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Chapter One
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Sarah

Have you ever met someone and just knew they were right for you? The way they look from a distance? How their voice sounds when they whisper your name? Their own distinctive scent that could be nothing but pure pheromones made specifically to entrance you from the start?

Me neither.

I just turned 22 last month in December, it’s a new year and I can honestly say that I’ve only ever been with one person - who didn’t really break my heart but did leave me very unmotivated to date again. Her name is Jane. Jane Grace. My best friend, Nina, doesn’t believe a joke could get old and still clowns on her having two first names - over a year since we broke up. When we broke up it was three weeks before college graduation, and four months before our four-year anniversary. I remember she had just told me about her plans for after college and how she got this very prestigious job in Maryland doing something or other that I’ve since forgotten. I could sense what she was going to do probably before she even made up her mind to do it.

Jane had looked at me with her soft, light blue eyes and twisted her mouth into a slight grimace, “I don’t think it would be a good idea if we continued dating after graduation.” The way she had said it was almost pitying.

“Okay...” was my response. Things tend to take a while to settle in for me emotionally, and it was no different back then. Likely because of my need to thoroughly process my emotions after growing up with a mother with bipolar depression and being afraid that I would end up being diagnosed with it - but that’s another story. Anyways, Jane hated that about me, so after three years, I knew my mild response was going to piss her off, even with her feeling bad for breaking up with me. Especially with her feeling bad for breaking up with me.

In a matter of seconds, she went from concerned sprinkled with some guilt, to just seconds away from being completely pissed.

“Are you serious? Is that all you’re gonna say?” She had uttered in disbelief. I remember her pushing up on her feet from where we were sitting on my bed to loom over me. Even now, it’s not hard for me to recall the way her golden blonde hair had danced around her shoulders and her eyes flashed at me during our very last time as a couple. Jane was always 10x more attractive when she was angry. The memory of her during our breakup has been my #1 “special time” fantasy. That is something Nina doesn’t need to know, otherwise I’d never hear the end of it.

To make a long story short, we broke up and never saw each other again. Except for on graduation; and social media since we’re still friends on everything. I’m actually looking at a picture of her right now, which might have been what triggered the flashback.

The pic is on Instagram, with the caption “I’ll miss u MD, try and stay cool without me.” It’s a selfie with the Washington Monument standing strong and phallic-like in the background. Her hair is cut in a bob, and her eyes sparkle with so much happiness and excitement that it contrasts sharply with the memory I was just reliving. It’s a little shocking even though I’ve seen her present day look many times before. She had cut her golden locks almost immediately after she moved up there. Now, I’m wondering where she’s going/moving to, and can’t choose between hoping it’s here and praying it’s not. I bet Nina already knows where and for how long, I think as I hesitantly “like” Jane’s post. Right on time, a text pops up on my phone from the bestie herself.

“You are not gonna believe this shit, woman,” it reads.

I quickly reply, deciding to beat her to the punch to avoid her dragging the whole thing out. “Jane Grace is moving back to G’boro?”

2 seconds later: “You saw her insta post too?” and then, “she just better not try and get you back”.

I quite literally laugh out loud, “I doubt she’s even thought of me in the last year. She’s probably not even on the market”. I shouldn’t have added that last part. I follow her Finsta, so I know she’s more than on the market; she’s been actively dating and #searchingforlove. Her most recent dive into the dating pool left her feeling less than enthusiastic about the MD dating scene and could very likely be part of the reason she’s moving from there. Her Finsta is extremely detailed. I still don't know what she does for a living, but she must be doing pretty good if she can just up and leave whenever her heart desires.

“Bitch, you and I both know she’s a serial monogamous and I wouldn’t put it past her to be coming back here in hopes to get back into a cozy thing with you. You were the best thing to ever happen to her”. And that’s why I shouldn’t have added that last bit. Nina has never tried to hide how much she’s glad Jane cut me loose when she did. She’s also scared that Jane might have ruined me for anyone else what with my refusal to date in the last year and so since we split. What I’ve tried many times to explain to Nina, but she has let go in one ear and out the other, is that Jane was convenient; she scratched the itch I had had for many years before going to college for some good loving from a woman, and she filled the companionship void that was there while Nina was off studying abroad. But when she broke up with me I was half way relieved, because the emotional demand Jane put me through was overwhelming and left me dealing with more than one migraine after spending time with her. Instead of replying, I take a break from my phone to just lay on my bed for the last few minutes before I have to leave for work. Actually, thinking about her now, is starting to give me a migraine.

