hanging down I grabbed my shades and backpack and headed out the door to make the drive to campus. On my way to campus I turned up Nicki Minaj’s “Chun-Li” and rode to campus feeling like a bad bitch, even though I didn’t look the part.

Arriving at school I struggled a little bit to find a parking spot but found one near the campus police station because it was a parking lot that students rarely used. Looking out the car window I noticed how everyone was dressed and immediately regretted my decision to look like a hermit. The boys and girls were dressed to impress at eight-thirty in the morning. I wanted to turn around to go home and change but my first class was in thirty minutes, and it was Organic Chemistry. I couldn’t miss that class; it was the most important class to my major and passing it was the key to my acceptance to dental school. Shaking my thoughts I grabbed my bag, got out of the car and began my trek to the bio-science building.

I walked into the bio-science building and located the classroom my Organic Chemistry class would be held in. I sat at the first table located in the front of the classroom. I wanted to be in the front so I wouldn’t miss anything and statistically people that sat in the front of the classroom retained more information and earned higher scores on tests. I was a textbook nerd, and I wasn’t ashamed. I love school. As people began to come into class no one sat next to me. I guess no one wanted to sit in the front of the class. I laughed to myself as I thought about what the other students thought of me for volunteering to sit in the front. However, all I could think about was the A’s I was about to get. A well-dressed man walked in with a brief case and went straight to the podium in the middle of the classroom. He introduced himself as Professor Davis and pulled out a stack of papers. Just as he was about to begin talking the door opened again.

Everyone in class turned their attention to the door to determine who was interrupting Professor Davis’s introduction. At that moment, time stood still. Walking in the classroom was every girl’s dream. He was tall, dark, and handsome- literally. He appeared to be over six feet tall, skin the color of dark chocolate, pink heart shaped lips, waves on swim with the perfect line connecting from his hair to his perfectly trimmed beard. Smiling displaying a dimple with straight perfect white teeth he turned to Professor Davis and said, “My fault for interrupting.”

Dressed in hooping shorts with a t-shirt hugging his biceps showcasing his arm sleeve I was stuck. Mouth hanging open, eyes glued to his every move. I could tell God took his time creating him. I instantly regretted my attire for the day. The handsome stranger began walking toward me, and I realized I was the only one in class with an open seat next to me. Hump, “This is what happens when you sit in the front,” I thought.

Just as the handsome stranger took his seat next to me, I inhaled his scent. He smelled like a mix of vanilla, wood, and mint. I thought it’s just sinful to smell and looked that good so early in the morning. Studying his arm sleeve, I completely tuned out Professor Davis. I looked at the vines etched on his arm that trailed under his sleeve and wondered where it led to. I also noticed the words I can do all things through Christ who strengthens me and I thought damn it, could he get any more perfect? Allowing my eyes to study his side profile I noticed his chiseled jaw line and the diamonds in his ear. I was in love. The pulse between my legs let me know that he could have whatever he liked. Yep, I was ready to risk it all for the handsome stranger.

Turning my attention to Professor Davis, “The person sitting next to you will be your partner for the semester. Make sure you exchange information and grab a syllabus on your way out. Don’t hesitate to reach out to me if you have any questions. I look forward to seeing you all at the next class.”

“That’s it? I thought we would be here the whole fifty minutes.”

“Not on the first day. Professors typically give out the syllabus discuss their expectations and dismiss you on the first day,” the handsome stranger informed me. The smooth sound of his voice made me weak. I was deep and smooth. The kind of voice that made you want to hear him talk all day.

“Well looks like we’ll be partners for the semester, so I guess I better get your name.”

“Come on Shorty, you know my name. I saw that twinkle in your eye when I sat down.” Oh shit, did he notice me checking him out? I was panicking on the inside but kept it cool on the outside.

“Excuse you but unless your name is Comi Johnson, I don’t know you. And why the hell would I know you? What’s so special about you?”

“Stop playing. Who doesn’t know Dray Townsend? The basketball star that’s going to bring Hurst a championship.” Typical, of course the finest nigga I’ve ever seen is an athlete.

