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NewMSG << Give it up. Aaron does not even like u. U R A loser.

NewMSG << BITCH. U R lucky I dont go 2 UWTM. or ur life wld b a living hell.

As if it weren’t already. 

This girl was psycho. 
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Booze 

Cruise 

MONDAY, MAY 30TH, 2005

afternoon

“Pass the bottle over here!” Mary-Jo and Emma, two best friends, were plugging their noses and tipping their heads back while taking shots of coconut rum in their friend Ali’s mom’s KIA SUV. They had the windows rolled down and played music from their new burned CD. Emma created this one, so it was decorated with peace signs and other hippie-esque decor.. an interesting contrast to the rap music blasting through the speakers. 

The girls raised their eyebrows at each other and passed the bottle back and forth. ​The smell of coconut brought back memories of innocent summers past, like suntan lotion and laying out on Emma’s boat; the “after spray tan” lotion Emma and Mary-Jo used when they thought they’d look hot, but showed up to a party in 9th grade looking like Oompa-Loompas; the lipgloss they’d wear and try to look hot for countless nights playing spin the bottle and pecking boys on the lips. What a sticky mess those summers were. Now the smell was not so innocent. They were celebrating their last day of high school in their skinny jeans, babydoll tank tops, and pink flip flops. Their graduation caps were still on but slowly falling off as they got more drunk. Their backpacks in the trunk, full of papers they’d throw away when they got home and a yearbook they’d look back at in the future. 

Emma and Mary-Jo were best friends – BFF, as they say. They met in 6th grade and have been inseparable ever since. Other girls tried to make their BFF into a group of three since the 6th grade, but without luck. It was impossible to compete with Emma and Mary-Jo’s close friendship. 

Ali was a grade above the other girls, so graduated high school the year earlier. She had the luxury of being able to pick the girls up from school whenever they wanted to hang out together. Her mom’s windows were tinted enough that she was confident she wouldn’t get pulled over for her friends drinking in the car. Ali also looked much older for her age. She had the biggest boobs in her class since the sixth grade and had an hourglass figure body. She drove while Kiley sat shotgun. Ali didn’t mind being older than the other girls. The girls her age were pretty stuck up and hard to get along with. Emma and Ali became friends when Emma started elementary school. Their older sisters were friends and were so excited to find out they both had younger sisters! Emma was in kindergarten and Ali was in first grade, and they both loved Barbie’s and watching Mary Kate and Ashley movies. When they first met, Ali was very shy, timid, and quiet — nothing like she is now! Ali was generous, loving, and most importantly, very loyal. She had Emma’s back since they were young. She never told a secret and always stuck up for her in any situation. 

When Ali met some of the other girls at a University of Tayamack (UWTM) tour, they got along because they all had a sarcastic sense of humor and enjoyed trying to get each other to laugh. They could stay up late for hours together — doing each other’s makeup, watching funny videos online, and of course talking to boys on the phone until the crack of dawn.

Ali was trying to stay responsible, being the driver, and Kiley wasn’t one to drink much, so only the two in the back “booze cruising” as they called it. Even though Emma and Kiley weren’t as close as Emma and Mary-Jo were, they knew they would always be faithful friends. Their relationship went through waves. They’d be close and hang out all the time, then something would happen — like a new boyfriend or when Emma’s family moved to a bigger house no longer next door— and they didn’t see each other as much. No matter what, their love would not end. Emma reached into the front seat and grabbed Kiley’s hand. She squeezed it twice. One. Two. This was something they always did, since they were three years old and Kiley moved in next door. They didn’t know why, but it was something they held in their hearts forever. 

School bells echoed in the air while the school year came to an end in small town Tayamack. Tayamack was a beautiful town on Lake Taya full of live music, restaurants, and had an adorable downtown filled with nostalgic old buildings. Tayamack was big enough to have two distinct sides of town, because of the river running through it, but small enough that almost everybody knew everybody. There were generations of family history there. Neither side of town was necessarily nicer than the other. Both had rich parts and, as the girls called it, “ghetto” parts. Both had places to shop, hang out, and go out to eat. There were two public high schools, North and West. The girls lived on the “North side”, and enjoyed broadening their dating pool to the schools on the other side of town or the “West Side”. School district lines used to define the girl’s social lives until they got older and could drive themselves, their curfews got later because they all had turned 18, and AIM or texting became a way of communicating.

