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  Dedication




To the broken, the healing, and the brave—

this story was written with you in mind.




To my brothers and sisters in Christ—

who walk the narrow road with trembling feet and unwavering hope.

Keep going. Keep rising.




To everyone who has ever fallen

but still chose to get back up—

may you never forget: grace still calls your name.







  
    
      “When you pass through the water, I will be with you, and the river will not overwhelm you. When you walk through fire, you will not be scorched, and the flame will not harm you.”


    

    
      





— Your First Love
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  Content Disclaimer



Journey of the Heart: Wrecked and Washed is a work of fiction that explores deep emotional themes, including faith, identity, trauma, relationships, and personal growth. While the content is not explicit, it does contain mature subject matter that may be sensitive for some readers.

Reader discretion is advised.

This story is intended for thoughtful young people and adult audiences who are comfortable engaging with complex topics in a respectful and reflective context. 
































  
  
  Chapter 1:  The Path Awaits
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Mita stood at the edge of her dorm building, looking up at the grand structure with both excitement and trepidation. It was real now—university life. The step she had been dreaming about for years was now right before her. No more high school rules, no more watching the clock tick by, waiting for freedom to arrive.

But what kind of freedom was it really?

She shifted her suitcase, feeling the weight of her past, her upbringing and her own expectations, tugging at her as she looked at the crowd of students rushing around her. She could almost taste the excitement in the air. The campus, full of students rushing to their dorms or socializing between buildings, was a far cry from the quiet life she’d known at home. It was alive—alive with possibilities, choices, and freedom, or at least the illusion of it.

She tightened her grip on the handle of her suitcase, a little unsure whether she was ready for all of it. As she continued to make her way to her dorm building, or what she hoped was her dorm building, her gaze wandered over to a bulletin board, plastered with colorful flyers for party events, group meetups and student socials. Her heart skipped a beat at what these different gatherings could mean for her. So this is what is university like, she thought.

“Excuse me!” a voice pulled her from her thoughts. Mira turned to see a tall girl with a big smile and a clipboard in hand, dressed in a denim jumper that was so vintage and nostalgic all at once, her hair dark brown had a bit of red hue to it in the sun, was done up into a ponytail.

“Hi, I’m Jasmine,” the girl said, holding out her hand. “You look a little lost. First year?”

Mita laughed at how obvious she had been without even knowing, and took her hand. “Guilty as charged,” she said. “The whole ‘freshman’ vibe is kind of obvious, isn’t it?”

Jasmine chuckled. “It’s all good. It’s my second year, and I still get that ‘freshman’ feeling sometimes,” she said, releasing Mita’s hand, to look her up and down in a way Mita wasn’t sure if Jasmine was sizing her up or just taking in her outfit, but since she couldn’t tell, Mita wasn’t comfortable under her gaze . “Are you looking for something specific?” Jasmine asked after a breath

“Well, I’m trying to figure out where I’m supposed to be,” Mita said. “I’m just… getting the lay of the land, I guess.”

“And I guess, I’m just in time,” Jasmine said. “First things first, don’t miss the Freshman Welcome Event coming up. It’s huge. The entire first-year class meets up for games, free food, and a chance to meet people from different departments in the institution, to expose you to different clubs to find your interests. The perfect place to make friends, or at least pretend like you know what’s going on.” She winked. “They say it’s the best way to get your foot in the door, especially if you’re trying to avoid being a total hermit.”

“Ah, the magic of free food. I’m sold,” Mita said, grinning. “Do I need to RSVP or…?”

“Nah, just show up. It’s on Friday evening. You’ll hear about it all week. Trust me. You won’t be able to escape it.” Jasmine turned to the bulletin board, hanging a flyer about said event before turning back to Mita. “It’s gonna be held by the Student Council in the Quad. They’re handing out free T-shirts for the event. You don’t wanna be the person who missed out on that.”