***
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I WAKE UP TO MY PHONE ringing. The vibrations resonate through my chest, so I answer it without looking to get it to stop.

“Hello?” I mumble, and then clear my throat.

“The schedule says you’re supposed to work tonight from 4:30 to close?” My boss, Darryl, frames it as a question, but we both know I am.

I stifle a groan. “Shit, what time is it?”

“Five. Will you be able to make it?” Darryl is a good guy. He hired me when I was 14 and kept a place for me at his bookstore through college; my various times quitting thinking I’d find something better; and the many many times I have been late. This one included. Maybe if I lived in a small town his loyalty to me would make more sense. My dad and him weren’t friends before I got the job, so I know that had nothing to do with it. There’s also no way it has anything to do with my work ethic and great personality. I’m no stick in the mud, but I tend to give very little out in social situations and even less at work.

While rubbing my eyes, I sit up. Shelving books and manning a cash register are not things I feel up to doing tonight, but I’m short on the electric bill. Not to mention the alternative would be falling back to sleep only to end up staying up half the night texting Nina and playing a perfectly mind-numbing video game. Sounds pretty chill, actually.

“Yeah, I’ll just be another 20 minute,” I say with a little reluctance. We hang up after that.

It only takes me 10 minutes to get to the bookstore. I had already gotten ready for work before passing out - there’s not much of a uniform at my job - but I need some time to wake up and a snack to take place of a proper dinner. On the way to the kitchen, I check my phone for notifications out of habit and what I see stops me in my tracks.

Jane had DMed me on Instagram at some point while I was napping.

It says: “It’s been a while, huh? I just wanted to let you know personally that I’m gonna be moving back to Greensboro. It would be nice if we could meet up at some point.” And then she sent another message, adding: “I’ve missed you.”
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Chapter Two

[image: ]


Sarah

Unbeknownst to her parents Nina took the car that they bought her for her 16th birthday and sold it to me for $150, which was all I had had in my savings at the time. That was 4 years ago after high school graduation. The car is a twilight blue Subaru Legacy, and I take better care of it than I do myself sometimes. When she told me she had gotten me a graduation gift, I knew it would be something extravagant because that was Nina’s style. But when we had walked out of the graduation party we had gone to and she’d handed me the keys to her car while she followed her then boyfriend to his, I was speechless. She gave me no time to object then and would not accept me not accepting it. Eventually she allowed me to pay her something for it when I threatened to burn the title if she didn’t. By that point in our lives, we both knew just how much a bitch the North Carolina DMV could be.

Part of her trust fund opened when she turned 18 that year, so she just bought herself a new car. The Fiat 500x is sky blue and my best friend whips that vehicle like she’s a professional driver.

I dance my fingertips across the hood of my baby and admire how great our cars look side by side like they are. I’m at Nina’s place for our bi-monthly sleepover. We alternate who’s house we do it at; Nina says it’s nostalgic having sleepovers at my house since I still live with my dad, and we live in the same place from when Nina and I were kids. I mostly just find it sad.

Nina lives in a townhome in a very quiet, semi-rich, neighborhood filled with older people and new families. I live on the other side of town and am used to the sound of gunshots. Nina wanted to live closer to me, but her parents put their foot down on that, saying they would move her back in with them if that were the case. Considering that was the last thing she wanted, Nina conceded.

I don’t knock when I get to the front door, just let myself in with the key I have.

“Honey, you’re home!” Nina shouts from somewhere upstairs. She comes barreling down the staircase to my right and snatches me into a hug. We hang out every weekend I don’t work, and do this sleepover business about every other week, but this is how Nina always greets me. I have to admit, it’s nice to be missed. “Babe, let me show you the project I’ve been working on.”