AOL Instant Messenger. AIM. An application on desktop computers with unlimited one on one chat rooms. Instant messaging, but you had a profile. AIM allowed Mary-Jo, Emma, and everyone else to chat with one another in real-time over the internet using online messages. You could see when your friends were online or not. The impact AIM had on future chatting applications and websites was astronomical. As was the impact it had on kids’ and adults’ lives. 

On one side of your screen, you had a “Buddy List” full of people you knew who you could chat with. AIM also had “infos” where you had a sort of profile and could write information about yourself. Most people would put a nice quote, or something funny their friend said. Many people would write their boyfriends’ or girlfriends’ names at the bottom of it with a <3 or an I LOVE YOU! 

On AIM you could have an “Away Message” that would be set so that if people chatted with you and sent a message, you would still receive the message when you returned. Their “Away Message” would pop up on your chat to let you know what they were doing and why they were away from the computer. You could also see the Away Message if you clicked on their Info. AIM was where BRB (be right back), BBL (be back later), and g2g (got to go) came from. The dark side of AIM was that it made bullying easy. Never looking at the victim face to face, just screen name message to screen name message.

Booze cruising was a regular occurrence for Emma and Mary-Jo. They’d take a bottle from one of their parents’ stashes. Flip a coin whose car to take. Then drink and drive until the bottle was empty. Having a sober driver was a definite bonus. 

Emma and Mary-Jo always did this thing while they’d drink together — they’d raise their eyebrows up and down. It was something they did in sixth grade when they were just being silly. But nowadays it was their indication if one of them were getting too drunk. While booze cruising, if one wasn’t able to do it back to the other, they’d know they were too drunk. So they’d stop drinking and switch to water. So far, it worked for them! Their plans were always together — because, duh, they were BFF. So they knew this plan would always work for them.

“Can you believe we’re going to college?” Kiley yelled, trying to be heard over the loud music.

“What?” Ali asked Kiley, her perfectly straight teeth beaming. It was hard for anybody to hear over the music and with the duo singing every word to every rap song they knew in the backseat. 

Kiley repeated, “I said, ‘can you believe we’re going to college’?”

“UWTM!” Emma shouted while she held up the rum bottle and leaned into the front seat. 

All of the girls were accepted into the University of Tayamack. They were saving money by not living in the dorms and would continue to live at home. 

“Put that bottle down, beeotch,” Ali jokingly called her a beeotch, but seriously didn’t want anybody to notice they were underage drinking in her car. Ali enjoyed being drunk, but usually only at home. She had one underage drinking ticket, and didn’t want to add another one. She would never forget the night she got her underage. Two of her friends were over. A couple of older boys came over to her parent’s garage. Apparently, a neighbor called the cops because the boys “looked too young to be driving” — which they were. She blew a .001 into the breathalyzer, and still got a ticket. Her parents didn’t even get mad. Just made her pay her ticket. She still had the mouthpiece from the breathalyzer in her desk drawer as a sort of keepsake, or reminder. 

Emma put down the bottle and looked at Mary-Jo. The two started to laugh uncontrollably. 

Ali wanted the booze cruise to get a bit more interesting. “Okay girls,” she began, “Who would you date from the west side?”

“I can’t answer that! I have a boyfriend!” Mary-Jo shouted. She was dating a sophomore, soon to be junior, at UWTM named Josh. He was very popular, and a kind guy. Mary-Jo was lucky and the other girls knew it. 

“Ugh. Okay, fine. Drunky number two. What about you?” Ali questioned, talking to Emma. 

“I always thought Aaron James was cute. I like his brown hair and nice teeth,” Emma answered. 

“I have his number saved!” Kiley chimed in, holding up her mom’s large, brick cellphone that she let her borrow. “I’ve always thought his friend Jon was cute!” 

“CALL HIM!” Ali commanded. Knowing boys usually brought more than one friend if they were going to meet up with girls, which could make the night that much more interesting. “Wait, how did you get his number?”

