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Haley

“Good evening Yale! Once again this is Pixy speaking, so turn up the volume, we’re gonna blow out your speakers. Listen to this good old classic sound from Simple Plan and don’t hesitate to react via our email or by phone – I’ll be waiting for your thoughts.”

I press the red button to mute my mic and I let the music play.

For the past year, I’ve been the host of the campus radio’s evening show. Under my pseudonym “Pixy”, listeners rush to be the first to call in so they can bring up a subject on air for everyone to weigh in on. At the very beginning, I remember persuading the girls in my dorm to call in and come up with a silly story to tell. Then, bit by bit, people began to open up and call of their own accord, letting their imagination run wild: “Got a problem with your lecture buddy? Come discuss! Your boyfriend screwed you over? Come start a nasty rumor about him!” What started as a simple bet with my music professor has taken on a life of its own and has become one of the college’s most popular radio shows.

There are three of us who manage the radio station. There’s Marty, the ingrate who licks our prof’s boots and mostly plays RnB and other derivatives in the afternoon. Then Kim, the crazy chic who fills the morning with the latest electro tracks, and me, the rock and pop-rock pro, in the evening. With more than ten thousand students on campus, we need to cater to every taste. We’re here Monday to Friday. Saturdays are usually replays or music on a loop.  After all, we do need at least two days off to study; we’re not just here for this little side job.

Speaking of, one of tonight’s calls is about some particular students. At least, I think so. I was too absorbed in the music to completely listen to what the person on the line just said.

“Tonight we welcome a new listener. Can you please repeat the question? You’re live on the air.”

The shrill giggle of the student splits my eardrums. Sometimes, I forget some callers seem to make it their mission to render us deaf.

I wait a few seconds before she starts speaking again.

“I wanted to know if it’s possible to meet your soulmate here, on campus, and if dick size matters to you? This question is super important to me.”

I sink dramatically into my seat, and into the abyss too. I had forgotten that Thursday evenings are the worst night of the week. Students who haven’t had the chance to go to frat parties are out. So, from nine PM onwards, tipsy people are calling in relentlessly. Normally, I filter the calls, but I hadn’t paid attention to what she was saying before broadcasting her. Rookie mistake.

That’ll teach me. Next time, I’ll listen when someone’s talking. I’ll try not to ignore them because I’m looking for the next track to play.

“Well let’s hope our other students listening will be able to help you by answering your fascinating question.”

Or not!

“While we wait, I’ll play you one of Panic! At the Disco’s most popular tracks.”

That’s my trick. If the question doesn’t really matter to me (or not at all), I just keep playing song after song after song.

Lucky for me, the girl hung up after ten minutes of waiting with no answers.

Sometimes it doesn’t happen like that. People insist, they try to get an answer at all costs. And often they forget I’m not a psychiatrist, nor am I getting paid for this. So I hang up, telling them the line got cut off or that we’re having issues with the phone. Which is a total lie, since without internet, there’s no way to broadcast my show.

People are so naïve…

After my couple of hours on the radio, I leave the studio. I hate leaving this place. It’s my cocoon, my little home, my happy place, especially when I need to be alone. My favorite sanctuary. Oh well, I guess I do have to go back to my dorm. I can’t spend my nights here no matter how much I want to.

***

“Haley, have you done your econ homework?” asks the short blonde girl from the first floor.

Barely through the entrance to my door, the girls pounce on me.

“Or the English lit one ?” Her roommate adds.


“And your essay on 16th century music?” Continues the first one.


What a headache !

It’s always the same story: they want my homework, but there’s no chance in hell and they know it. If they didn’t have their butts glued to the bleachers of the football team’s practice sessions, they wouldn’t be in this mess.

“Hang on, there was homework in econ, lit, and an essay? Shit, I totally forgot! I’m going to go start them and y’all should do the same,” I say while heading down the corridor that leads to our rooms.

Our dorm is the most crowded on campus. Yet it’s just a big brick building that groups multiple student halls together. There’s one bathroom for every two rooms: one sink, one shower, and one mirror shared between four girls.

