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Prologue: Riana
 
 

As I walked through the halls of Dawson High School, I had to look
around at the familiar faces surrounding me. I glanced over at a group of
cheerleaders who were near Mr. Thomas’ History class. Once they saw me,
they began to snicker, while one had the audacity to call me a slut to my face.
I gave them the middle finger as I continued walking down the hall.

Those girls who were laughing at me used to be my friends. We used to
hang out at Cecilia Morgan’s (one of the cheerleaders) house after practically
every football game. We used to have huge parties which were always the
talk around school. But now, everything changed. The cheerleaders, who
were once my friends, were now a bunch of bullies who took pleasure in
making my school day miserable.

At first, it used to bother me. The first time I heard it, I was quick to go
off on anyone who would utter the word, but now, it just rolled off my back
like the rest of the names my classmates called me.

I approached my locker, ready to start my day of ridicule, gossip, and
name-calling. Although I’ve had this locker for the past six months, I still
found it hard to remember the combination.



Once I reached the last number, I looked around the crowded hallway,
noticing the atmosphere surrounding the group of seniors. It seemed as if all
eyes were focused on me, waiting for me to open my locker. I didn’t know
what was going on, but for the first time in my entire time at Dawson High
School, I can honestly say that I was kind of nervous to open it.

At first, I was the popular one, a varsity cheerleader and dating the most
popular guy at school. I was considered royalty around here, until one night
during my junior year that changed everything. The one thing that I thought
was special and wonderful turned into something horrific and downright
miserable. I lost everything that night—my dignity and most of all, my
innocence.

I looked around the opposite end of the hallway and noticed my ex-
boyfriend talking to a couple of guys near the water fountain. A girl, who
looked like a sophomore, went over to him and gave him a long, passionate
kiss. I shook my head as I turned to stare at my locker. Although it was
Nathan’s fault for what happened to me, of course the students at Dawson
didn’t feel so. Nathan was the popular one who can’t do anything wrong, no
matter how much he fucked up. Instead, I got the blame because of what
Nathan told everyone. He had the nerve to spread rumors about me to the
entire student body, who turned their backs on me as if I were a plague.

I decided to torture myself some more by looking back at Nathan. The
girl now had her arms around him, whispering in his ear. He looked in my
direction, giving me an evil smile as he kissed the girl on her neck. I gave a
disgusted look at Nathan, wishing I could conjure up a spell to make him
disappear. He was a jerk, a douchebag. Any other horrifying name I could
think up, he was definitely that and more. He made my life a living hell for
the past year and a half and I was just tired of it. I was tired of him controlling
me, even if he wasn’t always in my presence.

“Are you okay?”
I looked over and noticed my twin brother, Jayden, standing beside me.
“I’m fine,” I replied as I went back to opening my locker.
Jayden looked over toward Nathan and sighed.



“I wished I would have killed him that night.”
“Don’t say that, Jay. You put him in the hospital, and that was bad enough.

You could have been arrested that night.”
“It would have been worth it, especially after what he did to you.”
“Stop, Jay. The school year is almost over, so I just want to graduate and

get the hell away from here.”
“I noticed what happened earlier. Mrs. Herrera did mention if anyone else

bothered you to take it up with her.”
After the incident between Nathan and me, and the way he handled

everything (by telling the whole school how much of a slut I was), my mother
decided to take it up with the principal, Mrs. Herrera, who mentioned that the
only way she could step in to the situation that I was in, was if I was being
threatened. After my mom decided to go above her head and go to the school
board about what was going on, Mrs. Herrera decided to change her tune,
informing my mom and me that if anyone mentioned anything inappropriate
to me to come to her to seek the appropriate actions.

“There’s no point. She’s only doing it because mom threatened to go to
the school board. You and I both know she’s all for Nathan’s antics, since his
parents practically run the city.”

The Bradfords were well known around the city in which the school is
located, which is Sugar Land. His father was the chief of police, while his
mother was the mayor. Why would anyone want to hurt the precious son of
the chief of police and the mayor?

“It doesn’t matter, Ri. What’s going on is pathetic and it needs to stop.”
I gave my brother a sympathetic look as I finally opened my locker. Once

I did, I suddenly heard my voice, loud and clear. I looked up, noticing it was
me on the school’s TV monitor, in the middle of having sex with Nathan. Of
course, Nathan’s back was turned from the camera, but I was on full display as
I moaned again, heading toward my second climax.

I remembered that day as if it were yesterday. That was the first time
Nathan and I slept together. His parents were away at a convention and he had
the place to himself. It was also our three-year anniversary, so I knew that



was the night I wanted to lose my virginity to him. At the time, I thought
Nathan was a virgin too, so I knew the moment would be special and
significant. Now, I felt like an idiot to even believe in that shit.

My eyes widened and my jaw clenched tight at the image I was witnessing.
Jayden stared wide-eyed at the view in front of him. I looked around and
noticed practically the whole hallway was either in a state of shock or were
giving catcalls at the scene. I guess I knew now why everyone was eager for
me to open my locker.

