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I woke up to the sweet and musky scent of AXE. It was not the vanilla I was use too. When I opened my eyes the ceiling was missing my glow in the dark stars. Lifting the covers revealed a lack of any clothing. My head fell back on the pillow.

“Jesus girl.” I huffed. “How do you get yourself in these situations?”

“My guess is the mystery punch.”

The deep voice startled me. I sat up quickly. The owner of the voice was lounging in an oversized arm chair in the corner of the room, reading a text book. When he covered his eyes I blushed. I pulled the covers up over my breasts.

He peeked through his fingers, and then put his hand down. “Thank you cause you have bout used up all the will power I have.”

“What happened?” “Between us?” “Yes.”

“Nothing. Not that you didn’t put forth some serious effort.”

“Serious?”

“I don’t take advantage of tricky situations when it comes to young ladies.”

“A gentleman?”

“I do my best.” He smiled.

“Well, sir, would you be so kind as to point me in the direction of my clothes.”

He smiled and I actually felt comfortable. I knew he was telling the truth but was also glad he didn’t take the opportunity to lie. He got up and I suddenly felt really small. He had to be about six foot five inches tall and was shaped like an athlete. He laid my clothes across my legs.

“Here you are. I’ll step out so you can get dressed.” A gentleman.
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DANNY CAME AND SAT down next to me in the grass. “For someone who got back to the room at 3am, you sure left out early.”

My canned laughter came softly through my lips. I had been living with Danny for a month and still wasn’t sure about her.

“So, rumor has it that you were seen leaving the party with Xavier last night.”

“I don’t listen to rumors.”

“Me either but I heard his girlfriend is pissed and she is one of those confrontational bitches.” Danny got up. Her facial expression, eyes pushed together, made me think she was annoyed with me.

“Hey, thanks for letting me know.” I smiled. I may not have been sure about her, but I didn’t want to burn one of the few bridges that I had at school.

“Girl, no problem. I got your back.” She leaned down to me. “Xavier is coming over here.”

“See you later.” I looked back at my accounting book. As the shadow descended upon me it took a lot of control not to look up.

“Hello Angel.”

Finally, after another forced moment, I looked up. “Hi.” 

“When I came back to the room you were gone. I just wanted to check and make sure you were okay.”

“The gentleman act continues.” My eyes rolled up in my head.

“It’s not an act.”

“Okay. I am fine. Thank you for checking and thank you for letting me have a nap in your bed.”

“Not a problem. I didn’t think you would be safe left at the party.”

“I’m a big girl. I would have been fine.” His concern seemed genuine and sweet, but still a bit unbelievable.

“Okay. Well, I won’t linger too long.” Xavier looked off to the other side of the quad. “I guess I will see you around.”

“I guess.” I couldn’t help but watch Xavier walk across the quad. His stride was very confident. Halfway across, he met up with a very angry looking girl. Xavier grabbed her by the arm as she tried to come past him towards me and took her back to the other side of the quad.

“The confrontational bitch.” I laughed and went back to my text.
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HE WOULD TELL ME THAT I had a ‘beautifully sexual body’. One day I got up the nerve to ask what he meant by that. At fourteen, I had never heard that before.

He tugged me closer to him and unbuttoned my school blouse. ‘You have a woman’s body, unlike most women I know’. He ran his hands gently across my breasts. They were already a c-cup at that point. His hands slid down my little waist and pushed my skirt off. A chill went down my back when he rested his head against my belly.

My heart beat so hard in my confusion. That chill danced through my body as his hand went between my thighs.

The vibration under my pillow startled me. I sat up, pulled out my phone, and turned off the alarm. It was time for a run.

Two miles, and a half hour later, I lay in the grass and watched the sun come up. The sight was amazing but rather difficult to enjoy as I attempted to catch my breath.

“I have extra water.”

I sat up and looked around. My eyes didn’t see anyone in the orange tinted scenery.

“I’m on the other side of the tree.” 