Oh, the luxury.

With Tess, my amazing roommate and only friend, we bought a big mirror so we could have it easy with the room next door. The only remaining problem was the shower. We can’t all go at the same time, so we made a schedule we all agreed to stick to. As much as possible I mean, of course if one of the girls gets in late, it’s not like we’re going to stop her taking a shower. We are human after all. Although sometimes I still have my doubts about that.

In two minutes, Tess is going to come out of the bathroom and let the little brunette from next door have her turn. No, I don’t remember everyone’s name, there are way too many of us for that to be possible.

“Hey Pixy,” says Tess while closing the door to the shared bathroom.

“Stop calling me that. It’s a supposed to be a secret. A mystery no one wants to solve.”

My roommate has a knack for wanting to tell the whole world that I’m the host of the radio’s evening show, evening though clearly most of the student body couldn’t care less.

Tess is a star student. She works way harder than average, but she’s also one of the biggest supporters of the Bulldogs, our American football team. I’ve never understood the obsession with that sport, it’s boring beyond belief. But not to her. If anyone makes the mistake of criticising one of the players, they better watch themselves; she can turn against you and shatter your kneecap with impressive speed.

Her desk always has blue makeup strewn over it, as well as a foam finger with its index raised. Personally, I would’ve preferred it to be the middle finger.

Seeing that I’m watching her, she smiles, revealing her dimples.

“Are you coming with me tomorrow night?” she asks coyly.

“Where to?”

I ask the question automatically, but I know perfectly well where Tess wants to take me.

“To the stadium! The Bulldogs are playing a small team so it’s certain victory.”

“No thanks, I have a broadcast tomorrow evening.”

The blonde rolls her eyes.

“That’s such a lame excuse. How many times have you put on a rerun so you could go out?”

“Twice, because I had a date, and neither of them ended particularly well.”

“So make it a third time for me, please…”

Her big brown doe eyes always make me give in. She has a talent for always getting what she wants. It’s irritating.

“Fine, I’ll go with you. But I’m warning you, there’s absolutely no way I’m singing with you!”

Her face morphs into an adorable little pout.

“Even for a donut?”

That bitch! My guilty pleasure. Anyone can buy me with nothing but a donut, but only Tess knows that.

“Make it two.”

Tess throws her arms around me and squeals her excitement, which she hasn’t quite mastered keeping to a normal volume.

Someone bangs on the neighboring wall. What was I just saying… The girls next door have a frustrating habit of always seeing the negative.
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Adam

My legs hurt like hell, but I don’t stop. I run as fast as I can. My lungs are burning, my arms pumping too fast. I notice quickly in the distance, Kyle makes a high pass to Scott, who seems me racing forward. His slight head tilt lets me know that victory is mine. Time is running out at a breakneck page on the scoreboard, but I don’t lose sight of my goal. I hurl myself forward. Scott throws me the ball and I dive head first.

Aaaand touchdown!!!

The crowd goes wild, the roar of thousands of people surrounds me, my teammates throw themselves on top of me while I stay glued to the ground. We’re used to winning matches, but I’m not used to being the one to score points. I score often, but never big ones. I climb to my feet, fists pumping the air, and I observe the cheerleaders putting on their show, the university marching band playing our famous Bulldogs anthem.

I let out a cry of joy before turning to my coach, Buddy. His face pulls me straight out of my victory high. As usual, he’s giving me a dirty look and throws me another cutting jibe before heading to the locker room. As I’m getting ready to head below the stands, Ashley latches onto me, her chest pressing against my arm. I pull off my helmet to look at her.

“You were amazing,” she says in her sing-song voice.

“Thanks.”

Gently, I push her away. Ashley’s great, we’ve hooked up three times, but I didn’t really enjoy any of them. The infamous male “faking it”, pure torture, but you’ve got to do what you’ve got to do. Since then she’s been hoping we might get together some day, but I’m never going to let that happen, and she’s struggling to understand that.