As I follow her back upstairs, I recall how I used to think she had a crush on me. It was a combination of just discovering my own queerness, and all the pet names she gave me throughout our friendship. I was lucky enough to not start crushing on my bestie to help me come to the realization that I loved the feminine form, so it honestly freaked me out to think that Nina had a crush on me. Don’t get me wrong, Nina is fine as fuck. She has this dark chocolate skin that is flawless in a way that only good genes and lots of money can give you. Her eyes are big and round and a shade of brown that is lighter than her skin which causes them to pop in a way that is mesmerizing. She had the face, the brains and the body; she’s always played sports in school and stayed in fantastic shape with an ass that even jeans have a hard time containing and tightly defined abs anyone would envy.

Nina turns her head around and catches me staring at her ass. “Don’t start having wet daydreams about me now too.” She laughs.

“That was only once, and was too traumatizing for me to really enjoy,” I say indignantly though I’m laughing along with her. The summer after graduating high school we spent a lot of time together, including sleeping over each other’s house, and since I was a very suppressed, semi-closeted lesbian, my hormones were going haywire. One night during a sleepover we had raided her parents wine cellar and got pretty drunk. We both passed out on her bed lying side by side, and it was that night when I discovered that I have weird ass dreams when I get wasted. One of the reasons I don’t drink anymore. Now the only thing I remember about the dream is eating Nina’s ass like groceries while she shouted about her favorite Mexican restaurant in Spanish. She told me after she forced me to confess to dreaming about her, that she heard me moaning and whispering about tamales and enchiladas when she woke up in the middle of the night needing to pee.

To say I was embarrassed would have been an understatement, but Nina found it funny so I got over it pretty quickly and now it’s an ongoing joke.

We make it up to her room and she guides me over to the corner where she does all her drawing, yarn crafts, sewing and whatever else she decides to start dabbling in. Her home has  two bedrooms and I’ve asked before why she doesn’t just make the other one her office/craft room, and she told me that she likes to be able to go straight from the bed to working on a project. I can respect that - that’s why I have my game console in my room 5ft from my bed. There’s organized chaos to the designated area - I assume because she never seems to have an issue with finding whatever it is she needs at the time. Now is no different.

“I started quilting,” Nina announces as she picks up a single square of fabric and shows it to me. “It’s a bitch, but I’m going to master it and everyone will be getting a quilt for Christmas this year.”

She hands the fabric to me and I cradle it in my hands like it’s a baby bird. The square is made out of a pretty basic black fabric with white stars on it. It’s not much, but there’s no way I would ever be able to create anything like it. “This is badass, Nina.

“Who’s getting this one?” I ask as I hand it back.

She shrugs, “I don’t know yet. I’m going to make them all and choose then.”

“Sounds like a plan. I know they are gonna be awesome. Everything you make is,” I add as the various things she’s made and gifted flits through my mind’s eye. Nina has always been highly creative, but it was only after her first year studying in Paris that she really committed to starting and finishing projects. In the last 5 years Nina has been making all kinds of things, but has not once attempted to sell any of it. In her words: “I rather donate something other than money sometimes.”

“Are we cooking tonight, or are we too lazy?” I’m hoping she says we’re too lazy because I am too lazy.

“Let’s be lazy - I’ve been craving Chinese.”

***
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THE CONVERSATION MIRACULOUSLY manages not to venture onto the subject of Jane all throughout us ordering food, finding a movie to watch, eating said food and watching said movie. But it has to come up eventually because my love life and those who have ever been a part of it - and by “those” I of course just mean Jane - must always come up with Nina.

Nina finishes chewing her fortune cookie and reads the fortune out loud, “‘You will find love where you least expect it’. Man, mine was extra generic this time. Plus, I think I got the one you should have gotten since you are so convinced Jane doesn’t want you back. Though let’s hope it’s not actually love.”

I laugh at the face she makes and the not-so-subtle way she brings up Jane. This is happening, so I pause the second movie we started.

“She DMed me on Insta that same day, so you might be right,” I hope Nina mistakes the smile on my face as just what’s left over from my laughter. That’s mostly what it is anyway.

“What did you say? What did she say?” Nina gasps out, more surprised that she was right than I expected her to be. “Never mind, just give me your phone.”

I pull it out of my back pocket with zero objections, knowing the drill by now. “I didn’t respond yet. I don’t think I will.”