I got up slowly and found Xavier on the other side of the tree that was behind me. “Um...”

“I am not a stalker. My running buddy flaked on me for a girl.”

“That sucks.” 

“Not for him.” 

I smiled.

Xavier held up the bottle of water. “Thirsty?”

“Hell yeah.” I sat down next to him. “I forgot mine.” 

“Distracted when you left?”

“Always.”

“Running is good for clearing your mind.” 

“More healthy than vodka.”

“Not as effective.” Xavier winked at me. 

“Please. I envy those who black out.” 

“You’d rather not know.”

“Yes.”

“So you knew nothing happened the other night?” 

“Yeah, but I was hoping I blacked out and missed something.”

“So sorry to disappoint you.”

I chugged some of the water. “Not disappointed. Pleasantly surprised.”

Xavier smiled and then lay back in the grass. “Do you believe men and women can be friends?”

After another swig of water, I plopped in the grass next to him. “Nope.”

“Why?”

“Sex gets in the way.” 

“Good point.”

The blue began to water down the sky. “Why do you ask?”

“Curious.”

“What do you think?”

“I want to believe it could happen. Relationships cannot survive without the foundation of friendship.”

“But that implies that what starts as a friendship is expected to change into a relationship.”

“Well, yeah.”

“So, then men and women cannot just be friends. It always leads to more.”

“Not always.”

“From one side or the other feelings get in the way.” Xavier sighed. “Speaking from experience?”

I laughed. “One too many experiences.” 

“Sorry to hear that.” 

“Don’t be.”

“There went that guard.” 

“Huh?”

“Nothing.”

I sat up. “Thanks for the water.”

“You are welcome.” Xavier sat up. “Heading back now?”

“Can’t lie out here forever.” Slowly I got up. I looked down at Xavier for a moment then looked away. His eyes felt like they were trying to look inside my soul.

“Okay. I would offer to escort you...” 

“But you know I don’t need an escort.” 

“Just hoping you would want one.”

I smiled, picked up the bottle of water, and began to run. A few yards away I stopped and turned to where Xavier was still sitting. “Just don’t slow me down, okay?”

Xavier smiled, got up and ran over to me. “I will do my best.”
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PICKING PAIRS IN COLLEGE is just like it was in high school. The cliques emerge quickly after the professor gives the word. I watched the Greek letters and colors match up. The jocks grouped up together. Even the nerds and teacher’s pets flocked together. In my awe I ended up not having a project partner.

“Ms. Williams, it looks as though you may need to...” Dr. Lee paused as the door to the lecture hall opened. “Ah, Mr. Taylor. Once again you have reminded me that I forget to lock the door once class starts. You will pair up with Ms. Williams.”

“Thank you, Dr. Lee.” A few seconds later the guy came and sat next to me. “What is she talking about?”

“The semester project.” 

“Tenth grade flashback?”

I fought to hold in my laughter.

“Okay ladies and gentlemen, you have the rest of the session to brainstorm. Proposals due next week.”

“I am Daevon by the way.” 

“Angel.”

“Okay, Angel, any ideas?” 

“Nope. You?”

“Not without coffee.”

“Oh.” I called myself reading over the assignment requirements but I couldn’t focus.

Daevon stood up. “Question Dr. Lee.” 

“Yes Mr. Taylor.”

“It is a little loud in here. Is it cool if we go someplace else?” 

“But you just arrived.” Dr. Lee raised an eyebrow.

Daevon flashed a smile that caused his dimples to be more pronounced and I couldn’t help but smile. Apparently they worked on Dr. Lee as well. “Goodbye Mr. Taylor and Ms. Williams. Please be on time next week and prepared as you two will present to me first.”

“Will do.” Daevon looked down at me. “Coffee?”

“Um... sure.” I grabbed my things and followed him out of the lecture hall.

We headed over to a nearby coffee shop. Daevon found a booth by the window for us to set up. He headed over to the counter and I began to get comfortable. A couple of seconds later he was back.