Mita raised an eyebrow. “T-shirts, huh? Who knew college would be so high stakes.”

Jasmine laughed, turning to walk away. “You’ll see. Have fun, freshman!” she called as she walked away, disappearing into the crowd.

As Mita scanned the bulletin board for any more useful info, a loud, upbeat voice made her freeze due to the sudden outburst.

“Hey, hey, hey!” A group of sophomores and juniors came bounding toward her like they were on a mission. They were laughing and talking, clearly buzzing with energy. One of them, a guy with a messy mop of curly hair and a wide grin, approached her holding a neon flyer.

“New blood?” he asked with a wink, handing her the flyer.

“You gotta come to our party tonight. Freshman-only event. Great way to meet people, have a blast, you know, the usual.”

Mita took the flyer, her gaze flickering over the colorful words, “Freshman Bash—Tonight! Free drinks, music, free-spirited fun!” She looked up at him, raising an eyebrow. “I didn’t realize university was an all-you-can-eat buffet for temptation.”

The guy laughed. “It’s all about balance, right? You don’t have to go wild, but, hey, you’re here to have fun. Don’t let anyone here tell you that you’re supposed to be all serious. That’s for people who’ve forgotten how to live. Don’t be that person, trust me.”

“Right,” Mita said sarcastically, tucking the flyer in her pocket. “Thanks for the tip. I’ll be sure to keep that in mind.”

“You’re welcome! Don’t say I didn’t warn you,” the guy said, throwing a casual salute. “We’ll be in the dorm shared common building. Don’t be a stranger.”

Mita rolled her eyes as they walked off, muttering to herself, “If I don’t know any better, this campus is like a bad reality show waiting to happen.”

She gave one last glance at the bulletin board, trying to locate any information on where to find her room. Finding nothing, she let out a small groan. Okay, Mita, don’t panic. You’ve got this. She turned and walked towards the doors of the building, her suitcase clicking against the floor with each step.

Pushing through the rotating doors of the dorm building,  to say the dorm was bustling was an understatement, with students moving in, unpacking, and setting up their new homes. Everywhere she looked, she saw older students—sophomores and juniors—calling out to the freshmen with varying degrees of enthusiasm. Some offered pizza slices, others gave unsolicited advice, and a few handed out party invites with the casualness of handing out flyers for a high school prom.

Mita shook her head, amused but slightly overwhelmed. Do I just walk through this maze until I find Room 246?

Before she could figure out her next move, a girl who looked like she walked off a GQ magazine cover, her chestnut coloured hair with blonde highlights bounced up to her, holding out a flyer with a grin. “Hey, you’re a freshman, right? We’re having a party in the lounge later, it’s gonna be tons of fun, music with snacks. You should totally swing by.”

Mita took the flyer, eyeing the girl suspiciously. “So, is this the part where you tell me to be wild and free?”

The girl laughed, clearly unphased by Mita’s sarcasm. “It’s not about that! It’s about experiencing university life to the fullest. You know, connecting with people, making memories, all that jazz.”

Mita held up her hand, tired of hearing the same thing all over again. “I get it. I’ll think about it. I’m sure I’ll be real busy with my… study schedule.” She waved the flyer in front her chest mockingly.

The girl smirked. “Well, don’t be a stranger. Everyone’s invited, so if you do decide to change your mind, we’ll be there.”

With that, the girl disappeared into the crowd, and Mita continued on her track upstairs, where the noise from the common area was muffled but still made it feel like a high school reunion was happening down there. After she climbed the stairs, walking down the corridor of doors led to rooms on each side, she took her time to take in the interior. The corridor was bigger than expected, allowing four, maybe even five people to walk alongside each other.  She counted the numbers on the doors as she walked the length of the corridor until she finally came in front of her door, mentally preparing herself for whatever awaited her on the other side of Room 246.