My locker was right in front of the TV monitor, so I know whoever had
done this knew exactly when I would come and open it. So that I could see the
night my life went to shit. How Nathan completely destroyed my self-dignity,
my self-worth.

I looked over and noticed the shocked look he had on his face. From the
looks of it, it seemed like he wasn’t a part of it. But once his friends came up
to him, his expression changed. They were giving him high-fives, which he
returned, laughing at the entire scene.

“Son of a bitch!” exploded from Jayden as he was about to go over to him.
“Jay, stop!” I exclaimed.
While the hallway was in total chaos, I was in pure agony. I ran over to the

monitor and quickly turned it off, pretty sure that it was playing on the other
four screens around school. Instead of confronting the senior class, I headed
toward the exit.

“Riana, wait!” Jayden yelled.
I didn’t care if I was skipping school; I had to get out of there. I had to get

away from the problems that were constantly in my face every day. I had to
escape, even if it was for a few hours. Because no matter if I escape the
situation now, it will still be in my face bright and early the next day.

 
~~~~~

 
I jumped up, looking at my surroundings, wondering where I was. I looked

down at my skin, noticing it was drenched in a cold sweat. I glanced at the



burnt orange walls of my bedroom, wondering why the dream I had about that
morning in February came back to haunt me. I hadn’t had a bad dream about
high school since three months ago after graduation.

I lay back down, taking a moment to calm myself as I took deep breaths.
The dream may have something to do with the fact that I was starting college
tomorrow. Hopefully, college will not be as bad as my days in high school.

Hopefully, I can gain back my life…

 
 
 

1. Riana
 
 

When a person graduates from high school, it’s the start of a new life. Not
only does your life change, but you have to make the best decision on any
situation that is thrown your way.

On graduation day at Dawson High School three months ago, that was the
thought going through my mind, as soon as I walked across Winfield
Auditorium to receive my diploma.

As I walked up on the steps of Shaw University, I stopped to admire the
view in front of me as new and returning students were rushing to find their
living quarters. Others were hanging out on the lawn socializing and enjoying
the beautiful scenery around them.

I walked toward the quad, stopping again to pull out a hair tie from my
crossbody bag, putting my long dark brown hair into a ponytail. I looked at
my caramel skin and noticed sweat was rolling down my arms, wondering if I
could stand the Texas heat any longer.

This is it. I’m officially on my own.
I took two steps at a time before going into my new apartment located on

campus. My mother was behind me while Jayden (who was also starting
college), was slowly coming up the steps with an armful of my belongings.



Although he’s my big brother by two minutes, sometimes I felt like the older
sibling with his whining.

“What did you pack? The whole house?” Jayden asked.
“No, just my room. What’s wrong, Jay? You look like you’re struggling,”

I said while laughing.
“Ha, ha. Keep talking and I’ll dump your stuff on the ground.”
“I wish you would.”
“Now, you two, stop,” our mom said. She looked at us and smiled.
“I can’t believe how grown you both have become. I’m so proud of you

two.”
“Ah, Mom, don’t get all teary-eyed. If you do, I’m going to become teary-

eyed and we’ll be standing here in tears,” I said.
“I won’t; I’m just kind of sad that both of my babies are leaving at the

same time.”
“Well, believe me, when we come home to visit, it will seem like we

never left,” Jayden promised.
The three of us reached my apartment door, and I put the key into the

lock. I opened the door and had to smile at my new living quarters. Even
though the place was the size of my room at home (maybe bigger), I was still
happy since this was my first apartment. I hadn’t wanted to get a dorm room,
so I landed a job during the summer to save up for an apartment. With the
help of my best friend, Britney Lewis, we both went in on the deposit, which
was great for me since Britney wanted a place of her own too.

I quickly took in the ambiance of the apartment, glancing at the taupe
couch and matching chair to counter the chocolate walls, a 40” plasma
television (courtesy of Britney’s parents), and a tiny kitchen near the corner.
Although the space was small, it definitely felt like home.

I took a glimpse near the living room and noticed Britney putting a few
things onto a bookshelf.

“Hey, roomie,” I said in greeting.
“What’s up? Hey, Ms. Robertson, Jayden,” Britney said as she stared at my

brother.



Jayden suddenly became shy, giving a warm smile to Britney.
I had to roll my eyes at the way Britney was gawking at him. She and I had

been best friends since we met in chemistry class sophomore year. With her
velvety honey complexion, and bright gray eyes, she could pass off as a
fashion model. When Britney met Jayden for the first time, she’d instantly
had a crush on him. Although Jayden tried to play it off a couple of times
(after the countless girls he had dated), I knew that he had a thing for Britney
too.

Mom observed the way they were staring at each other. Knowing my
mom, she probably had the same thoughts I did about the two, wondering
when they’d admit their feelings to each other.

“Don’t you have to get some more of Ri’s things? You still have to check
into your room, too,” mom said while giving Jayden a sweet, but equally
annoyed look.

Jayden had gotten a sweet deal as well, living in the athletics dorm with
two of his teammates from Dawson. The dorms are apartment styled and
were pretty hard to get in to if you’re an incoming freshman. But since
Jayden was an All-Star on the basketball team at Dawson, he got a full-ride
scholarship, complete with a high-styled dorm set-up.

“Sure. We’ll be back,” Jayden said as he and our mom walked out the
door, leaving Britney and me alone.

“Why can’t you two admit you like each other? The constant staring is
annoying.”

“I would, but I guess other people got in the way,” Britney said as she
pushed her medium length black hair from her face.

“Can you believe we’re in college?”
“I know. Just yesterday I was thinking about some of the things that

happened in high school and realized that everything is truly behind us now,”
I replied.

“I’m truly glad you said that, but is it really behind you? I know things
were kind of hard for you after graduation.”

I looked toward the blank television screen, a feeling of sadness going



through me.
“Why would you think it wouldn’t be? What happened in high school was

terrible, but I’m pretty sure it won’t follow me here. Practically the entire
senior class went out-of-state to college.”

“I know, it’s just that I really want you to be happy. I saw what happened to
you and I just want to see you smile again.”

I looked at my friend, truly grateful that she was in my life.
“Thanks, Brit. I never told you, but thank you for being such a great

friend.”
“Of course. I think this deserves a toast,” she said as she ran into the

kitchen.
She came back in with two cans of soda, and handed one to me.
“To new beginnings and focusing on the good things that are about to

happen,” Britney said as she held her soda in the air.
“I’ll toast to that,” I said as I clinked my can to hers.
“I’m glad you’re here,” I told Britney as I hugged her.
“So am I. This is going to be a great year.”
“Yeah, it is.”

