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A headboard knocking against the wall with the vigorous rocking of the queen-sized bed in this one-bedroom apartment. A couple having sex rather than making love, because one of the partners was not representing who she was.

The close up of a young Puerto Rican girl, with beautiful, luscious, frizzy hair that just barely covered the left side of her face was pure beauty. And as her partner was swaying about, sloppily, she did not know if he even knew what he was doing.

They have been together for about a year and a half, but this sloppy, overweight male did not open his eyes while rocking the bed. Loud grunts, but that was all.

The other half of the beautiful twenty-three-year old’s face was exposed as she was looking far across the room at a picture of her family, completely uninvested in the sensual act that was anything but. The look on her face in the family picture purely showed that she was the black sheep in the family of four. You could tell just by the frozen, captured image of her awkward, fake smiled face.

Her eye makeup, particularly her eye liner was dripping down the exposed side of her face as her tears rolled on down. She was doing the opposite of making love. Not having hate in her heart, but rather knowing she was meant for something different, for somebody different.

This girl, Joanna, was different than anybody she knew. She was gay and hiding it. Oh god how she wished she hadn’t had to hide her true emotions. Even Carol, who was her older sister, and her rock did not know. Even hugging Joanna tightly in the picture, she did not know.

Then, Joanna’s boyfriend had finished. He then went to the bathroom to dispose of the used condom. Joanna sniffled and wiped her eyes as she felt shame and pain. Joanna’s boyfriend, Rick, left the bathroom and he saw the emotional stress poured over Joanna’s face. It was quite intense, and he addressed the situation, even though he normally did not.

“Babe? You Good?” Rick asked but didn’t actually care. He was the type of man that was burly and quite ignorant, thinking he was in a vibrant relationship when in actuality, it was cold and dead. It had been dead since it had begun. Rick would usually walk away and maybe even give her a slap to wake her out of reality.

“Yeah. I’m okay. It was just so beautiful, I had to shed a few. I’ll be alright.” Emotionless, Rick made not a single facial expression and did not return any words further on the matter. He actually found what she had said to be just a pain to listen to. Gibberish to him as if he was Charlie Brown with his teacher speaking to him. Whomp whomp, whomp whomp.

Joanna put earbuds far in her ear canals, next to her three piercings on each of her ears and tried to block the present, not think of the past and only dread the future.

For the love of God, why couldn’t she be herself.

The room was dark, and her emotions were even darker, but she had to be strong, because tomorrow she had to look for work. 
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Joanna did not know why she was with Rick. In fact, she did not know why she was with any male. It was always a crutch to hold onto the lie that was her life as a woman who loved other women.

There wasn’t any particular human that Joanna loved. Yes, Carol, but no human to love with the part of her heart that would spark a connection that would fill her life with a person to devote herself to and be devoted by.

Rick was physically abusive at times, mainly the times that Joanna was internalized and introverted. He must have felt like he needed all of her attention all of the time even though he had not a single emotion to share with his hiding girlfriend.

Joanna figured that being with someone although they are not good to you or for you, it was better than having nobody. That was her outlook ever since sixth grade when she first realized that she was sexually attracted to women.

She even remembered her name. The first girl that Joanna had a crush on. Margot Janny. She still thinks of her every once and a while. Mainly when she watched movies with actresses with the same first name, such as Margot Kidder and Margot Robbie. 

But instead of sharing her time with Margot Janny, she hid her excitement and followed in the footsteps of other outcasts and began drinking and smoking marijuana in high school. Nowadays that is not such a big deal and Joanna never had gotten addicted or dependent on either, but still, wrong path to follow definitely.

Every time that Joanna looked in the mirror, she would tell herself that she was not good enough. That was mainly instilled in her brain from her family. Not Carol, but her parents treated her differently. And little did they know, she was only different in one way. A beautifully unique way. 

She loved the female form, but that did not come out yet and it did not make her different than the “normal” young woman. And “normal” is only in the eyes of society and some peers. What she did not know was that there was a whole different and comfortable world where there was acceptance and understanding. This world would be discovered while on her journey to find a job.

But there was still the big looming presence of Rick, the man who she pretended to love. Joanna did not pretend to hurt but rather use it as a cover up. Trapped within herself, she fought every day to make it to the next.

What Joanna did not know was that there was love in her future, which did not include Rick. That love would come as a shock to her, but it would become the most exhilarating shock that she would feel in her lifetime.

Love was waiting and all she had to do was look for it in the correct gender. Café Express was the X that marked the spot. Let the search and discovery begin, because it would not take long, but it would leave an impression that lasted to the end.
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