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Chapter One
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SHANE WALKED ACROSS the sidewalk, taking a deep breath before she hit the entrance. She never thought she would be doing this, but after traveling halfway across the country, she had to go through with it.  It was a new city with new people and new start for her. Sure, it was nerve-wracking to have to relocate to a whole new city where she did not know anyone, but her mother had told her that this was the opportunity of a lifetime. Shane did not come from a family with a lot of money, and the idea of college was one that many in her family decided to disregard due to the high costs that were associated with it. However, when a full-ride scholarship was presented to her on graduation day, her mother encouraged her that it was in her best interests to use it. Shane was not sure at first as California was a long way from home. She had gotten used to the familiarity of her town, and she enjoyed spending time with her friends. Nevertheless, she knew that her mother was not afforded an opportunity like this, and she felt obligated to use the scholarship that she was given as it had so easily landed in her lap. She wanted to make her parents proud. At least one of the members of the McBride family had to graduate from college. She just never had thought that it would be her, but now that she was here and had made the commitment, Shane knew that she needed to make the best of it. It would be a good change of pace for her, and maybe, she would learn something in the process. Besides, who knew what kind of people she would meet on campus?

Shane opened the door to the admissions building and went up to the front counter. The area around her was decked out in old tile and smelt of lemon cleaning agents. Shane looked up, noticing the roped area that led up to the front counter. A middle-aged woman with tight brown curls was sitting behind the counter, talking on the phone, and flipping through a fashion magazine. Shane waited patiently for the woman to finish the call, tapping her fingers on the surface of the counter. There were no other students around her, and it made her wonder if she had showed up late. The registration area was small, yielding two comfortable-looking chairs with a small table between them for those that had to wait. There was a billboard on the side wall, covered with flyers and a small glass window that peered into an empty room that looked as if it were used for conferences.

"Hello," the older woman called, interrupting Shane’s thoughts as she put down the phone. "How can I help you?"

Shane turned her attention back to the receptionist, pulling a paper with her student information out of her tight pocket. "Shane McBride," she replied, handing the paper to the woman. "I'm a new student here. I came on scholarship, and I was told to register here and get my room number and cafeteria card."

"Shane McBride," the lady exclaimed. "It's a pleasure to meet you. Didn't you write that article on feminine history that was published in News Spot Magazine? "

"Yes, ma'am," Shane blushed. She had not expected the receptionist of the University of California at Davis to know who she was, especially given that she had traveled from halfway across the country. But News Spot Magazine was a popular read for many, and this was not the first time that someone had recognized her for her work. Nevertheless, even after all the publicity that she had gotten for her article and the research she had done; she still was a little embarrassed when she was recognized in public. She was not exactly a social butterfly. Most times, she liked to blend in with the crowd, and she was not that big on letting people in on her private dealings.

"I heard that LG Productions was going to make a movie based on the article," the woman said with a smile. "Are you excited?"

Shane forced a smile, wondering if everyone at the university was going to know who she was and ask her questions about the movie. She had been utterly surprised when a movie production agency had given her a call, informing her that they had a director that wanted to use her work. It had been both an honor and a bit of a surprise as she had never imagined that her thoughts and opinions would mean much to anyone but herself. After talking for a while to the agency and agreeing to a nondisclosure agreement, she gave her permission for the company to use her article as the basis for their movie in exchange for a generous royalty share. "It's definitely a great opportunity,” Shane stated, looking up at the woman as she awaited her answer. She forced another smile, watching as the woman tapped intensely on the keys of her computer. Shane held her breath as the woman processed her paperwork. She really wished that the woman would get on with the registration. She had come to the university, hoping that she would be treated like a regular student, and now that she knew that the receptionist recognized her, she wondered how many other people would do the same.