“My brain isn’t functioning.” He pulled out his lap top and logged on. “I noticed you didn’t have one with you.”

“Oh. Okay.”

“The line is long. In case you want to surf.” 

“Thanks.”

He walked a few steps away and then turned back. “Coffee?”

“Mango smoothie with a shot of caffeine.” 

“Okay.”

“Thanks.”

I felt a little weird using Daevon’s computer so I just began playing Solitaire. The game occupied me for a few moments before someone sat across from me. 

“Just the person I wanted to talk to.”

I looked up to see the confrontational bitch mugging me.

“I would appreciate it if you left Xavier alone.”

She seemed to wait for me to respond. My eyes went back to my card game.

She huffed. “I know you know he is with me and I just don’t want you to be that pathetic broad trying to take something that doesn’t belong to you.”

I calmly held my tongue knowing she was trying to bait me.

“Because I heard about the party and you are lucky I trust Xavier...”

I was finding the tricky thing about Solitaire was that the card you want is always trapped underneath something and you can’t get to it.

“It is just like him to come to the aide of some chick in distress but you need not read into that...”

Even if you start the game over again and do things differently, there are some games that are just not winnable.

“Because I am secure in my relationship...”

It is frustrating to give up on a game, but there is no point in going in circles.

“Like I said, just do yourself a favor and leave my man alone.”

“Do yourself a favor and get out my seat.”

I looked up at Daevon as he handed me my smoothie. “Thanks.”

“Hi Daevon.”

“Move faster.” Daevon raised his eyebrow as she got up and moved out of the booth. “Damn.”

I laughed as he sat down. I turned the laptop around. “Here you are.”

“Thanks.” Daevon took a sip of his coffee and then turned to Xavier’s girlfriend who was still standing there. “Are you going to stand there and watch us work? You could put yourself to good use and go get me some home fries from the sub shop around the corner.”

“Whatever.” She huffed and walked away. 

“Member of your fan club?”

“President actually.” 

Daevon laughed. “Nice.”

“Thanks. How is the coffee?” 

“Genius. How is that smoothie?” 

“Great.”

“Can’t help but be nosey especially the way she was marking her territory.”

“That she was. Why, I will probably never know.”

“You mean you aren’t trying to steal her man?” Daevon’s eyes got sarcastically wide.

I smiled. “He is too big for me to shove in my back pack and run away with. He is trying to be a friend, I think.”

“Oh.”

“I’m not sure that is possible though.” 

“What is possible?”

“Men and women being just friends.” 

“Oh.”

“What do you think?”

“I have some female friends.” 

“Really?”

“Yeah, I mean we have been friends since like elementary school.”

“That is more like family than friends.”

Daevon laughed. “I guess you could say that. Okay. I see what you are saying. So, you think he is trying to sleep with you?”

“No.”

“Why?”

“He had the opportunity and didn’t. I think he is crazy. But that is cool.”

“I think he is crazy too.” Daevon winked at me. “So, if we can’t be friends I guess we shall be business associates.” 

I laughed. “Okay.”
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My demons kept me either running, working, in class or studying. When none of that worked, I would sit on a bench, on the far side of campus where it was almost always quiet, and basically let the demons dance. Thoughts and memories raced through my mind. Sometimes tears would escape from the dazed yet painfully composed façade I had created.

“Excuse me miss.”

I snapped back into the present and slowly glanced up. For a moment I thought it was a guy who was handing me a tissue. Once I wiped my eyes, I realized the voice and face belonged to a girl.

“Are you okay?” 

“Yes, thank you.”

She had braids sneaking out from under her fitted Ravens hat. Her smile was contagious and got bigger as I smiled.

“Well good.” She glanced up at the sky. “It’s about to rain.”

“Oh. Yeah. I guess I should head back.”

“Would you like a ride? I drove over to walk my dog.” I couldn’t believe I didn’t notice the black lab puppy sniffing around my feet. 