“Adam, call me?”

“Yeah, sure,” I say as non-commitally as possible.

In the locker room, the guys are walking around in their towels, ready to hop in the shower. Except for Scott. A towel between his legs, he’s miming a certain sex act to celebrate his own personal victory.

“And who made that beautiful winning pass?”

I’m ready to burst out laughing.

“Oh yeah baby, it was me! So, where are the babes, Mr. Quarterback?” he asks me.

“Not sucking on your dick,” says Kyle.

I let out a hearty laugh.

These two fools have been my best friends for ages. We’ve been teammates for several years and make up the dream trio any team would be lucky to have. The key ingredients: us. Well ok, I’m being a bit of a show off, but without all the points we’ve scored since the start of the season, this team wouldn’t be anywhere near the top three in the Division.

The guys are all arguing about which cheerleader is going end up in their bed tonight; they’re all addicted to these girls prancing around during the match. Personally, I don’t need to choose. All I have to do is snap my fingers and whichever girl I want will come to me. But not tonight. Tonight, I promised Marcus to help him with a slightly delicate project.

Marcus is a member of a fraternity, and he often gets us into parties, but he’s also an excellent graffiti artist. He’s planning on painting one of the walls of our residence hall, and I’m not going to miss out on that.

My feet crunch against the little blue gravelstones of the parking lot. My car is just a few feet away from me when I hear a voice that’s just a little too feminine call out to me. I don’t need to turn around to know who it is: Ashley… She’s never going to get off my case.

“Wait for me, Adam, I’m coming with you.”

I turn around quickly to face her.

“Another time. I’m not in the mood.”

Girls always make excuses like stomachaches, migraines, period cramps… My turn.

Hand over her heart, she feigns disappointment. If only she knew… nothing she says or does can make me change my mind. I don’t want a girlfriend.

“Wait.”

No, I’m not going to wait. I open my car door and turn on the engine. My tires screech over the gravel as I exit the stadium parking lot.

The idea of a girl taking control of my heart, my soul, my thoughts… it’s out of the question. I want to remain sole master of my life. To be able to do whatever I want, without being permanently tied to someone. To be free!

The mile that separates the stadium from my dorm goes by extremely quickly. I park my car in my usual spot, then head towards the back of the neighboring building. Marcus is there, wearing a black tracksuit with his hood up, a can of spray-paint in each hand, waiting quietly.

I clear my throat to let him know I’m here. His lips widen into a friendly smile.

“I thought you were never going to turn up,” he growls.

“Why would I miss a chance to watch you develop your urban artistic soul?”

Marcus bursts out laughing.

“Stop talking like a nerd, Crawford, and come give me a hand.”

He throws me a purple paint can and starts on his graffiti. I’ve never understood the point of all his drawings, but if he’s having a good time, I’m happy to do it with him.

Marcus and I have been almost friends since the beginning of our freshman year. Why almost friends? Because we don’t hang out together. Once, after our literature workshop, he came up to me and asked me to follow him to a bit of a dark and gloomy place, and I accepted. Every now and then I’ve got to do a good deed. And that’s when I saw his gorgeous artworks on the walls. Marcus is really talented, he knows how to use his cans like a paintbrush. He’s an artist, but he doesn’t want to completely admit it. He prefers urban artist – who knows why.

After a few hours of painting what looks like a huge radio, a big old radio from the 90’s, he finally stops to take a break. He pulls two cans of beer out of his bag.

“So how was your game?”

Marcus hates sports. I take a swig before answering.

“We won.”

He chuckles.

“I don’t even know why I asked.”

I shrug and laugh with him.

I hear a car pull up in the distance. Probably one of my teammates coming home. It’s early though. Usually they don’t get back until after midnight. Right now it’s barely ten thirty. I take another sip of alcohol.

Footsteps approach us. Marcus taps me on the shoulder to let me know we need to leave. Quietly, we pick up our stuff, ready to split. My heart is beating fast, a shiver runs down my spine, and I can feel the adrenaline coursing through my veins. My partner for the night hunches into his hood.