“Oh no, you are going to respond. Or at least I will.” Nina unlocks my phone and gets on Instagram seamlessly. I only watch her face as it goes from determined, to shocked, to amused in the moment it takes her to read what Jane said. While shaking her head, she types something in response to Jane and hands me back my phone.

“‘I dunno how I feel about you anymore, but I do miss what we had physically and I have been looking for a FWB. So, if you’re interested in something like that then I would love to ‘catch up’ for old time sakes’.” I am stunned silent. Only for a few seconds though, “What is this? I thought you didn’t want me to be with Jane?”

“I don’t, but I also know you have needs and I remember you had to have been the most stress-free and chill I had ever seen you those two summers you were getting your holes filled,” my best friend says, casually crass. “So, if that doesn’t succeed in getting her to leave you alone for good, then it’ll get you a good lay for as long as Jane can stay drama-free. And you can relax for once.”

I’m trying to process my emotions. On one hand, I kind of wanted this all along. I don't know how Nina knew, but ever since I read her message I have been having a hard time not thinking about all the things Jane and I would get up to. I’ve almost perpetually had my hand down my pants whenever I’ve been home in the last 3 days since getting her message. The only time I was happier my dad worked the night shift was when I first discovered lesbian porn and got a bit obsessed. At that rate it was only a matter of time before my dad caught me watching it, and he did. My dad always knocked after that, even at 4am when he’d check on me after work. That’s my coming out story.

On the other hand, it’s Jane. There is no way in hell that she would agree to this, and even if she did it’s unlikely she’d be able to keep romance out of it.

“Has she replied yet?” Nina asks, shaking me out of my revery.

I check my phone, and nod. “Yeah, she said...: ‘I’ll have to think about it, but I do miss that too. Maybe we can get together and talk it over? I’ll be in town tomorrow and my Thursday and Friday will be booked with settling in, but I should be able to make time for you Saturday for lunch?’”

“Not dinner, so she really does want to talk. Not that it couldn’t turn into some afternoon delight.” Nina wiggles her eyebrows.

“So what am I saying?” I’ll overthink it and blow the whole thing, so it’s best if Nina just finishes what she started.

She gestures for me to give her the phone again. I do, and watch her work her magic. This time she narrates as she types. “‘That works for me; I haven’t had pussy for lunch in a while’.” Nina can’t even get it all out before bursting into laughter.

I’m shaking my head, but chuckling along with her. “What did you actually say?”

“‘That works for me. Where would you like to meet?’” She recites. I nod my approval like it would make a difference. “Now that that’s done, let’s get back to the movie.”

And we do, but it’s 20-30 minutes later when I feel Nina’s eyes on the side of my head burning a hole right through. I ignore her for a bit, but it gets unbearable.

“Yes ma’am?” I turn to face her with an expectant expression. “Do I have something on my face?

“No, but I do have a question,” she states simply.

“Proceed,” I utter precisely.

“Have you ever considered dating outside of the human race?” This is not the first time Nina has asked me this, and I doubt it will be the last. Unless I end up in a romantic relationship that she approves of, which is highly unlikely with her high standards and my unwillingness to date. I have thought about it on my own, that maybe I would find romance with someone other than a human, but at the same time it’s not like I’ve tried very hard to date other humans. Not to mention even if I wanted to try some cross-species relationships I wouldn’t even know where to find werewolves, vampires, witches and what not. They don’t really socialize with humans out in the open like that. Not obviously at least.

“We’ve had this conversation before,” I tell her. I stand to get some water.

As I’m walking away I hear Nina ask, “How did it go then?”

Her kitchen is only a hop and a skip from her living room and there is an opening above where the sink is, looking out at where we were sitting on the couch. I respond back through that opening. “We listed off the pros and cons of being romantically involved with all of the species, and then you persuaded me into watching cross-species porn. Werewolf/human if I’m not mistaken.”

“Can you get me some sweet tea?” Nina asks instead of commenting on what I said.

I get a glass for myself and find one of those big ass cups that can carry like two pints of liquid for Nina - for sharing. She has one of those refrigerators that has a built in water dispenser, but the convenience is lost because the filter needs to be changed so the water comes out at the rate of three drops per minute. Considering, I probably would be better off just using tap. What feels like thirty minutes later, I fill my cup half way and then go inside the fridge to get the sweet tea.