“Cute.” 

“Very.”

When I looked up, I realized her eyes were on me. “Sure, thanks.”

We rode back to the other side of campus in her Jeep Cherokee. Her puppy decided to sit in my lap, despite her prodding him not to. He was a little heavy, but wasn’t bothering me.

“That is usually where Louie sits.”

“I don’t mind. I love dogs.” I rubbed his head and rolled the window down so he could stick his nose out.

“I’m Jordyn, by the way.”

“Angel.” I glanced at her as she drove. The androgyny that she displayed intrigued me. It wasn’t like she was trying to be a man like some of the girls my stepfather and his friends called “bull dykes”. Thinking of the term and who said it gave me chills. Jordyn’s nails were manicured and she had the cutest small angel earrings on. I would have expected her to be listening to some ratchet rap music but she was playing jazz.

“Which dorm are you in?”

“The second tower.” I was glad she interrupted me from my embarrassing thought. Not only did I not know for sure if she was a lesbian, but my knowledge of the culture was limited to stereotypes and insults I heard from others.

“You are a freshman?”

“No. I transferred here. I am a second semester junior.” I let a few rain drops rest on my face before coaxing Louie back and rolling the window up. “You?”

“Senior.”

“Excited to be done?”

“Yes and no. I am tired of writing papers but not ready for the real world just yet.”

“I can understand that.” I got up the nerve to look at her again when she pulled up at the back entrance to the Tower Quad. A loud clap of thunder sent Louie jumping in the back seat and crawling under a blanket. I giggled and my eyes caught Jordyn’s. “Thanks for the ride.”

“You are very welcome.” She glanced out the window and then back at me. “Do you want to borrow an umbrella?”

“Um... no. I’m okay. I’m headed to the shower to wash my hair anyway.”

“Need help?”

I could feel the blush forming on my face and there was no way to stop it. I opted to laugh, hoping it would all blend in. “Naw I’m good. Thanks again.”

I got out of the car and dashed over to my building. I stopped inside the stair well. From the window I could she her still in her Jeep. I watched for a few moments until she finally pulled off. On my way up to the fourth floor the smile stayed on my face. But by the time I got to my room I felt so silly. Jordyn was a girl and I was giddy as a child on Christmas morning. I shook my head, hoping to shake the feeling off. It didn’t work.
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FOR A WEEK I COULDN’T keep Jordyn out of my mind. I found myself attracted to her. My curiosity was peaked. Things still didn’t make sense to me. My walks were now spent pondering that car ride over and over again. As soon as my mind would go quiet instead of demons arriving, thoughts of Jordyn would.

“Earth to Angel. You tired of typing?” 

“Huh?” I blinked back to reality.

Daevon took his laptop off of my lap and finished typing the paragraph I had been working on. We were finishing up the paper that went with our project.

“Sorry, my mind...”

“Got the hell up out of here.” He laughed. 

“Dae let me ask you a question.”

“Ok.”

“If a guy offers to help you wash your hair...” 

“He is trying to fuck.”

I laughed. “What about a girl?” 

“Asking a guy?”

“No.”

Daevon raised his eyebrow. “Is this one of those girlie conversations?”

“Um... I don’t think this was a girlie type of girl... if that makes any sense.”

“Then she was trying to fuck.” I nodded. “Okay.”

“So, are you a lesbian? Is that why we are so cool?” 

“No.” Even as I said it, I wasn’t sure.

“Oh.” Daevon raised his eyebrow again and then went back to typing.

Then something hit me. “Do you think I am a lesbian? I mean did you think that?”

“No.”

“Then why haven’t you...”

“Don’t even speak of it. I have had to decide that you are my sister in order to justify why I can’t have sex with you.”

“Because you think I am a lesbian?”

Daevon laughed. “No. If a lesbian is hot I’ma try my damndest to convert her.”

I laughed. “Okay.”