Flashlights point in our direction. Marcus has already started sprinting and is far from the scene that plays out next. I didn’t have time to run. The light in my eyes blinds me.

“Security, stop what you’re doing!”

Shit!

I’m going to get expelled without having won a single championship with the Bulldogs!

Hands in the air, I listen to what they tell me, and I obey them like a good boy.

I’m in deep shit.
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Haley

I groan as I finally manage to drag myself out of my slumber. Tess has already left for her morning run, whereas I’m still rolled up in my duvet like a gremlin. I knew I shouldn’t have listened to my roommate; I would have been better off going to bed than going to that stupid game. But no, as her friend and best roommate ever, I decided to accompany her. Now I can’t pull myself out from under the covers.

I’m not usually a night owl, so I spent my Saturday in bed and my Sunday trying to study. It’s Monday morning and I’ve still barely memorized any of my notes.

My eyes are sore and my brain feels like mush. That’s what happens when I stay up later than usual. I feel like an old lady at 20 years old. I don’t know how to party. If I get home late, I need at least two days to recover. We got back to the dorm at around 1AM because Tess desperately wanted to wait to see the players again after the match. One of them is her best friend (I can’t remember his name for the life of me) and they spent hours reenacting the match while I sat in a corner, bored.

Our door opens with a bang. I know it must be Tess because no one else has copies of our keys and the squeak of her sneakers echoes to where I’m hiding, under my pillow. She knocks on my bedroom door before easing it open.

“Pixy, are you awake?”

“Stop calling me that!” I muttered.

She laughs when she sticks her head through the doorway.

“It was to put you in a good mood. Get up, sleepyhead, we have class in less than twenty minutes.”

I groan before finally getting up. The air in the room is much colder than my warm bed, and I get goosebumps.

“Jim is waiting for us to go get breakfast in the food hall in five minutes.”

That’s it! That’s his name! Jim. Her best friend who plays football.

“Oh? Am I going to have play third wheel again?”

Tess bursts out laughing.

“I’m not sure I’m his type.”

I squint at her skeptically. What could there possibly be not to like? Tess is pretty, really pretty, tall, blonde, eyes a shining brown, and she’s slender, elegant, always completely sure of herself, and unbelievably smart to boot.

“Is he not right in the head or something?”

“He’s perfectly fine, let’s just say he plays for a different team.”

“Oh!”

Now I understand. I knew it wasn’t possible for a guy like him not to like her. After all, jocks love crazy adoring fans.

I’ve  never felt time move so slowly. I can hardly wait for that freaking bell to ring so I can finally go back to the studio. Tonight I want to listen to – and make the whole campus listen to – some music that’s more on the chill side, but still pop-rock. I’m sure my listeners can tell whenever I’m annoyed, sad, or happy. The music I play always changes depending on my mood. But tonight, I’m tired, so I’m going for something calm.

When I get to the studio, I watch Marty patiently through the glass screen. He doesn’t see me, since he’s playing with a balled up piece of paper while telling his life story on air. The room that leads to the recording studio is pure chaos: CDs of every genre scattered left, right, and center, but there’s a certain method to the madness. Actually, we don’t even really use them anymore; we could probably throw them away, but I’m glad we haven’t. The vintage memories attached to these albums from decades ago are too precious to erase.

I can hear Marty wrapping up through the speakers:

“In a few moments, I’m going to hand over to our wonderful next host, Pixy. Don’t forget to call in to put in song requests and tell us all about your troubles. See you next time everyone!”

Marty isn’t my favorite person in the world. Correction: I hate the guy. He’s a total know-it-all, arrogant and full of himself, and I can stand him for more than two minutes at a time. The compliment he just gave me on air was pure sarcasm. It’s paramount that our listeners think the studio is all good vibes and friendly atmosphere – a hint of anything else would be completely unprofessional.

