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“Hey, Kenzie.” I looked up to see David Blanco slide into the desk next to me.

I nodded. “Hey.” I went back to flipping through my Bible. Dr. Newbury was very nice, but his lessons were as dry as a stick. I had already been warned about Hebrews being a snooze fest, but no other Bible requirement was going to fit into my schedule this semester. However, as long as I came to class and did the extra commentary reading, I’d get an “A”.

“What a class to have at 7:40, huh?”

I lifted my large cup of mocha. “Already prepared.” I noticed he didn’t have any caffeine. I wasn’t about to offer to share. I wouldn’t want him to catch my girl cooties.

I regretted getting a better look at David. No guy had any business looking this good this early, let alone the guy who had bruised my heart three years ago. He had obviously just rolled out of bed to get here. Mussed dark hair, sleepy brown eyes that were framed by those girl-envy lashes, handsome face and athletic body—he had only gotten hotter since high school, even in holey jeans and a Henley.

“Did you have a good Christmas?”

“Yeah. It was nice. How about you?” Polite chitchat I could do. I wouldn’t bother reminding him that I had seen him at his house off and on over the holidays.

David, already having unpacked his worn Bible and notebook, dug out a pen. “Good. Um, listen; it was great seeing you New Year’s.”

“You, too.”

He scratched the back of his neck, not knowing what to do since my response wasn’t very effusive. Up until this past year, I probably would have shyly repeated his words back to him with a look of longing on my face, but I didn’t feel the need to, anymore. Confidence and indifference had been a long road, but I’d done it.

However, his twin sister was my best friend, and David and I were both decent people. I could be nice. I’d had so much practice since he dumped me back in high school, it shouldn’t take any effort.

But it did.

I knew that there was no use in being bitter. I needed to give credit where credit was due, so I smiled and sucked it up. “You and Stacy did a great job hosting the party for all of us. It was a blast.” That was true, even though it was probably really tame compared to most of the rest of the country. We had tons of food, sodas, games, and movies, but no alcohol whatsoever for our mostly-Christian group.

There were about twenty of us that showed up, and we all ended up spending the night because of the possible drunks on the road. My parents were relieved they had one less child (regardless that I had just turned 21) to worry about that night.

The massive sleepover was fun with a few romantic shenanigans going on (not that I was involved), and David and Stacy’s parents provided a delicious brunch the next morning, with the necessary black-eyed peas and ham. I was just glad that nobody stuck my hand in warm water while I was asleep, or hid my bra in the freezer. Sure, we were technically adults, but we were also still college kids. Of course, a couple of curtains caught on fire, but that was because of a dare that went a bit sideways.

There had been a few kisses at midnight, which I was both okay and wistful that I missed out on, but Stacy kissed her date, Jeff, and then she blew one of those noisemakers right next to my ear as we tossed confetti in the air. I’m still not sure I’ve regained my full hearing yet (which may actually help for this particular class), and I’m still finding confetti on me in odd locations. My best friend is a goof, but I love her, even if she once shared a womb with the boy sitting next to me.

Said boy smiled back at me, his pearly whites gleaming under the fluorescent lights.

Why on earth had I become interesting to him all of a sudden? I hadn’t turned from the pretty girl next door into some gorgeous bombshell. I was Kenzie, curvy to the point of needing to turn down a few snacks, possessor of average height, dark hair and hazel eyes. The same girl he’d always known.

I mean, at the party, David kept popping up in the groups I visited. At first, I didn’t think that much about it. I was just surprised. But it kept happening, and he seemed to follow my every move, listening intently to my conversations. I became annoyed, especially when I couldn’t shake him for the countdown, where he stood behind his sister and Jeff.

Why couldn’t he leave our history in the past where it belonged? You know, torn to pieces and set on fire, and then the ashes dumped into the ocean.

Our senior year of high school, David was already co-captain of our basketball team (Go Vikings!). Stacy and I were in the color guard for the marching band, you know, twirling and tossing flags in intricate maneuvers, all the while roasting or freezing in our ever-so-attractive polyester jumpsuits.

Here’s the deal: While there are lots of groups in high school, even Christian private academies, there are a few basic ones that need to be recognized: jocks, cheerleaders, and handsome, misunderstood bad boys, are cool. Geeks, stoners, weirdos, and band buddies, are not. That’s just how it normally goes. Oh, there are a few exceptions, here and there. Dating across the lines is only to be expected, especially if that band buddy (who also happens to be a handsome, misunderstood bad boy who lives for his music) is the lead singer and guitarist in a popular local indie band.

How about the eventual dark underbelly of line-crossing? When a girl happens to have it all: beautiful cheerleader and a genius? She’s going to be Homecoming Queen and Student Body President and valedictorian; before she marries the guy you always had a crush on and has the absolutely perfect life. Because, you know that happens. And she’s so dang nice, which makes you feel just awful for having these terrible thoughts about her, which, in turn, makes you hate her for making you feel inadequate and guilty.

Of course, if she’s an evil, beautiful cheerleader-slash-genius, you’ve got yourself the makings of a hot supervillain who will still get all the best awards at the Ten Year Reunion. Oh, and she’ll still marry the guy you were crushing on, and will have the perfect Evil Life she was always going to have.

Anyway, it didn’t matter that Stacy and I didn’t play instruments, we were still part of the marching band. Yeah, there were some dorks in there, but they were our dorks, and we loved them. At least in marching band itself, everyone had a spot. We were our own clique, I guess, with flags and rifles as a sub-clique.

We were drawn (or forced) to it, and as long as you could march in formation and play your instrument or twirl your flag, or whatever, you were going to be okay.
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