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​I think I have always known that I was attracted to girls, but it took this experience to hammer home the reality that I was actually gay.

Dating culture dominates high school life, especially after a certain age, and most girls dream of being asked to prom by the star quarterback, just like all those lame cliché movies.

I tried to fit into that crowd for years and even went on a few dates with guys, but every time it came to a kiss goodnight or the suggestion of more, I just didn’t feel comfortable.

My passive interest in girls snowballed into something much more serious when I met her during senior year. Kim was her name and she had transferred from a school in Sweden for one semester.

She was hot news when she arrived; the girls looked up to her and the guys fell at her feet. She was perhaps the most perfect human being I had ever laid eyes upon and I felt cupid’s arrow pierce my heart the very first time she smiled at me in passing.

She was just walking through the hall with a bunch of books clutched against her ample chest, surrounded by the popular clique of girls who appeared to have elected her as their new mother figure.

She ignored most of them as they tugged at her sleeve for attention, simply breezing by, long blonde hair flowing in her wake. As I caught her bright blue eyes she flashed a friendly smile in my direction. She couldn’t possibly have known it but that insignificant little gesture almost brought me to my knees.

It wasn’t until weeks later that a word was even said between us. Kim, a trophy cheerleader back home, had gone straight into our school squad. I wasn’t aware of this until, having been forced to try out with my friends, I found her sat in front of me, clipboard in hand.

“Name please?” she said through a thick accent. 

“Jessica.”

“You are nervous, Jessica?”

“A little.”

“Well, don’t be. Just have fun, OK?”

“I’ll try!”

I closed my eyes and awaited the cue. I performed all the moves perfectly fine but, to be honest, I had no real desire to be a cheerleader so my heart wasn’t in it.

All I took away from that audition was how incredible Kim looked in the uniform, and how charming her accent was.

I yearned to get closer to her but I knew I would never be able to penetrate the posse that surrounded her on a daily basis. I wasn’t particularly cool or popular and felt I had little else to offer the girl who appeared to have everything.

Besides, even if I stood as tall as her, looked equally stunning and had just as many talents, I was sure she still wouldn’t look at me the same way I saw her.

I resigned myself to the fact that I was being ridiculous. Even the guys at school said she was completely unobtainable, so what chance a shy little girl stood was hardly worth considering.

Another week went by without seeing her, in person at least; I could do nothing to prevent her drifting into my daydreams.

We did meet again, though, during hockey practice. People had come to expect the best of her at all she did and she was of course a prodigy with the stick too.

It was remarkable to me how someone could be just as comfortable on the field as they were leading cheers or simply strolling through school grounds making conversation, but that was just Kim.

We played on the same team during the practice match and I found her with every pass I could. She was a truly remarkable talent and even as she glided effortlessly past her opponents before picking another ball to play I got the impression she was holding back; bringing others into the game even though she could clearly win it on her own if she wanted to.

We finished up with a penalty shoot-out and, with Kim watching on, I was keen to show that I was at least good at something. I took my mark, drew back the stick and scooped the ball towards the top-left corner.

It beat the goalkeeper but cannoned back off the crossbar. I didn’t want to turn around and face my fate so I simply stood in place, staring down at the spot where the ball had stood, wishing the ground would swallow me up.

Out of nowhere I felt an arm drape around my shoulder and, looking up, saw those striking eyes staring back at me. My gaze dropped to her smile. How I loved that smile.

“Forget about this,” she said. “You’ll get it next time, just don’t try so much!”

Her touch seemed to stay with me as she withdrew her arm and her words echoed in my thoughts for the rest of the day.

Don’t try so much...

I spent the following weekend searching for some hidden meaning in what she had said. Maybe I should just care a little less, I pondered.

I decided to apply that mantra and by the time Monday rolled back around I was ready for whatever the week might throw at me!

My first challenge? Kim being inducted into my English class.

It happened to be my favorite subject but, happy though I was to see her as she sat down next to me, I couldn’t help but feel my focus would suffer.

My concern was compounded when our tutor called me to the front and requested that I “buddy up with the new girl” to bring her up to speed. Kim beamed at me as I returned back to my seat and, just like that, all my worries dissipated like a hazy cloud in a summer breeze.

“Hey buddy,” she said, moving her chair closer to mine and nudging me with her elbow. She brought with her a bouquet of the most intoxicating aromas my senses had ever been exposed to. It was as though someone had waved a garden of sweet summer fruits under my nose. My eyes dropped to her collarbones which glistened in the light from the adjacent window.

“It’s my secret weapon,” Kim whispered, snapping me out of my stupor. “Here,” she continued, taking my hand and turning it over before drawing a tiny rose gold bottle from her purse.

She delicately took off the heart-shaped lid and pressed the tip of her thumb against the top before softly running it in circles over my upturned wrist.

The scent settled into my skin like butter on warm toast and as she raised my arm towards my nose I felt every fiber of my being unwind. It was simply heavenly!

“Miss May, you can play girl scouts in your own time,” came a call from the edges of my awareness, rudely bringing me back to reality.

I looked up to see our tutor staring down her glasses at me, open book in hand.

“Chapter six, aloud, please,” she said sternly.

I fumbled around for the right book in my bag and felt my cheeks flush as the entire class waited for me to get set. Before I could find it, though, Kim began reading.

I turned to face her, mouthing my thanks. She smiled back at me as she continued to read. I watched her full lips form every word, convinced now more than ever that I was falling in love with this girl.

I was surprised when the bell brought our lesson to an abrupt halt. An hour had passed in what felt like the blink of an eye and everybody was packing up, keen to head out for recess despite the fact that it was raining hard.

“Well, I’ll see you next time I guess,” I said.

“No you won’t,” Kim responded.

“What...?” I asked, unable to hide my disappointment. Was she leaving?

“You’ll see me tonight.”

“I will?”

“Of course, hockey practice, duh!” she said, kissing my cheek before skipping away down the hall where a pack of popular girls awaited her.

I raised my hand to touch the skin on my cheek, which was still tingling from her kiss and, once again, the sweet smell of summer filled my senses.

That feeling of warmth and wellbeing was in stark contrast to that which I felt on the hockey field hours later. The weather had taken a turn for the worse; the vicious wind and cold rain an outright assault on my body. Coach insisted we must practice, though, with a big game against our sister school coming up.

I was awestruck by Kim’s natural beauty as the wind whipped her hair back, revealing perfectly symmetrical features. Her eyes seemed almost luminescent against her pale, spotless skin.

“MAY, FOCUS!” coach bellowed from the sidelines. For the third time that day my awareness had wandered astray.

I heeded his instructions, setting off to intercept the ball and picking out Kim as I always tried to do. She immediately returned the pass and I flicked the ball towards the goal, already wheeling away in celebration when a fierce gust of wind sent it slamming onto the inside of the post. I couldn’t believe my luck when it rolled across the goal line and into the keeper’s glove.

“SHOOTING PRACTICE AFTER HOURS!” came the call.

I turned to protest but my voice wouldn’t carry farther than a few yards against the gale. I simply bowed my head and got on with the game.

We were, all of us, wet through as the final whistle went, but Kim and I were kept back as the others retreated to the safe haven of a warm shower.

“Kim, would you mind showing Miss May here how to put the ball in the back of the net,” coach said, his eyes blatantly darting down to her breasts at every opportunity.

“Um, sure,” she replied.

“Good girl!” he said, taking up his position on the sheltered bench.

“Man, he’s a hard ass, no?” Kim whispered to me as we walked towards the goal.

The light was fading by then but we weren’t to leave until I had slotted five balls into the corners. I was pretty angry that the damn wind had caused me this punishment and it
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