 
~~~~~

 
A few hours and many boxes opened later, we decided to take a break and

go to the student lounge to see how campus life was. The atmosphere was
electric, giving more of a coffeehouse vibe compared to a regular sit-and-
study atmosphere. Detecting the plush orange armchairs, the game room near
the back of the lounge, and the freshly baked goods near the counter, I
immediately knew that the lounge was going to be an area I would frequent
throughout my stay at Shaw.

While I was taking in the atmosphere, Britney’s view was on several guys
at a nearby table, who turned their heads to get a look at us walking in.

“I’m definitely going to like college.” Britney gave a sexy grin to the
guys.



I smiled and headed toward a table near the counter. When I was about to
sit down, my body collided right into someone’s chest. A very hard chest.

“Sorry,” I said, completely embarrassed.
“It’s okay. I didn’t know anyone was going to sit here.”
I looked at the guy and smiled.
I began to give him the once over, admiring his well-built body. His light

skin looked incredibly smooth, which I instantly wanted to touch. He had the
sexiest smile and his brown eyes were actually sparkling.

“Hi, I’m Riana.”
“Isaac. Is this your first year here?”
“Yeah, just graduated from Dawson.”
“Cool. I just graduated from Jones.”
“Well, I guess I’ll be seeing you around then,” I replied.
“I hope so,” Isaac said as he walked away.
He turned around and gave me another stare before heading toward the

door.
“Damn, he’s fine,” Britney said as she sat down.
“I know. I think I’m going to like college too,” I said as I watched Isaac

leave.

 
 
 

2. Riana
 
 

A couple of days later, I was in the living room anxiously trying to find
my schedule for my first college class.

“Brit, if you don’t want to be late for your first class, I suggest you get
up.”

Britney slowly moved her body toward the kitchen to get some coffee. I
shook my head at the way she was acting.



“We don’t have time for coffee. Our first class starts at 8 and it’s already
7:45! I’m going to have to drive since we don’t have time to walk.”

“I’m coming, I’m coming,” Britney groggily said.
I waited impatiently while she quickly drank her coffee. One thing about

Britney is that she was a procrastinator.
“I never understand why you don’t use an alarm clock.”
“Because they’re annoying,” she said, while grabbing her backpack and

purse.
Once she walked out, I locked the door, grateful that we still had time to

make it to class.
“So, how do you think your classes are going to be?” I asked.
“I don’t know. Hopefully not boring.”
I laughed. “I hear that.”
“You think you’re going to see Isaac again? I think he really liked you.”
“How’d you figured that out in one minute?”
“Trust me, I know; especially with how he was looking at you. He wanted

you.”
“Girl, you’re crazy.” I laughed.
I hopped into my Dodge Caliber, thinking this was the beginning of