When she finally found the courage to type in the code the school had given her at orientation, she opened the door to enter a medium-sized living room area. Stepping in, she closed the door behind her, hauling in her heavy suitcase and her bag secured atop it. She looked around the space, taking in everything and noting every detail. It was then she saw the entrance to an equally sized kitchen on the right. “This place is bigger than I thought. We even have our own living room and kitchen. At least I don’t have to go downstairs and share one with everyone else,” she thought, looking around the space.

She walked further down the passage leading away from the living room to find two doors on opposite sides, but not directly in front of each other. That was convenient, she thought. She heard movement in the room on the left side.

She took a deep breath and knocked twice, her heart. beating just a little faster.

“Come in!” a soft voice called from inside.

Mita turned the knob and stepped in.

The room was small but cozy, already adorned with pastel-colored bedding, a few plants on the windowsill, and some motivational quotes pinned on the walls. Sitting on the bed was a girl with short, messy hair, wearing a soft pink and purple sweater and leggings. She sat atop her bed, books sprawled out before her , seeming as if she was sorting them to put them up, but looked up with a smile when Mita entered.

“Hey!” the girl said warmly. “You must be Mita. I saw your name on the dorm chart. I’m Amerei! It’s so nice to meet you!”

Mita raised an eyebrow, not knowing there was even a chart and feeling like she had the short hand as she already knew her name, but Mita didn’t know hers, but couldn’t help the small smile that tugged at her lips. “Hey, Amerei. Thanks for not being a party animal… yet.”

Amerei giggled, setting her book down. “Oh, no worries. I’m more of a quiet party kind of girl. You know, the type who has tea parties with themselves and reads a book in a corner.” She laughed lightly. “But I’m really excited to room with you!”

Mita let out a chuckle, glancing around the room. “Tea parties? I can see why we’d get along.”

Amerei shrugged, her smile shy but warm. “Yeah. I mean, I’m not great at… big groups or wild parties. I’d rather have a quiet night in, but if you want to go out, I’ll totally give you space.”

“You got it,” Mita said, still looking around the room at the decor. “I can already tell this is going to be… interesting.”

“Oh, definitely!” Amerei said, her voice a mix of excitement and nervousness. “But I’m really glad you’re here. And I don’t know, maybe we’ll figure out this whole ‘college’ thing together.”

Mita gave her a sly grin. “Yeah, well, you better buckle up. I’ve got this thing figured out —sort of.”

Amerei laughed softly, her eyes sparkling with a quiet excitement. “I think we’re going to be just fine.”

And just like that, Mita realized that she might not have all the answers, but this was exactly where she was meant to be.

And as her journey began, she knew one thing for sure, it was going to be anything but ordinary.

Mita sat on her bed in her room, feeling both strangely comforting and eerily unfamiliar. The white walls, the soft beige curtains, the small desk still empty, waiting to be cluttered with textbooks and half-unpacked items—all of it felt temporary. She was still adjusting, still figuring out where the heck everything went, not only in the soulless room but also in life.

But as she sat there, staring at the phone in her hand, it wasn’t how to start unpacking that consumed her thoughts. No, it was the message on the screen.

A text from Joshua.

“Hey, Mita! Did you get settled in? You’re probably surrounded by tons of people by now, huh? You might think this is cringe, but remember, you don’t have to change who you are just because everyone else is doing it. College is famous for doing just that. Stay true to yourself. And hey, remember, don’t let the environment influence you—be the influence! 😊 Stay strong. I’m rooting for you. Always.”

Mita read the message a few times, her thumb hovering over the keyboard, unsure how to reply or if she should. Stay true to yourself. Be the influence. These were words she’d heard before, words she wanted to believe. Joshua was, logically, her childhood friend, but growing up with him, he was more like her older brother for years back home, he and Ruach. I mean, they were actual siblings to each other, and she was kind of the little sister they never had, always there, always encouraging her, even when she ignored them all the way up to high school and had some friends who weren’t the best and did things that weren’t the best. They’d bonded over their shared faith in God, well, her journey to faith. Joshua and Ruach had always been solid, certain in their beliefs, while Mita… well, she was still figuring things out. It wasn’t that she didn’t believe, because she did. But sometimes, it felt more like something she hoped for, something she was trying to live up to.