“Well thanks for the introduction! Now I know we won’t be able to work together. I’ll let Professor Davis know I need a new partner or maybe I’ll just change classes.” Grabbing my bag and phone I exited the classroom trying to get away from Dray as fast as I can. 
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Walking into the classroom I immediately noticed Shorty with curly hair. She looked young as hell but that round face and those eyes are what caught my attention. Brown almond shaped eyes that looked like she was seeing my soul. Not an ounce of makeup on her face, she looked beautiful. I was speechless. I usually notice a girl’s ass before I notice her face, but those eyes had me trapped. Sliding in the seat next to her I noticed a few freckles on her face as I listened to what Professor Davis was talking about. Hearing Professor Davis tell us that we would be partners for the semester had me excited on the inside, but I couldn’t show it; so when Shorty ask me my name my natural instinct was to flex. I had never been intimidated by a girl ever! But when she turned those beautiful eyes on me, I knew she could get whatever she asked me for.

Watching her walk away with an attitude I realized I messed up and I needed to correct it. “A yo hold up!” I yelled. Comi continued walking, ignoring me; I guess she assumed I wasn’t talking to her after being so rude.

“Can you please slow up?”

Stopping her stride she turned to face me; “I only stopped because you said please.”

“Thank you. My bad about earlier in class, I don’t usually act like that. I was just really shocked you didn’t know who I was.”

Rolling her eyes and cocking her head to the side Comi responded, “Really?”

Turning around Comi began to walk away and I grabbed her arm to stop her.

“I didn’t mean it like that. I promise. It’s just I’m so used to people knowing me that I didn’t think I could meet a stranger. I’m sorry for coming at you like that.” I realized I had already apologized twice in this conversation, and I still hadn’t got her name. Damn girl got me simping and she ain’t even mine yet.

Looking in those almond shaped eyes, I asked her, “What’s your name?”

“It’s not Shorty.” Comi laughed. “My name is Comi Johnson.”

“Oh that’s the name you said in class, I get it now.”

“Well now that we know each other I would like to continue on with my day; you enjoy the rest of your day Dray.”

Walking away Comi was heading in the direction of her car. Shorty was desperately trying to get away from me but I wasn’t having it. I was gon’ get her number or IG name at least.

“A yo hold up.” He yelled after Comi.

“What is it now Dray?”

“I like when you say my name like that.” He joked.

Rolling her eyes Comi began to walk again. “Alright, I’m gon’ chill out. Are you always this uptight?”

“Uptight? I was trying to be nice but you started it. I’m just matching your energy.”

“I apologized and I was sincere. So you not matching my energy.”

Smiling, Comi relaxed a little and said, “You’re right I’m sorry.” Caught in her trance by her smile, I was just staring at her. This girl is beautiful. She has the most beautiful smile and I knew I would do whatever to keep a smile on her face.

Saying my name to get my attention she asked, “What do you need, I’m trying to go home and change.”

“Change for what?” I eyed her skeptically, already not feeling the idea of her trying to impress some niggas.

“It’s the first day of school, I need to make a good impression.”

“If you’re comfortable what’s the big deal?”

“I am comfortable but everyone just looks so dressed up and I feel out of place.”

“New flash Shorty, don’t do anything based off others.”

“First off stop calling me short. I’m average height, just because you’re a giant doesn’t mean everyone is short.”

Cutting her off I said, “Nothing average about you Shorty.”

She paused at my statement but then continued her rant, “Second I’m changing for me and third are you going to walk with me to my car because you hell bent on walking and talking to me.”

“How old are you?”

“I’m seventeen, why?” Comi eye him quizzically.

“Seventeen! What are you doing in college? Taking Organic Chemistry at that. What are you some type of genius or something?”

“I mean not to toot my own horn but I am really smart. I graduated early and earned my high school diploma and associate degree in science at the same time. That’s how I ended up in college and in Organic Chemistry.”

“That’s dope! I bet your parents are super proud.”

“They are.”

“What about you? What are you doing in Organic Chemistry? I thought athletes were supposed to have an easy schedule without real classes?”

“Damn why you say it like that? I mean it’s true we do carry a lighter load than most but I promised my mom I would work toward a real degree here while I played basketball. My mom is real big on having a fall back plan if playing ball doesn’t pan out.”