something new for me. I can truly let go of my high school past and embrace
my future. In the short time I’ve been here, no one knows who I am or what
happened to me. Today, I can slowly become the person I once was.

 
~~~~~

 
Once we reached campus, we went our separate ways as we headed for

our classes. When I walked into the communications building, I found my
class, Introduction to Journalism, and went inside.

While some freshmen started their mandatory courses first, I wanted to
start my major courses early. When I noticed there were no prerequisites for
Introduction to Journalism, I took a chance and registered. Journalism has
been something I wanted to go in to since I started a news show in



elementary school. I haven’t decided which route I want to take, either
becoming a newscaster or an entertainment journalist, but I knew this was
what I wanted.

I immediately took a seat in the back row. While reaching into my tote
bag, I noticed a guy walking in, giving me a bright smile as he took the seat
right next to me.

His presence immediately grabbed my attention, eyeing his mocha skin
and brown eyes that I could lose myself in. Dressed in a pair of dark jeans and
a blue T-shirt, I could tell he worked out. But what really made me notice him
were his lips, which I’m pretty sure from the way they were shaped that he
was a good kisser.

Where did that come from?  I thought, as I nervously turned away and went
back to scrolling on my iPad.

He smiled again as he ran his hand through his low-cut fade. He stole
another peek at me before going into his backpack.

“Hey,” he said.
“Hi.”
“How are you?”
“I’m fine.”
“I can see that, but how are you really doing?” he asked while giving me a

sexy grin.
The instant attraction to him changed once he uttered those words.
“Was that a pick-up line, because that was pretty weak.”
“Hold up. It wasn’t a pick-up line. And who says pick-up lines anymore?”
“I call them like I see them. ‘I can see that you’re fine’, I guess.”
“What crawled up your ass this morning?” the guy asked.
“Excuse me! Nothing crawled up my ass. I just don’t appreciate someone

saying they weren’t doing something when they were.”
“Look, I just came in here and asked you a polite question. What was the

harm in that?”
Suddenly, I heard footsteps, which I instantly knew were female from the

clicking of heels. Glad that someone else was in the room, I gazed over and



noticed my friend walking over to me with her arms outstretched.
“Hey, girl! I saw you in here and wanted to say hi,” she said as she

wrapped her arms around me.
“Hey! When did you get back?”
“Two days ago, but I’ve been busy unpacking and registering for last-

minute classes.”
I looked at my friend and smiled. I’d met Monica Taylor when I was a

junior and Monica was a senior. We had a math class together and became
instant friends. I later introduced Monica to Britney and the three of us had
been best friends ever since.

She turned around and looked at the guy sitting next to me.
“Shawn. How are you?” Monica asked as she went up to him and gave him

a hug.
“I’m good, Monica.”
“You know him?” I asked dully.
“Yeah, we took a course together last year. Shawn, this is my friend Riana

Robertson. Riana, Shawn Walker.”
I looked at Shawn and rolled my eyes. Shawn looked at me as he gave me

a cocky smile.
 

~~~~~
 

After class, Monica met up with me in the hallway when Shawn walked up
to us.

“I guess I’ll see you two around,” he said.
“Whatever,” I said.
Monica looked at me and smiled at Shawn.
“Bye, Shawn.”
When he walked away, Monica gave me a strange look.
“Okay, what happened before I walked in?”
“Nothing. I don’t see how you’re friends with him. I can tell he’s

obnoxious.”



“Oh, come on. Shawn is far from that. Besides, how can you judge him
after only meeting him before class?”

“I can tell, that’s all.”
“Well, give him a chance. He’s a nice guy. I’ll talk to you later.”
“Okay. How about lunch at one?”
“Sounds good. See you then.”
I smiled as I started to walk down the hallway.
Monica’s wrong. I will never give him a chance.

 
 
 

3. Riana
 
 

After my second class of the day, Psychology, I went back to the
apartment to grab a sweater for my next class. I felt my iPhone vibrating in
my purse. As I reached down to get it, I noticed I received an instant message
from my WhatsApp Messenger. I clicked on the notification and saw that it
was from Elis, the guy I’d been talking to on the Internet.