“I found it on his MySpace, duh!” Kiley answered. Getting information on boys had gotten so much easier with MySpace, the first website where you could really show off your life to other people. You had a profile, you picked a profile song, and you could fully change what your page looked like with colors, sparkles, and pictures. The best part was the “Top 8”—8 of your favorite people that you could change the order of and display front and center on your profile. This could cause all sorts of questions and drama. Usually, you would put your information on MySpace like your AIM screen name as well as your phone number. It was a great way for high schoolers to communicate. 

Emma was the only one of the girls who had her own cellphone, but only because her older sister had one too. It was also brick styled and clunky, but she loved it. Kiley’s mom would let her borrow her cellphone if she knew she’d be out until curfew. Making phone calls on a cellphone were limited and cost money — except after 7pm and on weekends. Because it was Kiley’s mom’s phone they wouldn’t have to wait until 7pm to make a phone call. Kiley’s mom was pretty chill - she never made Kiley pay her back.  

Text messages weren’t very popular yet because it cost fifty cents a text message whether you were sending or receiving. It was an understanding not to text one another unless it was a genuine emergency. If you didn’t have a cellphone, you had to call your friend’s landline phone... which was their parent’s home phone... which meant you had to usually talk to the parents first. Awkward! Luckily, Aaron had his own cellphone so Kiley could reach him directly.

night

The smell of coconut rum wafted around while Ali pulled her mom’s KIA into the Festival Foods parking lot. Grocery store parking lots were a typical spot to meet up in Tayamack. Kiley used her mom’s cellphone to call Aaron James and convince him and a few of his friends to meet them there, hoping they’d join them in booze cruising. Kiley and Emma always had each other's back. If you were friends with Emma, you were friends with Kiley, and vice versa. Throughout the years, they had tried to help each other find boyfriends. Emma was very picky and Kiley was sick of it. 

Kiley had already mentioned to Aaron that Emma thought he was hot and never had a boyfriend before. She was a little worried Emma would sound desperate, but Aaron didn’t seem to mind either way. He said he was ‘down to cruise with some future UWTM ladies.’

“Do you think you want to be his girlfriend?” Mary-Jo whispered to Emma.

“Why are you - hiccup- whispering?” Emma asked, whispering back. 

“BECAUSE I AM DRUNK!” Mary-Jo shouted.

All of the girls burst out laughing. Emma raised her eyebrows up and down at Mary-Jo and she did it back. Neither were too drunk.

“Emma doesn’t do boyfriends,” Ali said in a mocking tone. 

“Yeah. She doesn’t do boyfriends...and she doesn’t let them do her,” Mary-Jo laughed, giving Emma a nudge. 

Emma punched her in the leg. 

“Ow!”

Kiley laughed and Mary-Jo jokingly gave her the finger.  

“You don’t let your boyfriend do you either!” Emma pointed out. “Maybe I would do boyfriends...and let them do me!” She said with more confidence than she actually had. 

“There are the boys!” Ali exclaimed as Aaron, Jon, and Luke hopped out of Luke’s Jeep. Aaron and Jon were going to be freshmen and Luke a sophomore at TayaTech - the technology school in town. 

“Get in!” Kiley yelled to them.

Luke and Jon got into the third row of Ali’s car through the trunk. Aaron went in the side door to be sure he would sit by Emma. “You can sit on my lap, Emma,” he said, “that way we can all fit.”

Mary-Jo gave Emma a smile. Kiley quickly grabbed her hand as if helping them get situated and squeezed it two times. One. Two. 

“Okay!” Emma tried to sound cool, but she was overly excited and a bit drunk. She wasn’t used to attention from a boy. Aaron had dreamy eyes and nicely styled hair. He made Emma feel like a different person. A prettier person. 
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The 

Beginning

TUESDAY, MAY 31ST, 2005

Emma

morning

Who am I? Why am I here? I made uncomfortable eye contact with my reflection and gave myself the biggest smile. Aaron James asked me to be his girlfriend! I couldn’t help thinking about how cute our kids would be. Dark hair, blue eyes. The butterflies in my stomach almost made me nauseous. 

NewMSG << -Aaron-  How’d I get so lucky? You’re beautiful. 