“What took you so long?” Nina asks as I walk back into the living room.

“Your fridge needs a new filter,” I tell her while sitting down beside her.

“Oh. Right. I bought the filter for it, just haven’t found the time, or patience, to change it out.” She admits, then sips the tea I handed her.

My best friend might be able to operate a loom, but she has never been very apt at anything mechanical, probably because it doesn’t interest her in the least. “Just remind me to change it for you before I leave.”

I’m about to unpause the movie for the second time, when Nina places her hand on mine to stop me. I look up at her, and find her staring at me with searching eyes.

“Should we watch porn instead?” Her expression is serious, which only makes me want to laugh more.

I somehow manage to hold it in. “Why do you like watching porn with me so much?” I ask this every time, and every time she gives the same answer:

“Because sometimes I like to watch porn for the plot, and you’re the only person I can watch it with without the expectations of fucking after.”

“Or during,” I say at the same time she does. We both laugh.

Classic sleepover.
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Chapter Three
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Sarah

My, kind of sort of, date with Jane is this afternoon. She messaged me back saying that she wanted to meet at Subway of all places, but then that always was her favorite. I’m trying not to stress about the meeting since it’s supposed to be casual with no strings attached, but I’m a little desperate to make this happen. Even though I know if she does agree to being my fuck buddy, and inevitably wants more from me, I’m going to regret ever wanting this from her. Me and drama do not mix well.

“You are fooling yourself, why would Jane want anything from you?” I mutter this to my reflection as I thoroughly criticize every inch of my appearance. Where Nina is chocolate delicious-ness, I’m the opposite. If it wasn’t for my crazy mom’s Native American heritage, I would be as pale as my dad after he wakes up with a hangover. I have green eyes, which might be the only thing going for me. My hair is so dark brown you could get away with calling it black, and I have high cheekbones and a narrow face. My metabolism is too high for me to gain more than a couple of pounds of water weight on a real lazy day, so my physique is closer to stick-thin than anything else. I’m constantly battling with my hair because I prefer it shorter than chin length, but I also despise showing my face so I have to have it at least to the shoulders to appease my antisocial side.

I would probably look better if I embraced my femininity more, but alas, I’m too butch for my own good. That being said, for my outing with Jane I’m wearing one of my favorite tees that’s all black with the graffiti word “Sick” on the front. It fits tight - showing off my lack of boobs very well. Below that I have on my nicer pair of jeans that fit loose in the waist, but still manage to accentuate the little bit of butt I thankfully have. I was going to go cargos for today, but could hear Nina shouting at me to not sabotage the date before it even happens.

I don’t look horrible by any means, I’m just worried about this going well. I might not care too much about her opinion of me, but Jane’s a person - one that I want to have sex with me - so that’s enough for me to start panicking and second guessing. Nina is the only person that I can be around and not think too much. It’s almost to the point where around her is the only time I can breathe properly. And I surprisingly do not want to marry her and have her have all my children.

I take a deep breath and smile at myself in the mirror, big enough to expose my back teeth. It’s the same smile I use with customers at the bookstore. I let it melt away a second later and lick my lips. I haven’t had sex with anything but my hand in over a year. I never even used toys because I lack the balls to buy any knowing my dad lives and breathes in the same house. Sex toys just make it more grody for whatever reason. Not to mention they are insanely expensive.  So I need this bad. It almost feels like I’m trying to convince myself.

I shake my head to stop thinking so much and turn away from my reflection. I’m going to leave now so I can pick up my check from the bookstore, being out with Jane broke is not goals. After all my bills are paid, including the electric bill, I should have $20 to spare. $10 for today and $10 for gas.

In the living room I find my dad on the couch, sleeping this time instead of passed out, with the TV blaring at no one conscious. He doesn’t work on the weekends, so when he gets off Friday evenings he usually sleeps until Saturday afternoon, and then drinks until Sunday afternoon so he can have the rest of the day sobering up in preparation of getting back on the grind. He hasn’t been the same since we had to have mom committed. We were never super close, but now we barely say more than a passing greeting, and then that’s usually to talk about bills. Most of what my dad makes goes toward the facility that my mom is in, so I carry the rest of the house payments and we split the groceries and toiletries.