She knew Joshua was right. She had been raised to honor her faith, and there was a deep part of her heart that knew that faith was the foundation of who she was. But here, at university, everything was new. And everyone around her seemed so… different. Her future classmates, whoever they were, her peers, they were all so confident in their choices, living their lives as if the world was their playground, and Mita couldn’t help but feel like an outsider looking in.

It wasn’t just the message that was tugging at her. It was the invitation she had received earlier that afternoon, the one flyer that sat beside her phone.

“You’re invited! Freshman Bash—Tonight! Music, drinks, dancing, and all the fun you can handle! See you there!”

She’d stared at the invitation for what felt like forever, as if trying to will herself to make a decision. The party was tempting, no doubt. It was everything the world had promised. A chance to let loose, to meet new people, to step into a new world of possibilities. Everyone at orientation had been talking about it—about the friendships, the stories, the connections made.

But as Mita’s fingers hovered over the phone’s screen, she felt the weight of Joshua’s words pressing on her heart. Stay true to yourself. What did that even look like here? Was she supposed to walk into that party, surrounded by people who would be drinking and dancing and doing everything her family had warned her about? Was she supposed to let the crowd of strangers decide who she was, or was she supposed to hold onto something deeper?

Her phone buzzed again, snapping her from her thoughts. Another text from Joshua.

“Don’t forget: you’re the light, Mita. The world is a little dark sometimes, but you can make a difference in it. You don’t have to fit in to belong. Be bold.”

Mita bit her lip. Be bold. That was the hardest part. Being bold when everything inside her screamed to blend in. She was new to all of this, new to the idea that faith could change the way she approached life. Back home, in her small neighborhood, faith was something she’d always believed in, but never lived out publicly. At least, not in the way Joshua did. Joshua didn’t care who saw him pray or talk about his beliefs; it was just part of who he was. Mita, though… she wasn’t sure if she was ready for that kind of boldness. What if they didn’t understand? What if they thought I was weird?

The text messages from Joshua were slowly starting to sink in, but doubt still lingered. What if I go to the party and just… try it? Just once. Just to see what it’s like?

She stood up and walked over to the window, looking out at the bustling campus below. It was almost sunset. Students were gathering in groups, laughing, chatting, and already heading toward the event. She could hear the music drifting through the air, the bass thumping, the crowd’s excitement palpable. The freshman buzz was real.

Mita’s stomach twisted. She wanted to be a part of that. She didn’t want to be the one sitting in her room, scrolling through her phone, while everyone else made memories. Maybe I could just go for a little bit, she thought. I could hang out, meet some people, and leave if it feels like too much. Besides, who knows? Maybe I’ll find some new friends.

But as soon as she thought that, a voice inside her whispered the reminder again: Stay true to yourself. And suddenly, it wasn’t so easy to dismiss.

“Ugh,” Mita groaned, dropping her head into her hands. “Why is this so hard?”

The door to the room creaked open. Amerei, her soft-spoken roommate, peeked her head in, her wide eyes filled with curiosity. “Are you okay?”

Mita gave a tight smile, trying to pull herself together. “Yeah, I’m good. Just thinking about this party tonight. I don’t know what to do.”

Amerei stepped into the room fully, her arms crossed over her chest. “Oh, I see. The party dilemma. It’s hard, isn’t it?”

“You have no idea,” Mita said with a sigh, dropping back onto her bed. “I want to go. I want to fit in and make friends, but… I don’t know if it’s worth it. I mean, it’s just a party, right? But what if I go and it’s not my scene? Or worse, what if I end up doing something I’ll regret?”