Just the thought of him took me back to when I first started talking to him
online. The friendship started a couple of days after high school graduation,
when an incident occurred which led me to be in a bad place emotionally, in
which I couldn’t talk to anyone, especially my brother and my friends, about
what I’d been through…

 
~~~~~

 
Three Months Earlier
 

“Thanks for coming with me to the mall. You know I hate shopping
alone,” Britney said as she looked at a window display before continuing to



walk.
I looked around nervously, wondering when Britney would be finished so

I could go back home. I knew my friend was trying to help me with
interacting with society again, but honestly, I would rather just live in my
comfortable hole and not have to worry about anything again.

After what happened to me during the last six months of high school, I
thought I could finally relax and not worry about being around anyone that
was associated with Dawson, but unfortunately, that thought was only a dream.
Even though school was over, I still had to see half of my former classmates
when I walked outside to get the mail or went to the store around the corner
from my house.

I’m pretty sure if Britney and I stayed long enough at the mall, I would run
into someone here, which would only make my day complete.

“Couldn’t you have just gone to another mall? Somewhere that’s not in
the same area as our neighborhood?”

“I know you didn’t want to come here, but this is the only mall that has the
products I’m looking for. Once I get what I need, we can leave.”

I sighed as I suddenly noticed the cheerleader bitches at the food court. I
don’t know why I let them get to me anymore, especially since I don’t have to
see them on a regular basis; but for some reason, deep down in me, I was
nervous and scared to walk past them.

“Maybe we should go through the other side. Isn’t the store you’re going
to closer that way, anyway?” I suggested while pointing to the right side of
the mall.

“We can, but I was going to get some cookies first.”
Before I could say anything, the group quickly approached us, giving us

bright smiles. I knew what those smiles meant. They were up to something.
Whatever it was, I wasn’t in the mood for it, not today or any other day.

“Hi, Ri, it’s great to see you out and about. I guess you can now since
school’s over,” Deborah Thomas said as she gave me a too sweet smile.

“Yeah, I’m so glad I don’t have to look at any of your smug faces
anymore,” I replied as I tried to walk away.



“What’s the hurry? You don’t have time to talk to your old friends?”
Kathy Foster asked as she blocked me from moving.

“Aren’t you all a little too old for bullying? Find something better to do
than terrorize people,” Britney said.

“Were we talking to you? Anyway, we just wanted to catch up with Ri,
since we’re all going off to college soon,” Deborah said.

“Yeah, I mean, since we’re going to the big leagues now, we need some
advice,” Kathy said.

I rolled my eyes at Kathy and sighed.
“What type of advice would you need? How to be a slut? I think you pretty

much have that down already.”
“Actually, we were hoping you could give us some pointers, since you

know so much about being one. In fact, we were hoping you could show us
how to do this move you did with Nathan on your sex tape,” Deborah said.

She pulled out her phone and pressed the video app. The same video that
was played all around school was being shown in front of me, causing me to
cringe.

I pushed past Deborah as I went toward the exit, clearly not having the
energy to go off on anyone in a public place.

“Why are you running off? We didn’t get a chance to ask about you being
with the football team last week!” Deborah yelled out in the center of the
food court.

As Britney was trying to run after me, I kept walking, eager to get out of
the mall and away from anyone associated with Dawson High School.

 
~~~~~

 
After Britney finally caught up with me in the parking lot, she took me

home, asking if I wanted to hang out later. After today’s incident, the only
thing I was going to do was sit in my room and never come out until I leave
to attend Shaw at the end of August.

After she left, I went into my room, staring at the burnt orange walls I’d



recently painted, and pulled out my laptop that was sitting on my bed.
I signed on, heading to the browser, thinking what I could look up online.

Right now, I just needed an escape from everything and everyone. After what
happened with Nathan, the pregnancy, the teasing, and the sex tape, I felt like
no one understood what I was going through. Right now, I just wanted to be
someone else, that way I wouldn’t have to worry about the issues I was facing.

As soon as I went on Yahoo, I noticed an ad for the new social website,
Spoken. I looked at it, remembering my co-workers talking about it one day
during our lunch break. Even though I disliked walking out of my house, I
still had to live a little, so I decided to get a job at a clothing store thirty
minutes away in Pearland. I figured no one would know me out there, so I was
safe.

When I told my mom about getting an apartment at college, she hadn’t
liked the idea, thinking that I should experience college life by living in a
dorm, but after I told her I would get a job to save up for the deposit and first
month’s rent, she reconsidered. I think she was just glad I wanted to do
something that involved dealing with the public again.

I looked at the ad again, wondering why I was so interested in it. Going on
a social website was something I would normally never do, mainly because
everyone is on one. I went through enough torture with the idiots I went to
school with, so why should I set myself up for more ridicule if I went on a
social site?

I moved my wireless mouse up to the ad, wondering whether I should
click on it or not. From what I heard, the site is pretty new, so not too many
people would be on it. I’m pretty sure the people going on these sites are
lonely and looking for friendship or relationships, so it wouldn’t be too much
of a stretch for me to go on there.

“What do I have to lose?” I asked aloud, as I clicked on the ad, which
automatically took me to the site.

I may be regretting it later, but right now, I needed to make a change in
my life. What better way than through the Internet?

