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Kelly prepares for the club as if she is going out to war. She decides on what to wear with precision even soldiers would admire and puts on her makeup as though it is her camouflage that does just the opposite of what camouflage is supposed to accomplish. 

Everything she does as she gets ready to go out has a ritual-like side to it. 

Her screams of joy that come in outbursts are battle cries. 

The songs she plays and chats are the songs used to rally the troops. 

Her dancing is aimed to call strength at her small, but strong body. 

Her determination for a simple night out is astounding. 

She puts on her makeup, marking the lines and emphasizing her strengths to make sure those who see her see the side of her that she wants to show. 

She dances, laughs, and texts others who are going to meet us there. Strength in numbers, I guess. 

“I love this song!” Kelly drops her brush onto the vanity table and starts jumping up and down, her eyes sparkling with amusement as she meets mine. “Come on!” 

I smile and get up. I’m not much of a dancer, but Kelly’s energy is infectious. Soon, I am part of the ritual. 

We dance until we get tired and then Kelly accuses both of us of straining ourselves too much before the real thing. We are not supposed to waste our energy to have fun. 

She puts my makeup on as well, chooses what I am going to wear, and prepares me as if I am a doll she gets to carry around. And I let her, only because I know it makes her happy. 

Once we are ready after an hour, Kelly calls the cab and we leave my apartment to start our perfect night of clubbing. 

Unfortunately, I won’t be drinking tonight because I’m on medication and the doctor told me it wouldn’t be wise to mix it with alcohol. 

This is going to be a first. 

I’ll be completely sober and going out with Kelly. I’ll have to endure a fun night with my best friend with a completely clear mind. 

Don’t get me wrong. 

I love Kelly. 

She has this sparkly, fun character that always makes me feel as if I am as outgoing and energetic as she is. 

We’ve been friends since we were young and Kelly is great at keeping tabs on her friends, making sure they’re fine. 

She is great to create fun memories with, the ones you get to tell later on no matter how hard it was to create them in the first place. 

But sometimes, more because of me than her, I get exhausted mentally when I’m around her. 

With Kelly, every moment is a memory that we have to construct carefully. 

Nothing is easy when she is around. 

No moment can choose to become regular. 

And more importantly, you always have to make sure you do nothing to take away the spotlight on her, or she flips and gets angry. Even when she doesn’t show it, I know deep in my heart that she needs to be appeased if that ever occurs. 

“We are going to have so much fun!” Kelly shouts once the driver starts the car, making the man jump at his seat with her sudden enthusiasm.

I turn to meet her dark blue eyes, my hand on the door handle to keep my balance because the driver shakes us a bit at the back of the cab. 

“Let’s hope so,” I mumble. 

Kelly’s smile flickers for a second before she controls herself. At times like these, I feel like she gets angry at me for being different from her. But even if that is the case, I understand. Sometimes I get angry at her for that same reason. 

“I know we will,” she says. “And look, I am sure we can find you a decent guy today for a change.” 

Her condescending tone disturbs me, but I keep my lips curled as I stare at her blankly. 

“I am not looking for one,” I respond. 

“Come on,” Kelly says. “You’re a pretty girl and I don’t care what you think about that... You are. You deserve to be worshipped.” 

It feels as though she wants to say “like me.” 

But she doesn’t say it. 

Kelly never says it. 

Even if she is used to men flocking around her and ignoring me whenever we are together, she never says it out loud. She just assumes... 

She assumes that I think I am not pretty or sexy. At least not like her. 

She assumes that I want to be like her. To be adored and liked by all that I meet. 

She assumes all those things because people tend to believe that everyone thinks as they do. 

We all do it. Not only because our perspective is shaped by our minds, but also because it is really hard to get into someone else’s mind and know how they approach things differently than we do. 

I get it. 

Kelly assumes that I want the same things as her. 

“I don’t need to be worshipped,” I tell her, genuinely meaning it. 