Deciding not to disturb him just to let him know I’m leaving, I tiptoe past and head out the door.

***
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THE BOOKSTORE I WORK at is tiny - no Barnes & Noble by any means - but I like it that way. We probably get around 10 customers in total during one of my evening shifts, so no more than 20-30 customers in any given day. I remember the day I happened into this establishment in hopes of finding a job even though I knew I was probably too young and had zero experience. I’m not much of a reader and I definitely wasn’t one back then. I need things to tinker with, or at least visuals to keep my interest. But for whatever reason Darryl decided to hire me on the spot with barely even an interview. He actually had me start working that same day shelving books, telling me that would be my job along with making sure the employee’s bathroom was clean until I proved to him that I could handle other responsibilities. The first two years I worked there I kept it a secret from my dad and took public transportation/rode my bike because he was very adamant about me not working until I turned 16. I also somehow kept it a secret from Nina until then, at which time she had gotten her license and started driving me to and from work.

I open the door to Darryl’s Books and More, and head to the back where Darryl’s office is located. I pass one of my coworkers on the way there, who also happens to be Darryl’s wife Michele. I never work with her, because the days when she works I’m off, but she is always at the bookstore hanging out in Darryl’s office. She’s his second wife, I remember when his first one divorced him and he gave all his employees three weeks paid vacation. I had no clue why until we came back to work and Michele was there and he introduced her as his girlfriend. Three years later, and they tied the knot. I know very little about Michele, but I know that she makes Darryl happy and that’s all I really need to know. When I get to his office, I knock on the door and wait for a response.

“Come in,” Darryl says from inside his office.

When I enter he’s sitting behind his desk, reading a book with his feet up. I don't know if all bookstore owners take as much time as my boss does reading novels, but it makes sense to me. How are you supposed to sell a product you know nothing about?

“I’m here for my check,” I say to get him to acknowledge me after inviting me in.

Darryl sets his book pages down to hold his place, and finally looks up at me. “Sarah? Here for your check?”

I smile awkwardly and nod. Darryl has circular, Harry Potter eyeglasses, freckles and brown eyes that shine through said glasses. His hair is a sandy brown-ish color that he keeps nicely groomed and cut close to his scalp - which honestly gives his features a more mature quality to them. Nina has called Darryl “Hot, in a nerdy boyish type way”, and even with my lesbian tinted glasses I can agree with that. With his looks included, Darryl is an entirely non-threatening character, but his status as my boss has made it so that I’m unable to be at ease around him.

He opens his desk drawer and ruffles through it long enough for me to get a little nervous that he won’t be able to find it. Instead, he pulls it out suddenly with a triumphant grin aimed at me.

“Got it! Don’t know how I managed to lose it when you’re the only one I write checks for still. Probably should start sending them to you in the mail,” he says as an afterthought, handing me my check.

I take it and shrug, “I don’t mind coming in to pick them up.” 

It’s not a lie, but I usually wouldn’t pass a chance to save on gas.

“Whatever is easier,” I add and smile even more awkwardly as I wait for him to release me from my self-induced awkwardness.

“Well, I know I wouldn’t want to waste my Saturday in a bookstore when I was your age, even if it was to get my money. You know my love for books came only in my later years,” Darryl gets a wistful look on his face, “Anyways, you get going and try and enjoy the rest of your day.”

His dismissal leaves me choking on a sigh of relief as I hustle out of there - trying not to make it too obvious I’m escaping with my life.

***
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I TIMED IT SO THAT I would end up at Subway early to give myself time to chill out before meeting Jane. I’m sitting in my car waiting for her to pull up, and my mind is being flooded with bits and pieces of our relationship; and not just the sexy bits and pieces. I mentioned before how Jane had filled the void left over from Nina going to school abroad, which was more true than even Nina knows. Jane and I were great friends before she admitted to liking me as more and introduced kissing into the mix. I latched onto her like a lifeline when we met at Freshmen orientation and she drew me in with a greeting and a smile. I lived on campus my first year, so although we shared no classes or anything we still managed to bump into each other often enough that we eventually started doing it on purpose.