 



~~~~~
 

A couple days passed, and I was looking over my messages on Spoken.
Ever since the day I clicked on the ad and created my profile, my days had
been more interesting. Although I decided not to put up a photo on my
profile, I was still receiving instant messages from desperate guys looking
for attention. One even asked if he could have cybersex with me because he
loved my profile. I shook my head at the message as I quickly deleted it,
wondering if I made a mistake by even registering on there.

While I was about to delete another message, I noticed one that clearly
caught my attention. Although the name didn’t grab me (Alpha Man), his
message certainly did, as he indicated how much he liked my profile and
thought I was interesting, yet mysterious and needed to know more about me.
I clicked on his profile and noticed that he didn’t have a picture on his either,
but under his description, it read that he just turned nineteen and was
attending college, but didn’t say where.

I sighed as I went back to the message, wondering if I should reply to him.
He was the only guy that didn’t offer a proposition or wasn’t just plain
creepy.

Before I could reply to it, an instant message popped up on screen. I
looked at it, noticing it was Alpha Man messaging me.

After a few minutes of not knowing what to say to each other, Alpha Man
said he wanted to talk to me because he liked my screen name, which was
Bella Quinn. I told him since “The Twilight Saga” is one of my favorite
series, I used the name Bella and just attached Quinn to it, which I thought was
cute.

We continued the conversation, until I noticed we’d been chatting for
three hours. Although it was weird at first, talking to Alpha Man took my
mind off of everything that had been bothering me and actually helped me
relax a little. That in itself was a great thing for me. That’s why I continued to
talk to him, thinking that maybe he was the friend I needed right now…

Talking to Alpha Man has been great for me. We had a lot in common,



particularly with our families (we both were the youngest of two siblings),
we both loved reading and writing, and we were outspoken (when needed).

After talking for two months, I revealed my past to him, which he quickly
embraced. Telling my story made me feel confident that I had someone I
could confide in without being judged. When we revealed our names to each
other, while Alpha Man told me his was Elis, I decided to give my middle
name, which is Spencer. Now we talk away from the site, mostly instant
messaging and on the WhatsApp Messenger. I felt it was better so I wouldn’t
become too attached.

 
 
 

4. Riana
 
 

Present Day
 

I clicked on the message and smiled.
Elis: “How was your first day as a college student?”
Me: “It was good. How was your day?”
Elis: “Good. My classes are pretty solid so far.”
Me: “You never told me where you go?”
Elis: “Never thought it was important.”
Me: “I told you my deepest, darkest secret and you can’t tell me a

simple thing as where you attend college?”
Elis: “Some things are better left unsaid.”
I looked at the screen and sighed.
Elis: “Besides, you never sent me a picture. What’s up with that?”
Me: “I know why. We’re just Internet buddies, remember?”
Elis: “It could be more, you know.”
I smiled and sent a reply.



Me: “Well, when it does, then you’ll get a picture and possibly an
actual meeting.”

Elis: “I like the sound of that. I’d better go. Talk to you soon.”
I typed bye and put my phone in my purse.
I don’t know where things are going between Elis and me, but at least I

have a friend, and that’s all that mattered.
 

~~~~~
 

After my texting with Elis, I met up with Britney and Monica outside the
student lounge for lunch.

“How is everyone’s day going so far?” Monica asked.
“Pretty good. Guess who I saw today, Ri?” Britney asked while munching

on an apple.
“I don’t know. Drake?” I guessed as I took a sip of water. If Britney saw

the rapper Drake, I think she would still be on the ground from fainting, since
he is her favorite artist.

“I wish. Anyway, I ran into Isaac in the hall after my Intro to English class
and he wanted me to give you this,” Britney said, handing me a piece of
paper.

I opened it and smiled.
“His number.”
“I thought it was weird he didn’t want to give it to you himself.”
“I don’t know if I’ll call though.”
“Why not?” Monica asked.
“I’m trying not to focus on a love life in college. I just want to focus more

on myself.”
“That’s understandable. You want to focus more on your work,” Britney

said.
“Forget that. Riana, college is not only about your education, it’s about

starting the next phase of your life; getting to know people and experiencing
things you never have before.”



“I think I’ve had enough experiences to deal with for a lifetime. Besides, I
think I have someone else in particular that I’m interested in.”

“And who is that? Shawn?” Monica asked while laughing.
“Who’s Shawn?” Britney asked curiously.
I sighed at the mention of Shawn’s name.
“Definitely not. I wasn’t going to say anything, but I have been talking to

someone online for three months now. Maybe if the time is right we could
meet.”

“You’re kidding me, right? That’s crazy,” Monica said.
“Monica’s right. Riana, why would you want to meet someone off the

Internet? For all you know he could be a psycho,” Britney said.
“From what I know, he lives in Houston and he has the same interests as I

do and he’s a sophomore in college.”
“I don’t know about this, Riana. Just don’t meet him if he asks, okay?”

Britney implored.
“Fine, but it wasn’t like I was going to. He was just someone to talk to

when I needed it, that’s all.”
While we were talking, someone quickly approached our table, nearly

colliding into several people nearby.
“Ri!” the girl said excitedly.
I gave my cousin, Cheryl Thompson, a wide smile as she came toward me.

Leave it to her to make a grand entrance. She came up to me and gave me a
hug.

“Oh joy, look who’s here?” Monica said as she rolled her eyes at Cheryl.
“Nice to see you too, Monica. I see you haven’t changed much. Still the

same bitter person you’ve always been.”
As soon as Monica was about to open her mouth, I stopped her.
“Listen, you two, I don’t know why you don’t like each other, but right

now can’t you just act like adults and be civilized for once?”
Cheryl looked at Monica and sighed.
“Fine.”
“Fine with me too, but if she says one more thing out of order, I can’t



account for my actions later.”
I sighed and looked at Cheryl. My cousin definitely looked stunning after

three months in New York. Her coffee brown skin was glowing, and her light
brown eyes were giving me signals that she had lots to share about the trip.