“I am testing your theory. I have decided that we can be friends and nothing more if you are my sister or cousin or something. So, consider yourself adopted.”

“You are the second guy here trying that with me. I thought something was wrong with me.”

Daevon grinned. “I mean I can give up on science if you are trying to...”

I smacked him with the pillow from my bed. “No, this is good.”

“Cool. Besides I am currently on a conquest.” 

“Victoria?”

“How did you know?” 

“Small campus.”

“Oh. Okay. So, you know the same way I know you are talking about Jordyn.”

“Who said?”

Daevon smiled at me and continued typing. “Your eyes just did.”
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SOMETIMES THE LOUDEST, most crowded spaces are the best places to be alone. I had been planted at a table in the atrium of the student center for almost three hours. I started out attempting to write in my journal. One website I found said that it helped to write your troubles down. At first it felt good to let things out, but the feeling didn’t last long. Soon I felt sick from it. So, I switched to homework. Having taking on six classes that semester I had no shortage of that. My goal had been to keep myself busy and graduate as soon as possible. The less free time I had the less time my mind had to wander.

Sometimes being busy couldn’t even stop the demons. Earlier that day I caught myself at work in a cycle of thoughts that almost brought tears to my eyes. The strangest things triggered memories. Things like songs, words, and a sense of déjà vu had a tendency to mess me up.

Watching the sky change with the sunset my mind wandered to the upcoming holiday. A sense of dread took over me because the semester was almost over. They were making us clear out of the dorms for emergency renovations and I had no clue where I was going to go.

Before I could wrap my head around it any further Xavier sat across from me. I smiled. “You know every time people see us together I get a visit from my fan club president.”

“Yeah, I told her to stop that.” 

“I don’t think she listened.” 

“I wanted to say hello.” 

“Hello.”

He smiled. “May I ask you a question?”

“That was a question, but I will give you another one.” 

“Thank you.”

“You’re welcome.”

“Do you think it would be possible for a man and a woman to be friends if neither is sexually attracted to each other?”

“How do you know that they aren’t sexually attracted to each other?”

“He sees her as a sister for some reason.”

“Oh.”

“And he figures that if she wanted him, she would have made it very clear.”

I laughed. “Okay.”

Xavier smiled. “So given your previous theory...” 

“That particular guy and girl could be friends as long as feelings don’t creep in later.”

Xavier nodded. “Glad we can agree on that.”

I closed my books as my stomach began to growl. “Want to go get food?”

“As long as it isn’t on campus.”

“Fine by me as long as you are driving.”

Xavier and I headed to a small soul food spot about ten minutes from campus.

I nibbled on a piece of corn muffin. “So let me ask you a question.”

“Go for it.”

“Are you in love with her?”

“Yes.” Xavier answered with barely time for me to blink in between question and answer.

“Well damn.” 

“What?”

I laughed. “She can’t possibly know.”

“Why do you say that?”

“I would think that in knowing she would be more confident and not stalking my ass.”

Xavier laughed. “Well...”

I looked in his eyes. There was something that he wasn’t saying. It was written all over his eyes as they gazed past me. I wanted to inquire more but decided to leave him with his thought. Nibbling on my muffin my mind almost escaped the moment before Xavier spoke again.

“Jealousy isn’t attractive to me.”

“You don’t think it shows how much she cares? She may be worried she is going to lose you.”

“When men are jealous it is because they are worried you are doing something they are or are thinking about doing.”

I smiled. “True indeed.”

“So, let’s talk about something else.”
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Dating was not my favorite thing to do. Initially I told Eric no but he put on the pout face and seemed nice so I decided to give it a try. I needed to get out and I was hoping that he could take my mind off of some of the things that had taken it hostage. We spent the whole dinner with him talking about his future helping his father run the family business. My nod and smile served me well and I tried to alphabetize the 50 states in my mind.