There was nothing romantic on my end toward her, and by that point I had smothered my libido so deep under college freshmen stress that I forgot I had one. Instead I saw her as a good friend who thought I was hilarious and constantly complimented me. Considering how Nina is I didn’t see that as a sign. Jane is insanely smart, and would help me with my homework, especially essays. I would help her forget about all the things she had to get done by having her play video games with me and watch whatever we could find entertaining on YouTube. We spent most of our free time together, and kind of became a couple before we actually became a couple.

Everything changed just before Spring break. We had been binge studying for tests that were coming up and decided to have an all nighter. I knew that my dad would either be working or sleeping and we would pretty much have the house to ourselves, so I suggested we study there. Jane agreed. That was probably only the second time that she had been over my house at that point. Anyway, the first 2 hours consisted of us actually studying and it was around 10pm when I announced I was taking a bathroom break. I had left the room, done my business, and then came back. But as I walked into my room I almost ran into Jane because she was standing right there in front of the door.

“Are you alright?” I had asked, cocking my head at her odd expression - which was a combination of scared and excited. Nervous energy was practically making her vibrate.

“I wanna tell you something, and I know it might be shocking but I don’t want it to mess up what we have,” she bit her lip and by that point, I knew it was a nervous habit of hers. “I just really need to get it off my chest before we don’t see each other for a week.”

I smiled calmly to counter her energy. “Wassup?”

Jane said nothing for the longest time. “I like you a lot... As more than just a friend.”

“What?” Was the first thing that popped out of my slacken jaw. Jane’s eyes were on the floor as she confessed to liking me, but I kept trying to catch her eye. I brought my hand up to push my hair out of my face, and it was at that same time that she brought hers up and pulled my head down into a kiss—

The three light taps on the driver side window of my car bring me back to the here and now.

I look over and there is my ex, smiling at me as she makes a “roll the window down” hand gesture.

“When did you get here?” Is the first thing she asks once there’s no barrier between us.

I shift in my seat, trying not to make it too obvious that hearing her voice for the first time in over a year had just excited me more than is probably healthy. I knew I should have masturbated before meeting her, but dad was home and I didn’t think of it until after I had already showered.

“Maybe ten minutes ago?” I mumble. My mind is having a hard time getting firmly planted in this reality after reminiscing about us and having her suddenly appear before me. “I wanted to get here early so I would have time to mentally prepare for this meeting. It’s been a long time.”

The only other person I can be this honest with is Nina. It’s weird just falling back into familiar tendencies after so long.

Jane backs up from my door so I can get out. “Sounds like something you would do. But yeah, it has.”

When I climb out of the car I tower over her by at least four inches. I’m 5’8, but unfortunately I’m all arms and torso. Nina says I should have been a swimmer. 

“You wanna head inside?” I thrust my thumb out at Subway.

“Let’s hug it out first. I dunno, I just wanna hold you to see if it feels like I remember.” She articulates that in such a way that I couldn’t say no if I wanted to. I don’t want to.

My arms go around her waist instinctually. I feel hers go around my neck, and the next thing I know I’m burrowing my face into the crook of her neck and my hands are resting on the top curve of her ass. I guess I missed her more than I thought.
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Sarah

As soon as we go up to order I’m reminded as to why I never come here. Ordering food is nerve wracking enough without having to also figure out what you want inside of what you’re ordering. I learned to love everything that comes with getting things “all the way” at a young age to avoid situations like these as often as I could. I use that same logic now so Jane doesn’t have to be reminded of how indecisive I can be; not her favorite trait of mine by far.

After we order and get our food, we head over to a table by the window. I’m too nervous to eat, but I follow Jane’s lead and unwrap my sub.

“So, how have you been?” Jane starts off by asking after we chew in silence for a minute.