Wearing a hoodie and a bike chain around his neck, he walks out of the recording room to let me take over the mic. You’d think he was a rapper from the 90’s. His look is a mess; I want to laugh every time I see him, but out of respect I at least wait until he's out of earshot.

“I hope you didn’t drool on the mic too much, otherwise I’m going to have to pull out the disinfectant again.”

He doesn’t laugh at my comment, but someone behind me does.

Marty heads decisively towards the exit. I love our conversations – so full of witty banter. Actually, it’s not even fun anymore. I keep making little quips, but he hardly ever responds now. We used to have some really sarcastic discussions, which I always ended up laughing about after the fact, but now that seems to be over… He put an end to it much too soon. Too bad.

The guy who steps out of the way to let him leave looks me up and down.

“Can I help you? This isn’t a butcher’s shop, you’re not putting your hands on this meat.  So grab your slacks and follow Marty’s lead.”

“Grab your slacks? Who even says that?”

A glance at the clock tells me I’m on air in exactly ten seconds. I run towards the studio door, turn on the mic and start talking without catching my breath.

“Good evening everyone, it’s Pixy here, with you tonight until 10PM. So what’s new? Romance, lectures, or even work? Anything troubling you? Don’t hesitate to call and speak to me about it, I’m here to listen. While waiting for your calls, I’ll kick us off with a nice and easy piece. I’ll let you guess the title and band name.

I quickly find a track and off we go, today’s shift of the best job ever has begun!

When I lift my head, I see the guy still hasn’t left. He’s rooted in place by the door, watching me. He’s wearing a blue and white jacket with a bulldog emblazoned on the front. Shit, he’s a jock! Although, for a jock, he’s not bad looking. He’s thickset, maybe too much so, with chestnut hair that’s neither too long nor too short, chocolate-colored eyes, and a delightful beauty mark just above his lip. He’s hot, I have to admit, but not my type.

“What do you want?” I grumble.

You can tell talking to guys is definitely my strong suit.

He runs his fingers through his hear. Oh, a sign of nervousness. He clears his throat and starts speaking.

“I have to work here for a month.”

What?!

My eyebrows shoot up, I blink hard. I’m struggling to understand what he just said.

“Excuse me?”

Why does no one tell me anything around here? I leave notes for Marty and Kim to inform them of the slightest problem. Okay, sometimes I overuse the post-it’s a little, but still, they could at least try to return the favor.

“Barkel sent me.”

How is my music professor involved in this?

“Why?”

“Let’s just say I did something I wasn’t supposed to, and as a result I have to help out here for a little while.”

My eyebrows manage to rise even higher. Okay. No, not okay. This isn’t a football field, he can’t be here! I’ll let him stay tonight, but first thing tomorrow I’m going to Mrs. Barkel to give her a piece of my mind!

A jock has no place in a radio station.
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Adam

This chick with the fiery eyes looks like she’s mulling over something that’s totally beyond me. With her rebellious attitude, her black hair with dyed red ends and her outfit fit for a funeral, she looks like one of those girls who has no idea what style is. She makes me laugh. Pixy, as she called herself on the radio, is staring at me.

“Fine. You can clean up the CDs. They need to be organized alphabetically. That won’t be a problem for you, I hope?”

Who the hell does she take me for? I’m not her minion! But I have to keep quiet and do the job I’m given if I don’t want to get expelled.

With a nod, I let her know I’ll do whatever she asks me to. Her ass, highlighted by her ripped skinny jeans, shows me where I need to go. It’s a tiny room off the studio hall, overflowing with CDs of every genre, old and new alike. There must be more than a thousand, easy.

“I have to organize all of them?”

“All of them.”

She lets the door slam shut behind her as she leaves.

Why on earth didn’t I run away like Marcus did? I should’ve followed him instead of staying put like a coward.

Shit!

This is my wonderful punishment for helping to graffiti a wall. I have to do community service hours, and since that crazy Barkel was hanging around, she couldn’t think of anything better than to have me waste my time in this CD closet. It’s going to take me at least the whole month.