Amerei hesitated, as if weighing her words. “I don’t know… I’m not really the party type. But… I think if you go, you should just be yourself. You can make new friends without compromising who you are.”

Mita let out a laugh. “Yeah, okay. You’re saying that, but you’re not the one with all the peer pressure hanging over your head.”

Amerei smiled softly, her eyes bright with understanding. “I get it, Mita. It’s hard. But you don’t have to do anything you don’t want to. You’re not going to lose friends if you don’t go to a party. True friends will come, and when they do, they will respect you for standing your ground.”

Mita nodded, though her mind was still swirling with doubt. But what if I don’t make friends? What if I’m left out?

Amerei sat down on her bed, looking thoughtful. “You know, I used to think that being around people who don’t share your values was okay. But then I realized… I didn’t want to compromise myself just to feel accepted. Being authentic to who you are, no matter how uncomfortable it feels, is way more important in the long run.”

Mita looked at her, feeling a flicker of hope rise in her chest. “That’s… actually good advice. Thanks, Amerei.”

Amerei smiled shyly, her voice quieter now. “You’re welcome. And hey, if you do decide to go to that party, just remember,  you don’t have to lose yourself in the crowd. You can still be you, even when everyone else is doing something different.”

Mita stared at the phone in her hand once again, then glanced at the party invite beside, but this time, it didn’t seem quite as alluring. The pressure to fit in was still there, but now there was something else too: the weight of the choice. What kind of person do I want to be?

The answer was still unclear, but one thing was for sure: she wasn’t going to let anyone else decide that for her.

She took a deep breath, typed a quick response to Joshua: “Thanks. I think I needed to hear that. I’m figuring it out.”

Mita looked over at Amerei and smiled. “Maybe I’ll stay in tonight. I don’t need to fit in to feel like I belong.”

Amerei beamed. “I think that’s a great idea. And hey, if you change your mind… you know where I’ll be……still in my room”

Mita chuckled, feeling a new sense of peace wash over her. For the first time in a long while, she felt a little bit more grounded. The world was wide open, yes, but she didn’t have to let it swallow her whole. Not yet. Maybe not ever.

Tonight, she was going to make her own path.
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The classroom buzzed with the chatter of first-year students settling into their seats. Mita adjusted in hers, casting a glance around the room, absorbing the faces that would soon become a part of her new world. She wasn’t quite sure how to feel about this whole college thing yet, but it was only the second week since she moved in and the first day of classes, and she was doing her best to be open-minded. She pulled her notebook out of her bag and tried to focus on the front of the room, where the professor was now standing, organizing his notes for what would undoubtedly be her first real taste of college-level math.

The room was a mix of anticipation and the usual first-day awkwardness. Mita could hear the shuffle of papers, the tapping of pens, and the murmurs of voices discussing their various backgrounds and expectations. Everyone seemed to know someone already, whether they were roommates or had run into each other at the student center or at the numerous parties that had taken place since she moved in. Mita felt like the odd one out, but she was used to that feeling by now. New environments. New faces. It was all part of the deal.

The professor, a middle-aged man with salt-and-pepper hair, adjusted his glasses and cleared his throat.

“Alright, everyone,” he began in a voice that sounded like he’d been lecturing for years, “Welcome to college math. I’m Professor Lawson, and I’ll be guiding you through this semester. We’ll be covering everything from algebra to calculus, so if any of that sounds like a foreign language to you, don’t panic. We’ll take it step by step.”

Mita blinked. Algebra to calculus? That was going to be a ride.

“Before we dive in, I’d like to get to know you all a bit better. I know, I know, it’s the first day, and the last thing you probably want to do is stand up and talk about yourselves,” he chuckled, “but bear with me. Just give your name, what you’re studying, and one word that best describes you.”

Mita’s stomach fluttered nervously. Why does it feel like everyone’s watching me? She resisted the urge to tug at her sleeves or hide behind her hair. Instead, she focused on the task at hand: the introductions.