“Pretty good...” I lose my train of thought as I stare at her. Or at least that is what I tell myself as I didn’t know what else to say to begin with. Jane is the kind of pretty that has often made me wonder why it is that she chose me. I’m not ugly, but Jane is Can-Have-Anyone-Ever kind of gorgeous, and besides being a little anal and a lot clingy she’s a cool person to hang with. When we met and started hanging out a lot I would compare her personality with Nina’s because she was my only other close friend. I knew immediately that they were nothing alike. Where Nina is laid-back, say whatever is on her mind type of person, Jane is the opposite. Even before we started dating she would not tell me things that were bothering her and be driven insane by my little habits. The transition from good friends to dating didn’t exist for me. After our first kiss it was as if a switch flipped and everything changed - on Jane’s end. I noticed immediately how her perspective became skewed by the knowledge that I “liked her back”. I did like her, just not any differently than I did before; there was no epiphany or anything that made me more affectionate or whatever. For me, the only thing that changed was that I wanted to kiss her more.

I honestly don’t think Jane ever noticed how neutral I was to the romantic aspects of our relationship. I’ve always been the type to go with the flow as to not disrupt things, and because I loved her as a friend, it wasn’t hard to say those words convincingly even though I knew my definition wasn’t the same as hers. It wouldn’t be that far of a reach if it was said that my lack of romantic involvement had a low-key part in things ending between us. Which should make this FWB business more likely to succeed. In theory. Nope, still nervous.

I sit my sandwich down and focus in on the here and now. “I’ve mostly been working to help my dad with the bills. Really, not much has changed since college in terms of my social life -”

“Or love life,” Jane interjects with a half grin. In her eyes, I can see a lot left unsaid.

“Or my love life,” I repeat, kind of giggling. “Nina is still the only person that puts up with me, and vice versa. I’ve been thinking about getting a fish.”

I threw in that last bit in a desperate attempt to not make me seem too boring.

Jane sips her drink. The way her lips wrap around the straw takes my mind to places that would not be appropriate in this sandwich shop. Casually, I adjust my position in my seat and turn my attention to my own drink.

“I’ve been good too. This move was long overdue and I’m glad to be back in my hometown. It’s changed so much in some places,” she observes. “They’re building a new highway?”

It’s half a question, half a statement, and I nod in agreement. “Heard it’s gonna be finished in a few more years. It sucks about all the trees and wildlife being fucked with, but the convenience almost makes up for it.”

There’s a moment of silence where we both focus on our food, periodically catching the other’s eye and smiling, just a little. My mind is going a mile a minute as I try to come up with a smooth segue into wanting to get into her pants. I very much wish Nina could somehow take control of this situation like she did with our text conversation.

“So, where do you work?” Jane asks after a minute or so of just chewing.

“The same bookstore; I don’t think I’ll ever escape Darrel’s clutches,” I joke. One of the reasons I’ve stayed there so long is because it’s easier than finding something new, and I’ve always enjoyed the quiet atmosphere of the bookstore. “What do you do?”

For the life of me, I haven’t been able to recall what it was that Jane moved to Maryland to do and I felt way too weird about bringing it up before she did since it seems like something I should have remembered.

She ignores my question in favor of asking me another one. “You never got a job in your field of study?”

When I graduated high school I didn’t know what I wanted to study and had no real passions for anything in particular, so I opt to just get a General Studies degree to cover all my bases without the possibility of getting bored along the way. I guess it served its purpose because I finished out college with a 3.2 GPA, and besides the classes that required a lot of writing I didn’t struggle too much.

“I mean, technically I did. You know I never was that driven to pursue one kind of thing, I just wanted to always have a paying job and enough free time to chill,” I respond. I got a partial scholarship and my dad managed to pay the rest, so I’m happy that I was able to graduate and make him proud.

“Oh yeah, I forgot you only went to college because your dad wanted you to,” Jane says this in a way that should be offensive, but I know her well enough to know that she doesn’t mean it that way.

I nod, smiling at her. She smiles back, but then looks away bashfully. Out of the two of us, Jane definitely was the less dominant in a lot of ways even though I was by far more passive. We made an odd dynamic that somehow worked more often than not. I learned to read her quite well by the time we started dating, and that knowledge gave me confidence in our relationship which in turn gave me more power than I knew what to do with. It was exhilarating - that’s what I’ve been craving since Jane got in touch with me.

Feeling my confidence rise with her reaction, I reach across the table and grab her hand. I rub my thumb across the back of it until her eyes meet mine again.

“You know you were one of my closest friends; I’m really glad you’re back
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