WEDNESDAY, JUNE 15TH, 2005

Emma

evening 

Catastrophe. Just kidding. Aaron had finally met my parents! I can’t even describe the weight that’s finally lifted off my shoulders. I am so beyond excited that the love of my life finally met my parents. I want to cry at how well it went!

It had been the best summer of my life and it had barely even started. Aaron got along with my best friends, my older sister and her boyfriend, and my parents. He could make anyone laugh at the drop of a hat. 

My parents first met him at Riverfest — the music festival in Tayamack where bands played at an amphitheater located on the river. My parents would park their boat at the event so that we had a place to hang out before going into the show. Aaron and I both took a few shots to loosen up. He was so nervous, asking me what to wear and what to say. Little did he know my family was super easy to get along with. 

When we approached my parent’s boat on the water outside the festival, I gave a quick awkward introduction — “Here’s Aaron!”

My dad gave him a high-five and they instantly clicked. My heart grew ten times its size that night as it felt like Aaron was becoming a part of my family. It’s what I always wanted! I was nervous there would be some sort of awkward silence or that my dad would go full interrogation mode, but seeing them actually laughing and getting along was the best feeling ever. Now that they’ve officially met, I’m convinced that we're going to get married one day.

We danced the night away and my parents even let Aaron sleepover (on the basement couch of course) because they had a sense of trust. Even Karsyn, my older sister, and her boyfriend Miles had fun with him! Which I didn’t think was going to be easy. 

NewMSG << -Aaron-I am so lucky U R mine <3

SATURDAY, JUNE 25th, 2005

Emma

evening

The smell of gasoline and lake water stung my nose. I could still feel the wind blowing on my face and hear the waves crashing against the boat. It was the perfect first boat trip with Aaron.  My dad always loved to have Miles, my sister’s boyfriend, come on the boat because he had a “first mate” to help with parking and docking the boat. Lucky for me. Karsyn and Miles were busy so just Aaron and I went this time. I was excited because that meant Aaron was my dad’s first mate for the day! The fact that Aaron was becoming such a big part of my family’s favorite hobby made me feel even closer to him. 

Karsyn and I grew up boating on Lake Taya. Our house was right on the channel, so we got to get ready in the early morning and hop right on our boat in the backyard! We’d pack a picnic cooler, pick out our favorite swim suits and sunglasses, throw on our flip flops and dodge to sit on top of the warm, white exterior to soak up the sun. Karsyn and I weren’t allowed to bring friends when we were younger, so we learned to rarely fight since that would just ruin the day! Nobody wanted to ruin a perfect boating day. In the summer months, we would boat every weekend and sometimes even during the week if we could. Until the lake and channel would freeze because of the cold winter months, we would take advantage of boating on the beautiful waters! 

My head was still spinning thinking about being in a swim suit all day with Aaron. It had erotically charged me in a way I wasn’t expecting. We hadn’t seen each other naked, yet, and this was the closest we had gotten. Any time my parents weren’t looking, he’d sneak a peck on my lips. The butterflies in my stomach were slowly moving down and tingling. 

After a long day of boating on the lake we went to the Boat Yard restaurant, right on the river off of Lake Taya. Because we were with my parents and I was over 18, I was able to order alcohol! I obviously got a Pina Colada. My dad felt bad that Aaron didn’t get a drink, so he ordered him a coke and poured a mini shooter of rum in it for him. My parents were the coolest parents. 

I was blessed with the best friends. The best parents. And now, the best boyfriend.

NewMSG << -Aaron- shouldve taken that swimsuit off ;) love you!

MONDAY, JULY 4TH, 2005

Emma

late at night 

Fireworks lit up the sky on the Fourth of July! Not only over Lake Taya at the beautiful display my family and I went to every year since I was little... but in the backseat of Aaron’s car. WE LOST OUR VIRGINITIES. 

I couldn’t believe that it took Aaron so long to actually ask. It made me remember the first time we got drunk together in his basement when we first broached the subject. I remember it like it was yesterday, even though we got so drunk. His parents had a bar so we had a plethora of drink choices. Aaron’s great idea was that if we snuck a little bit of each kind of alcohol, his parents wouldn’t notice any was missing. I was used to sweet alcohol, like the


























































































	Her heart is beautiful like she is, inside and out 

	I would never hurt her and she would never hurt me  

	I am going to marry her some day
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