The first student to stand up was a tall guy with shaggy brown hair. His red turtleneck was already speaking volumes before he had uttered a word. He matched with cream-colored slacks, and the seam in his pants was so crisp, it looked as if it was his first time wearing them. He had a quiet confidence about him, as though he already knew what he was doing.

“I’m Ethan,” he said, his voice firm and calm. “I’m studying business, and I’d describe myself as… grounded.”

Grounded, huh? Mita thought. He looks like he’s been to the ground and back, like he knows how to stand firm when life tries to knock him down. She smirked to herself, imagining Ethan as the type to calmly walk through chaos without flinching. There was something compelling about him, though.

Next was a girl with platinum blonde hair who looked like she belonged in an ad for luxury skincare. Andromeda. Her name sounded like it came from some ancient myth. She stood up slowly, almost like she was performing.

“Andromeda,” she announced, voice crisp and deliberate, “I’m studying medicine. I’d describe myself as… above it all.”

Mita raised an eyebrow. Well, that was certainly bold, if a bit over the top, it was two words more than the professor instructed us to. She’s probably the type to order a latte and talk about yoga in the same sentence.

“Andromeda,” Mita muttered under her breath with a dry smile, “Above it all… Right. Someone definitely got the memo on the whole ‘self-importance’ vibe.”

The next person was Reed, and Mita instantly picked up on his energy. He had an easy smile and an even easier laugh, the kind of guy who never seemed to let anything phase him. He stood up and gave a relaxed wave to the class.

“I’m Reed, studying environmental science,” he said casually, leaning against the desk as if the world was a beach and he was just there to enjoy it. “I’d say I’m… free-spirited.”

Of course, he is, Mita thought with a small chuckle. He’s like the human version of a hammock—easygoing and comfortable, like he can make any situation chill. She couldn’t help but admire the way Reed seemed to just… be himself. She envied that.

Then there was Cassian. He was the kind of guy who didn’t even need to speak to communicate. He had that distant look in his eyes, as though the world didn’t quite interest him. He slouched in his chair before standing and muttering his introduction.

“Cassian. Undecided. I don’t know. Whatever.” He sat down immediately, not bothering to add more.

Mita couldn’t help but feel a strange sympathy for him. He looks like he’s carrying some heavy weight around in that mind of his. She didn’t know why, but she could tell there was more to Cassian than the aloof attitude he was putting on. He wasn’t the kind of guy you could figure out easily.

Finally, Odessa stood up. Her presence immediately filled the room, and not just because of her stunning outfit—tailored blazer, high-waisted pants, heels that looked like they belonged on a runway. She had this magnetic aura, the kind that turned heads as soon as she entered a room. Her posture screamed confidence, and the way she spoke was slow, deliberate, like she was savoring each word.

“Odessa,” she said, her voice smooth and almost… seductive, “I’m studying communications. I’d describe myself as… unapologetically confident.”

Mita resisted the urge to roll her eyes. Unapologetically confident? Of course, she is. What is this, an audition for the next fashion magazine cover?

When it was finally Mita’s turn, she stood up, adjusted her shirt nervously, and gave the class a quick wave. Her heart was pounding, but she kept her face neutral, willing herself to seem calm and collected, even if she was anything but.

“I’m Mita,” she said, flashing a small, confident grin. “I’m studying digital marketing. And I’d describe myself as… ‘underestimated but always right.’”

She waited for the awkward silence to hit, but instead, she got a couple of awkward chuckles from the class. She could feel her face flush but quickly recovered. “You know, I like to say I’m always right… even when I’m wrong. It keeps things interesting.”

The class seemed to warm up a little after that, chuckling along. Mita sat down, secretly relieved that she hadn’t completely embarrassed herself. Note to self: Sarcasm is your friend. Now, just try to use it wisely.

The professor nodded appreciatively, then gestured toward the door.