I can hear Pixy’s radio show through speaker and I have to admit, her voice has a quality to it that just makes you want to keep listening. I’ve hardly ever listened to the campus radio, but the guys listen to it non-stop in the locker room and in our dorm.

“Carrying on with this great track from Paramore. The line is open friends, give me a call.”

I can see her through a glass screen from where I’m standing. I watch her stretch and fidget, arms up in the air, and it makes me laugh. Pixy isn’t the kind of girl who stands out from the crowd, otherwise I would already have noticed her. Her appearance is authentic. And I have to say that her radio performance has been pretty good. Her vicious comeback when that rude guy was on the line really had me holding my sides. She’s clearly not a pushover.

After about thirty minutes, I’m still on the letter A. How many more artists beginning with this letter can there possibly be? I feel like I’m never going to see the end of this.

I’m sick of this, I give up. It’s almost eight thirty and I’ve had it up to here with these obsolete CDs. I pull out my phone and call the radio’s number. Through the screen, I watch her pick up, a light smile on her lips.

“Pixy here, how can I help you?” she says enthusisastically.

“Give me something else to do. I’m sick of organizing these useless CDs.”

She turns and looks in my direction before hanging up. Her black gaze meets mine when I leave the storage room to join her in the studio. I felt like I was being smothered in that closet.

“So you think we haven’t all been there? You think you’re better than the rest of us?” she exclaims.

I shrug. How should I know? I have no desire to work behind a mic.

She puffs out her cheeks like she’s about to explode, then slowly lets the air out. I can tell I’m really annoying her, and I want to assure her that it’s mutual. This is not how I wanted to spend my evening.

“Fine, sit by the phone and wait for it to ring,” she says and points at a desk behind her with an old landline on it.

“Phone operator? Really?”

“Would you prefer to go back to your broom closet?”

“No.”

“Then sit your pretty little butt down on the chair and man the phone.”

What on earth is this chick’s problem? I desperately want to leave and slam the door behind me. Who does she think she is? She seemed nice when I first saw her, but the more I get to know her the more unpleasant she becomes.

My last half hour goes by crazy fast. The phone doesn’t ring much and most of the calls are people asking for a specific track. Pixy played some relatively recent songs that I’ve got to admit were pretty good. At no point did she speak to me or acknowledge my existence, which wasn’t a bad thing either.

When the show’s over, she tells me to get up and leave the building. Either she’s in a hurry, or she wants to go to bed, because barely two minutes later we’re already outside. She sets off for the residence halls at a rapid pace. If she’d rather walk home, that’s her problem. I get into my car and start the engine. Raindrops cover my windshield so heavily I can barely see. I wait a few minutes before setting off for my dorm.

In the distance, I see a shadow walking slowly. Rain drips from their coat, their feet wading through puddles. When I pull up next to the person and recognize them, I slow down.

“Hey Pixy, do you want a ride?”

“I’m fine.”

“Come on, hop in. I don’t bite.”

She looks at me, then at the black sky, before opening the passenger door.

Her hair drips water onto my seat and instinctively I turn the heating up to high. I’m not heartless, I have no intention of letting her freeze, especially not in my car. My music is playing quietly, creating a soothing atmosphere after all the songs I listened to this evening. It’s nice to finally have some peace.

The ten minutes it takes us to reach the residence halls are strangely quiet. Pixy hasn’t said a single word and neither have I. After playing phone operator for my stupid punishment, I really don’t want to do any talking.

We don’t even glance at each other as I drive, which is unusual for me. Every time a girl gets in my car, it’s either to hop in the back seat or to try to hop on me. This is completely different. Pixy isn’t my type and doesn’t tick any of the boxes for her to end up in bed with me.

I can’t believe I have to do a whole month of this. This evening has already dragged on way too long.

“Which one is yours?” I ask as I pull up to the gate that leads to all the residence halls.

“Third on the right,” she replies, pointing out the old red brick building.

I stop to let her out. She unfastens her seatbelt, thanks me with a nod, and gets out of the car. Before closing the door, she turns to me.
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