“So, how was your trip?”
“It was great. I had so much fun. I wish you could have come though.”
“I know, but you know why I couldn’t. Maybe next time.”
Cheryl nodded her head and smiled.
“Anyway, I do have to ask my favorite cousin in the whole world a huge

favor.”
“And what is that?”
“I need a place to crash. I didn’t complete my residency in time for the

semester, so basically I’m homeless.”
“You can’t just crawl back to your parents?” Monica asked.
“Was I talking to you?”
“See, I told you, Ri, the next time she opens her mouth…”
“Stop, you two! Cheryl, you know I’m rooming with Britney. We only

have two bedrooms.”
“I know. I can sleep on the couch or something. Please, because I really

don’t want mom and dad to know that I forgot about residency.”
I looked at Britney, who had a hesitant look on her face.
“I guess you can move in, but only for a couple of days.”
“Thanks, cuz!” Cheryl said as she hugged me.
“Make sure you guard your stuff. She might steal,” Monica whispered to

Britney.
I sighed as I looked around the lounge.
What did I get myself into?

 
 
 

5. Riana



 
 

I was walking out of English, my last class of the day, when I saw Isaac
walking toward me. My heart started to skip a beat as he approached me.

“Hey,” he said.
“Hi.”
“How was class?”
“Okay, I guess. Hopefully it gets better this semester.”
Isaac smiled. “You seem tense. You want to talk about it?”
I smiled. “It’s nothing for you to worry about. It’s just something that

happened earlier.”
“Was it something bad?”
“Not really. My cousin just came back from vacation and needed a place

to crash, so she’s staying with me until she can get a dorm room. Well, if she
can get one since the semester has started.”

“Well, it shouldn’t be that bad; how close are you and your cousin?”
“We’re close, but she can be a bit over the top sometimes, especially with

my friends. Put them together and it seems like World War III.”
“Ouch, it’s that bad?”
“Spend a few minutes with them and you’ll see.”
Isaac smiled.
“Did Britney give you something today?”
I looked at Isaac and noticed he was a little nervous. I had to grin at the

way he was acting.
“As a matter of fact, she did. Why couldn’t you give me your number

yourself?”
“I don’t know. I guess because every time I see you I get nervous.”
“I can tell.”
“Would you like to go out with me this weekend? A dinner and movie,

maybe?”
I looked down at the ground and sighed.
“I don’t know, Isaac. I would love to, but I don’t think now is a good time.”



“Why not?”
“It’s just not. There are some things I need to sort out right now.”
“That’s cool. Well, you have my number so feel free to call. And the offer

still stands. Just let me know.”
I gave a small smile.
“Okay, I will.”
My heart was hammering inside my chest when Isaac approached me. I

gave a light shiver as his fingers felt cold against my cheek. He brushed them
against my chin, staring deeply into my brown eyes.