“Alright, thank you all for sharing. I think we’ll get along just fine this semester. Now, before we dive into the course content, I’d like to introduce you to someone who will be working with us this semester. He’s a senior, and he’ll be assisting with some of the lectures and exercises.”

The door opened, and a guy walked in, and suddenly, the room felt a little less like a classroom and a little more like a runway. He was tall—maybe around six foot two, with tousled dark hair that looked like it had just been ruffled by the wind. His eyes, from where she sat, seemed to be dazzling green, and he had that kind of confidence that didn’t scream for attention but demanded it anyway. His jawline could’ve cut glass.

“Everyone, meet Merrick Hughes,” Professor Lawson said with a smile. “He’s been helping out with this class for a while now, and we’re lucky to have him.”

Mita blinked. Oh. She’d seen good-looking guys before, but this? This was like someone had taken the idea of “tall, dark, and handsome” and made it into a reality.

Merrick gave a small, polite nod, his smile subtle but present. “Hey, everyone. Looking forward to working with you all. Feel free to ask questions or come by my haunts if you need any help with the material,” he said, his voice smooth but casual.

Mita noticed that Reed’s eyes flickered over to Merrick, his expression shifting slightly. He was either impressed or interested, Mita couldn’t decide which. Odessa, too, seemed to study Merrick for a moment longer than necessary, her gaze lingering before she looked away, a small smile playing at her lips.

And then there was Cassian, who didn’t seem to care about Merrick at all, but the way he slouched in his chair suggested a cool indifference.

Mita found herself watching Merrick too, though she quickly looked away, telling herself it was ridiculous to get distracted by some guy who was just doing his job. But something about him stuck in her mind. Why do I have a feeling this semester is going to be more… complicated than I thought?

She shook her head, forcing herself to focus. Stay focused, Mita. You came here to learn. But she couldn’t help the small, rebellious thought that slid into her mind: And maybe to learn a little bit about the people around you.
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Mita’s day was a blur of new faces and information. After the math class introduction, she found herself walking to the next building with her head swimming from all the new concepts. She was a little overwhelmed, but in the best possible way. College felt like this enormous sea of opportunities, and she was trying to swim without sinking.

Her second class was academic writing, where she found herself sitting next to a familiar face, Reed. He leaned over with a grin as they opened their laptops.

“So,” Reed started, tapping the screen of his MacBook, “I guess we’re stuck in this class together too.”

Mita gave him a dry smile. “Great.”

Reed chuckled. “I can already tell we’re going to get along just fine. Just don’t ask me to do all the work for any projects we work on together or something.”

Mita raised an eyebrow. “Wouldn’t dream of it.”

The rest of the class was a blur, with a few practical exercises on audience targeting and hooking readers. Mita’s head was still spinning, but she found herself oddly comforted by Reed’s easygoing presence. He was… different, not like the others. He didn’t seem to be trying too hard to fit in, and she appreciated that.

Next class, it was still me and this Reed kid, but this time, Odessa the confident appeared at the door to the classroom, her gaze scanning the room like she was choosing which seat would provide the most “clout.” When she spotted Reed, or I assume because her face lit up a little, and she sauntered over, taking the seat beside him.

“Didn’t know you were in this class, Reed,” she said, flipping her hair over her shoulder as she sat down.

Reed shrugged, his usual laid-back demeanor unchanged. “It’s a prerequisite, Odessa. Gotta make it through somehow.”

Mita watched the exchange but didn’t add anything. Odessa was… well, Odessa. Impressive, in a way that felt like she was trying to prove something. But Mita wasn’t in the mood to judge. She’d made her decision to keep things low-key for now.

The next class, psychology, turned out to be a whole different beast. Mita walked in, feeling like an imposter with her half-caffeinated brain, and immediately spotted Andromeda from math class sitting front and center. She was already hunched over her notebook, scribbling notes in perfect, legible handwriting. A little too perfect for Mita’s taste. But she said she wasn’t going to judge; she made a different call.