Before the check was even paid, I could tell where Eric was trying to go with things. His eyes seemed to stay on my breasts, even in the not so revealing crew neck shirt I had on. In the car ride back to campus his eyes kept glancing to my legs. I kept a superficial presence in the conversation, trying not to appear as uncomfortable as I was. I tried not to get too far ahead of myself but my mind kept wondering if this date would be like the many I had been on in the past.

Eric pulled up in a spot near Greek Row on campus. “I told my boys we would stop through this party for a few minutes.”

I just nodded and got out the car when he did. For an hour I followed Eric around as he drank and talked with his friends. The wine cooler I was nursing dangled from my hand. I had already taken a shot in an effort to be a good date and join in the fun. I gazed around the crowd until my eyes locked with the DJ’s. 

Jordyn winked at me and I couldn’t help but smile. It felt a little strange to me, more so because it seemed more natural than anything else. Even when I removed the smile from my lips, I could feel the rest of my body smiling. Part of me was just not willing to admit how good she looked. Her hair was in twists and held back out of her face by a pair of huge headphones. I could not break our eye contact. Even when Eric stepped in front of me, I adjusted my head slightly so I could still see Jordyn.

“We’re gonna get out of here in a minute cause I can’t wait to fuck the shit out of your sexy ass.”

The liquor on his breath, cockiness in his tone, and the growing bulge I could feel against my leg as he pulled me close sent my mind on a mad dash away from reality. My body didn’t move and my eyes stayed locked on Jordyn. Her lips smiled at me but her eyes seemed to question. I could feel my facial expression going flat.

“Let’s go.” Eric took my arm and pulled away.

I took my arm back. A voice in my head told me to walk away and, for the first time in a long time, I listened to it. My legs took me straight to the Alpha house. Before I could get through the front door Eric had grabbed my arm again.

Everyone on the porch stood up. Eric put his other hand up. “Chill. I’m just trying to catch up with my girl.”

“Your girl?” Daevon stepped up on the porch.

Eric let my arm loose just long enough for me to break free. I turned back towards the door and walked right into Xavier. He moved me behind him as Eric came after me.

“Angel let’s get the hell out of here. I don’t have time for these games.”

“She’s not going with you.” Xavier turned and looked at me. His eyes told me no matter what I thought my answer was I wasn’t going with Eric.

“Man, your girlfriend is the one who hooked us up. Maybe she is tired of you and Daevon sharing the bitch.”

Before I could blink Xavier punched Eric, sending him through the glass window next to the front door. Daevon popped up next to me, took my hand, and led me upstairs to Xavier’s room.

“Dae let me go. I could have just left with him. I seriously don’t want any trouble.”

“Yeah well Xavier has some pent up anger he may decide to work out on Eric so there is no way to avoid that trouble.” Daevon paused and looked at me. “Seriously, what the fuck are you doing with him?”

“Date.”

“And if he was trying to fuck you? I mean if you haven’t heard Eric makes me look like a monk.”

My head began to spin. “Just let him.” 

“What?”

I looked away as the tears formed in my eyes. Thoughts and flashbacks kept playing in my mind and I repeated something it said to me. “If you don’t fight back then everything is okay.”

Daevon turned my head so he could look into my eyes. The tears slowly escaped down my cheeks. He let my face go and walked out of the room, slamming the door behind him so hard I jumped. I began to regret my words. There was no way I was prepared for what he was thinking and the questions that may follow or what may happen afterward. I felt like Pandora standing there with an open box. My chest felt tight and I struggled to breathe. I opened Xavier’s window and climbed out, jumping to the porch roof. Another not so graceful jump and I was on the ground.

“Impressive.”

I turned around and Jordyn was standing there, leaning against her truck. “Um... thanks.”

“Going somewhere.”

“Away from this madness.” I wiped away the tears still flowing slowly down my cheeks.

“Well, I’m sure Louie won’t mind sharing his seat again.”

I hurried around to the passenger side of the car and hopped in with Louie. Jordyn
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