“Sounds like a smart woman.”

“She is. So are you gon’ give me your number so we can be partners or are you going to switch classes and make me look bad?”

“Always about you I see.”

“Not really. But it would look strange if you switched classes before we even got our first assignment.”

“True. But remember, I don’t make moves based on others.”

“Touché.”

“Well you’re not that bad, I guess we can exchange information.” Smiling she reached her hand out for my phone and put her number in.

“Be cool Shorty.”

“See you in class.”

Seventeen! I thought to myself, a kid, she’s a kid. I know I’m only nineteen but I feel like I should just leave it to being science partners. A two-year age difference wasn’t that bad but with the way social media talked about grooming and women dating older men, I can’t have something like that attached to me. Especially while I’m trying to get into the league. Plus, I shouldn’t be thinking about a relationship when I have women throwing themselves at me. But damn Shorty had a nigga thinking about his future. 
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Walking back to my car my thoughts were on Dray. The curve of his lips when he smiles, those pearly white teeth, and the cadence in his voice when she spoke. I was completely smitten with him. However, I wasn’t fond of his arrogance and the fact that he was an athlete. I made a promise to myself to only like and date guys with a regular job. Dating an athlete was at the top of my list of don’ts, but here I was thinking about what it would be like to kiss him and be held in his strong arms. Quickly shaking the thoughts, I glanced at her wrists and decided to go to my next class instead of going home to change.

I was comfortable and wasn’t about to change my clothes to fit in. I attended my microbiology class and my English class and was on my way back home by noon. I couldn’t wait to get home and put my feet up and watch some of my favorite bloggers on YouTube. Walking through my door, I appreciated the silence and walked straight to my refrigerator to grab a bottle of water. While closing the door to her refrigerator my phone began to ring. Thinking it was my Dad calling to see how my first day went I ran to grab my phone. Checking my screen I saw it was Kennedi and not my Dad.

“Hello?”

“Why do I have to hear about your new boo through the grapevine?”

“What are you talking about? I do not have a new boo. And who the hell still says things like grapevine? How old are you again?”

“Well smart ass, I still say grapevine and Ryan told me she saw you exchanging numbers with Dray Townsend.”

“Wow! It’s the first day of school and I’m already in some mess. First of all he is not my boo or my friend; we have a class together and he’s my science partner, so we exchanged information for school purposes only.”

“Well I hope you told him you’re single.”

“I did not. But that’s not the point. Your roommate is flawed. She watched me talking to somebody and never even came to say hello and then ran back and reported to you. It’s official, I don’t like her.”

“I told you she was thirsty but you were all give her chance and it’s still early.”

“I mean that’s how rumors start and the last thing I need is to be linked to another athlete. Ugh!”

“You’re so dramatic. Would it really be that bad if someone thought you were dating a future NBA baller?”

“Yes, it would be bad. I don’t have time to be dealing with egos and bitches in different area codes.” Kennedi burst out laughing.

“Okay, I understand the multiple women concern but what do egos have to do with anything?”

“Well, he automatically assumed I knew who he was when we had to introduce ourselves and then accused me of lying when I said I didn’t know who he was. He’s so arrogant.”

“If that’s the case, how did y’all end up exchanging numbers?”

“Well after I told him I was going to change classes so I could get a new partner he chased me down to apologize for his behavior and we agreed to start over.”

“Look at you out here giving second chances, you must like him. Is he fine? Wait let me go on IG and see for myself.” The phone went quiet while Kennedi went to check Dray’s IG.

“It doesn’t matter if he’s fine or not did you not hear me say he was rude and accused me of being a liar within three seconds of meeting me?”

“Comi girl he is fine with the capital F! OMG! He’s giving major BDE, does he give BDE in person?”

“Ken-ne-di I told you he was rude and I don’t give a damn about BDE. He just better make sure he’s available to do what’s required when it’s time for us to work together.”

“I know your virgin ears don’t want to hear about BDE but maybe if you got some you might not be so uptight.”

“I’m not uptight or interested.”

“Why? He’s fine as hell, potential to be a millionaire, and apparently smart if he’s in class with you.”