“Another class with you, huh?” Mita murmured, sliding into the seat next to her.

Andromeda glanced over but didn’t say anything for a beat. Then, with a cool smile, she responded, “I guess we’re stuck with each other.”

Mita couldn’t help but smirk. “That’s one way to put it.”

Andromeda turned her attention back to the professor, who was now explaining how to construct a thesis. The tension between them was subtle but definitely there. Great, Mita thought, another person I have to navigate. But it was fine. It wasn’t like they had to be best friends.

The rest of the class passed in a blur of dry lectures and academic jargon. At the end, Mita slowly packed her bag, allowing students to leave, so she could leave in peace to escape the clutches of lecture hall monotony for the day. As she did, she saw Odessa, Andromeda, and Reed gathered by the door.

“And then we meet up at the student council event later?” Odessa asked, already looking like she had a hundred things to do.

Reed smiled lazily. “I’m game. You know I’ll be there.”

“I’m not sure yet,” Andromeda responded, casually administering eye drops in front of them to both her eyes without a care in the world. “I’ll decide later.”

Mita hesitated in the background, but before she could make a move to leave, 

Odessa made eye contact with her. “Mita, was it? You coming to the freshman mixer thing?”  Mita was taken aback by their acknowledgment of her and the suddenness of the question, “Umm, yeah, I think so. I heard there would be free food, so I thought I would swing by.”  Mita said looking at their varying expressions “Great so we will see you there " Andromeda said finalizing something Mita hadn’t even agreed on but this could be what she needed wasn’t she saying she wanted friends, not to be a suck-up or that person who begs for companionship, but no friends throughout college seemed depressing and lonely, so this could be a win. Then a girl with short hair in a pink sweater and tights ran through her mind. “Actually, I was thinking of going with my roommate, Amerei, so she would come along too. Does that work for you guys?” Mita said. She knew it would be good exposure for both her and Amerei, and to have the same friend group would make friends more manageable. “Yeah, sure, that’s cool; the more the merrier. We’ll see you there,” Reed said. “Great,” she said, and with a nod, she took that as a dismissal because there was nothing more left for me to say. They seemed to already know each other long before math class. She didn’t, so staying back there would be futile, as she didn’t know them, and at the mixer, she would see them again, and that would be a better opportunity, and it would be less likely to be an awkward situation since she was practically invited and not forcing her presence.

As she left the classroom, heading toward the exit of the building, wherever that is, she saw someone signaling to her. It took a second to figure out who it was since they were at a huge distance ahead. It was Jasmine, one of the girls she met on her first day, who spotted her in the hallway 

“Hey!” Jasmine waved her over, beaming like she had just spotted a long-lost friend.

The guy next to her—one Mita didn’t know but had seen around campus—grinned, his tousled hair giving him that effortless cool vibe, and he was good-looking too.

“Hey, I  didn’t see you at any of the freshman parties,” Jasmine said, leaning in as if they were besties already. “We were hoping you’d show up to the student council event and the party later. You know, freshman bonding, all that good stuff.”

Mita glanced between them, feeling the pressure of her decision.

“Yeah, I… had a lot of stuff to get done, with unpacking and preparing for class and all,” Mita said with a smile that didn’t quite reach her eyes. “You know, college stuff.” She shrugged, making it sound casual.

Jasmine raised an eyebrow, clearly unconvinced, but she smiled anyway. “No worries. We just wanted to remind you about today’s event too. We hope to see you there! It’s the annual freshman mixer—it’s going to be huge. You can meet a ton of people. Free food, music, all that jazz.”

The guy next to Jasmine gave her an amused look. “And if the food’s bad, at least the company’s good, right?” He gave Mita a friendly wink. “You can’t go wrong either way.”

Mita couldn’t help but laugh. “Yeah, well… I do like free food
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