The receptionist finally stopped typing and handed her back her paper with a big smile. "Well, welcome to the University of California," she told her, pulling a stack of papers from the printer, and handing them to Shane. "Here's your meal card, class schedule, and room number. You are in the suites. I had you roomed with one of our resident assistants. I figured that way if you had any questions, she would be able to assist you. If you wait here, I'll call her down now so she can show you around."
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IZZIE PULLED HER CAR outside of the registration building and walked towards the door. Sometimes she hated being an RA, because her schedule was frequently interrupted by the phone calls from the front office, but nevertheless, the job did have its perks at times. Because of her position, she knew most of the people on campus. She also knew where all of the parties were at and was invited to most of the social events on campus. In fact, she had met many of her friends through orientation, and in the time that she had been on campus, she had grown close to quite a few of the other members in the suites. One of those members was Steve, her boyfriend, and if it had not been for her position, she may have never met him. 

Steve had been her RA when she arrived on campus. She was shy back then, and she had been nervous about making friends. He was a sophomore at the time, and he took her under his wing. He showed her around campus, introduced her to his friends, and was basically her wingman during any social event that she attended. She could still remember the first time that the two of them met. He had caught her eye immediately. Steve had been standing downstairs at his desk, watching as people walked in and out the doors. He had been wearing designer jeans that day and a plain white T-shirt that emphasized every chiseled muscle above the waist. Izzy had never seen such beauty in a man. She had been nervous to talk to him at first. It was as if her voice did not work when he was around. Many times she had worked up the courage to begin a conversation with the man and failed, but after bumping into him a few times in the privacy of the halls, she had finally asked him if he wanted to hang out. Steve accepted her offer immediately, and though Izzy was surprised, she was also very thankful that the man was willing to give her a chance. Steve was everything that she had ever imagined in a future boyfriend. He was funny and intelligent, and he took rather good care of himself. The first night that they hung out, she remembered how easily her nerves faded as their conversation brewed. It was like one minute they were strangers, and the next minute, they could have known each other their whole lives. They just meshed right away, and after they hung out that first time, they were inseparable. Izzy began dating Steve after that night, and people began associate them as a couple. She loved having Steve in her life. He brought out a side of her that she did not even know that she had. When she was with Steve, Izzy was more confident and open to conversation. She felt comfortable with herself, and she enjoyed being around all types of people. Their relationship grew closer, and one day, Steve bought her a promise ring. She knew that she was in it for the long hall after that, and she wondered how she had even gotten that lucky.

Most of the other women on campus envied Izzie’s relationship with Steve. They had deemed them the happiest couple, and when one of her friends had a problem with his or her relationship, he or she always came to Izzie for advice. She loved being the one that finally got things right. In her childhood, she was not always as lucky, but since she had been with Steve, she had become one of the most popular women on campus.

Izzie walked across the parking lot, remembering that she still had a job to attend to. She opened the big doors to the registration office and walked in, planting a big smile on her face before she made it to the front desk. "Hello, Martha," she said, greeting the receptionist that sat behind the counter. She had known Martha for a long time, and there were many occasions where the older woman had referred students to her.

Martha smiled as Izzie approached her and stood up from her chair. "Izzie," Martha greeted. "How are you? How's Steve?"

"I'm good," Izzie replied. "We're good."

"I’m glad to hear that," Martha said. "You two are so cute together. I remember those days. It seems like it was only yesterday that my husband was planning romantic dates and bringing me flowers."

"Thank you," Izzie squeaked, not quite knowing how to address her response. Martha was always reminiscing about the past, and it made her wonder what her current relationship with her husband was like.

Martha directed her attention to a woman that was standing by her desk. Izzie had barely noticed the other student when she had walked in, but now, the other woman held her full attention. "Izzie," Martha stated. "I want you to meet Shane. She is your new roommate."

Izzie looked the blue-eyed woman and noticing her masculine choice in attire and messy black curls. Shane was not exactly what she expected in a roommate. In fact, she was usually the type of person that Izzie stayed away from. She fought the urge to grimace and bit back the foul words that came to mind. "Hello," she said, faking a smile and extending her hand to the stranger.

"Hey," the other woman said, shaking her hand. "I'm Shane.

"And I'm Izzie as you probably heard," Izzie stated. "Follow me. I'll give you a ride over to the suites." Izzie faked a smile and waved goodbye to Martha, who was back to making phone calls and walked out the door. She was not excited to show the other woman around. Shane looked like a lesbian, and that was a lifestyle that she could not condone. Of course, she would be polite, but she was going to have to look into getting a room change for the stranger. There
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