“I’m never dating an athlete again and he wasn’t interested in me anyway.”

“I bet he is interested. What did you wear to class today?”

“Why does that matter?”

“Oh Lord, don’t tell me you had on sweatpants.”

“Okay, I won’t tell you.”

“Geesh Comi! How do you think you will find a man if you walk around like a hermit.”

“I’m not trying to find a man. It would be nice to make some friends but I’m not interested in anything serious. And again, athletes are not my type. You date one athlete you date them all. I’m good on that.”

“You do know that not everyone is like Dallas right? I get it, he broke your heart but you can’t allow a broken heart to keep you from a blessing.”

“Wow! So now this total stranger is a blessing.”

“I’m not saying him specifically Comi but you can’t be closed to business for everyone.”

“I know but it’s only the first day of school and I have plenty of time to meet and make friends. You can find a man.”

“I’m just trying to help.”

“Well you can help by keeping your shady roommate away from me and not trying to hook me up with a stranger that is not interested in me.”

“I’m trying to keep her away from me.” Both girls laugh at Kennedi’s admission.

“But seriously though, what’s her deal? Like did she watch me talk to him and come back and report?”

“I don’t know what her deal is. I keep telling you she’s thirsty. She came in here and blurted out that you and Dray were hugging and exchanging numbers. She seemed a little bothered to me but I could have read that wrong.”

“See that’s how stuff starts. That boy never touched me and she just out here lying. Ugh! I swear I might pop her the next time I see her.”

“I don’t think you need to hit her, but she might need to be checked. Matter fact I’ll tell her when I see her again. But a question I have is why are you so upset?”

“I’m upset because if she’s saying that to you then she’s saying it to someone else and he already thinks the sun rises and sets on him and he’s going to think I’m the one telling people that he’s into me. I have to see this boy on Wednesday and I just want to have a peaceful learning experience without all the extra mess.”

“That’s a good point. Maybe text him and give him a heads up so he won’t be looking at you crazy on Wednesday.”

“You don’t think that will be a little crazy to text him? It’s not like we’re friends. Hell at this point we’re not even cordial to each other; we just tolerating each other.”

“Maybe so, but wouldn’t you want a heads up?”

“I would but given it’s the first day of school I don’t think it will be necessary. If he asks me about it, I’ll tell him, but I’m not sending a text message or calling about something so trivial.”

“Okay I understand.” Kennedi and I talked for a little while longer and then I returned to watching television.

After watching television for about two hours I sat down and started reviewing my syllabi and began to plan my study schedule. I wanted to ensure that I stayed on top of my studies and didn’t fall behind. Realizing that I was on my own without parents or teachers to remind me of what needed to be done, I knew I had to develop a strong schedule so I could be ready for the DAT. It took me three hours to review my syllabi, create a study schedule, determine what textbooks to buy, decide what professors I would ask for a letter of recommendation, and figure out what I was going to eat for dinner.

Deciding on seafood pasta I began removing what I needed from the refrigerator and freezer. Just as I was about to start chopping my seasoning my phone rang again. Looking down at my screen I saw it was my dad calling and immediately answered. I know he has a busy schedule and I always make sure to answer his calls.

“Hey Daddy.”

“Hey pumpkin how’s it going?”

“It’s going good. I was just about to start cooking.”

“How was the first day of school?”

“I feel like you have been asking me that since I was three.”

“I probably have and it never gets old. So tell me how was it?”

“It was interesting.”

“What made it interesting?”

“Well I thought there would be all this teaching and learning taking place but the professors just gave us our syllabus and said see you next class. I wasn’t ready for that. I was ready to work.” My dad laughed.

He knows I’m a hard worker and eager to get started on my collegiate journey. “Well, that’s usually how the first day goes. It won’t be like that forever though. Just give it a week, then the real work will start. You think any of the classes will be hard?”

“I think I may have some trouble with the technical writing class. I just don’t have any interest in writing, but I guess I need it. I’m good with all my science and math classes though.”

“Confidence, I love to hear it. Well if you run into any trouble you know to call me. I think I did pretty good in school.” I laughed. My dad was always talking about how his college days were fun and easy and how he breezed through his classes prior to medical school.
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