Even if she doesn’t get it, it’s good for Kelly to hear my side of the story. 

“You want to be submitted?” She asks mockingly as if that’s the only other possibility. 

I smile as the cab driver gives me a glare from the rearview mirror, apparently, he is wondering about my answer as well. 

I guess with shy, introverted girls that’s always the assumption. 

But that’s not me. 

“No,” I respond. “I don’t need anything.” 

The driver grunts an approval and darts his eyes off the mirror. 

And Kelly's face twists with genuine surprise. 

“Of course, you do,” she says. “Everyone does. And you deserve to get whatever it is that you need, even if you don’t know what that is yet.” 

“Thanks, I guess," I say, surprised at the genuine tone of her voice. 

“Of course,” she responds as the cab pulls to the alley near the club. 

We get out and start to walk toward the crowd. 

It’s a small club, and it’s packed with so many people that it seems like they have scattered out from the building because there was no space left inside. People are chatting and laughing outside as we lay eyes on them from afar. 

“Not a big cue,” Kelly says. “That’s great.” 

“Yeah,” I mumble. 

I actually enjoy cues at the club and not only because I like to spend as much time as I can outside. I like lines because you get to be outside in the cold air while getting a quick introduction to the lives of other people. 

I enjoy hearing snippets of other people’s conversations while being surrounded by strangers and without having to shout to speak. 

But if I share this sentiment with Kelly, I know she is going to accuse me of acting older than my age. So I don’t. 

We go to the back of the line and start waiting. Kelly immediately pulls her phone off her purse as if she is afraid she is going to have to chat with me while we wait. 

I avert my gaze from her. 

In front of us, stand three huge guys who are chatting amongst themselves. And I can’t help but notice how hot they all are.

One of them is a tall guy with a lean but muscular body and he is dressed as if he came directly from the office where he could easily be working as a funds manager. His face is clean-shaven and so gorgeous that my eyes linger on him for a while before I get a chance to observe his friends. 

Then, I notice the guy with the dark skin and gorgeous blue eyes. His hair is short and he is wearing black jeans and a grey shirt that accentuates his muscly arms. And when I look at his face, I am mesmerized by how cute his dimples are and how much of a contrast they create with his sharp jawline. 

“Josh says he might drop by,” Kelly mumbles without taking her eyes off the phone. 

I ignore her and my gaze darts toward the last guy. 

He is tall, bulky, and ripped. He is wearing comfortable looking pants with a buttoned shirt and his hair is short and brown. 

He looks like a jock, but when he looks up and our eyes meet, I am amazed by the apparent depth in them. 

I avert my gaze and stare at Kelly who is still typing something on her phone. 

She probably didn’t notice them yet. If she had, that phone would have disappeared. 

As the cue gets shorter and we approach the building, I notice something weird. 

Every time I look up to see if the guys in front of us are checking us out, I see that at least one of them is looking our way with a smirk on his face. 

And surprisingly, they are not looking at Kelly. 

I avert my gaze as my cheeks blush with the heat. 

“So,” Kelly finally looks up from her phone. “Jenny says she isn’t coming. But the guys probably will. Not that I care.” 

“I thought you liked Josh,” I say without thinking. 

I wouldn’t even consider asking that if Kelly wasn’t pretending like she didn’t care. I know that she likes Josh because she spent hours talking about him with me on the phone. I couldn’t even get a word in. 

“No,” she says, her eyes quickly darting forward and stopping on the three guys in front of us. “Not like that.” 

She has noticed them now. 

Great. 

After a while of examining each and every one of them in detail, Kelly turns to me. 

“Forget about Josh,” she says. “Look at them.” 

Her voice is lowered, but to my utter embarrassment, the black guy turns around and smiles at me. I know he’s heard. And he knows who Kelly is talking about. 

“Hey,” he says directly at me.

“Hii,” Kelly says, slightly stepping aside as if to block me. 

She is using her girly, sexy tone. 

I guess she’s
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