“I hope so.”
He walked away, leaving me standing in the hallway speechless.

 
~~~~~

 
Later that day, Monica, Britney, and I headed to the café near the

university for an early dinner. Deciding to take advantage of the beautiful
late August weather, we chose a table on the patio, checking out the scenery
around us.

“I’m so ready for the weekend,” Monica commented.
“The semester just started and you’re already talking about the weekend,”

I said.
While the three of us were talking, a guy approached us, handing each of

us a flyer.
“What’s this?” Monica asked.
“We’re having an off-campus party this weekend. A sort of a ‘welcome

back to campus’ thing.”
“Cool,” Monica said smiling.
“Hope to see y’all there,” the guy said.
While he was walking away, Monica turned to sneak a peek at the guy’s

behind.
“Don’t you have a man?” I asked.
“What Donnell doesn’t know won’t hurt him. Besides, it’s not like I was



flirting.”
“You think we should go?” Britney asked.
“Of course,” Monica answered.
“I don’t know. An off-campus party. All it’s going to be is a lot of drinking

and who knows what else,” I said.
“Come on, Ri. This is what college is all about. Live a little,” Monica said.
“Monica has a point. We don’t even have to stay long. We can just go, see

what it’s like and leave,” Britney added.
I sighed. “Fine, I’ll go, but I’m not staying long.”
Monica and Britney smiled.
“Maybe I should ask Cheryl if she wants to go.”
“I guess so,” Monica said blankly.
“What is it with you and Cheryl? It’s obvious you two don’t like each

other, but why?”
“I’m sorry, Ri, if I’m sending out bad vibes about your favorite cousin, but

I don’t like her because of how she carries herself. She seems like she can’t
be trusted. That’s how she was in high school and she’s like that now.”

“There’s more to my cousin than what you think of her.”
“If so, prove it, because the only side I’ve ever seen is the not so trusting

side.”
I shook my head at Monica. As I can see, the two will never get along, no

matter how much I want them to.
 

~ ~ ~ ~ ~
 

While leaving the café, I bumped into someone (seems like I have a habit
of doing that). I noticed who it was and rolled my eyes.

“Hello to you too,” Shawn said.
“Why are you talking to me?”
“That’s really cute, but this isn’t high school anymore,” he said. He

brushed past me and went into the café.
“Jerk,” I mumbled.



“It looks to me like you have two men admiring you,” Britney said.
I gave Britney a smirk as I looked at the door. I noticed Shawn by the

corner talking to the cashier.
He would be kind of hot if he wasn’t such a jerk , I thought while heading

toward the parking lot.

 
 
 

6. Riana
 
 

As the week was slowly progressing, I was anxiously waiting on the
weekend to arrive. I went into my Introduction to Journalism class and
noticed Shawn sitting in the back of the classroom. Instead of going to the
seat beside him, I went to the front of the class and sat down. As if my head
had a mind of its own, it slowly turned to stare at him.

“For someone who doesn’t like me, you sure like to stare at me. Why is
that?”

“You’re so cocky. For your information I wasn’t staring at you.”
“So what were you looking at? There’s nothing back here but a brick

wall.”
“What is your problem? Why are you so nasty toward me?”
“I wasn’t the one who had an attitude the moment someone asked how

they were doing. So basically I need to ask you what your problem is.”
Before I could say anything, several students, along with the Journalism

instructor, Professor Wilkins, walked in with an armful of papers.
“Hello, hello. I have a surprise for everyone.”
“I hope it’s a good surprise,” Shawn said.
“Well, you can call it how you see it, but it could be a good experience for

everyone in here. Now, I know this is only the second day of class, but I
already have a project for you.”



“What!” everyone said in unison.
“Hold on, before everyone becomes panicky, hear me out. Since this is a

journalism and production class, I want everyone to partner up and do a news
story for the university. It doesn’t have to be long, just three minutes and it
could be about anything that you think is newsworthy. I want you to choose
something that is informative for you and for the student body. The project
will be considered your final, so you and your partner will be paired for the
entire semester.”

While Professor Wilkins was discussing the project, I glanced angrily
back at Shawn. He did have a point; why do I keep looking at him? Shawn
rolled his eyes at me as he started to tap his pen on the desk.

“From the looks of it, I think we have our first team. Riana and Shawn,
right?”

I looked at Professor Wilkins in shock.
“Yes, but Professor Wilkins, why can’t we pick our own partner?”
“Because I see potential in you two. You two should do well on this

project.”
I looked at Professor Wilkins and turned to look at Shawn.
Shawn gave me a smirk as he went back to writing.
Great! Now I’m stuck with him for the entire semester!

 
~ ~ ~ ~ ~

 
A day later and the weekend finally arrived. I went into the living room to

find my notebook, when I noticed a pile of trash was lying near the couch. For
the short time Britney and I moved into the apartment, the place now looked
like a tornado had hit. Mainly due in part to my messy cousin. I love her to
pieces, but that was one of the reasons why I hesitated for her to move in.

I glanced over at Cheryl, who was watching TV, not caring about the
clutter she caused throughout the area. I couldn’t stand looking at the
cluttered mess on the floor, so I began to tidy up. Cheryl picked up a candy
wrapper that was sitting on the couch and threw it on the floor, making me



even more irritated.
“What are you doing?”
“Oh, I’m sorry. I figured since you were cleaning up…”
I sighed as I picked up the wrapper and threw it back at her. Cheryl looked

at me and started back watching TV.
“You ready for the party?” I asked as I walked into the kitchen.
“Yes. Is Monica coming?”
“As a matter of fact, she is.”
Cheryl sat up on the couch and looked at me.
“You’re probably wondering why Monica and I don’t get along.”
“Yeah, it sort of travels my mind every now and then. Monica never

mentioned why, so I just sort of left it alone.”
“Well, it started when we had a class together in eleventh grade. We were

cool at first, but later something changed. After that, we were kind of at each
other’s throats. It’s like she has some sort of vendetta toward me.”

“And you don’t know why?”
“No.”
I looked at Cheryl and sighed.
“For what it’s worth, I’m sorry you had to be in the middle of our

bickering.”
“You two are very close to me, so of course I want whatever your issues

are to be resolved. Whatever is going on between you two, I hope in the
future you can just be civil toward each other.”

The door opened and Britney and Monica walked into the apartment.
“Hey, Cheryl,” Britney said.
Monica looked at Cheryl and gave her an angry stare.
Cheryl returned the look to Monica.
“So this is how it’s going to be? You two having some sort of grudge

between each other? Listen, you two don’t have to be friends but please don’t
do this in front of me. Whatever problems you two have just straighten them
out, okay?”

Monica sighed. “Okay.”



“Sure,” Cheryl said.
“Now, let’s go,” I said while getting my purse.
The four of us went to the door and headed toward the parking lot to

Monica’s car.
I gave a huge smile to my friends.
“I think tonight will be fun. Maybe this party will change our lives.”

 
 
 

7. Riana
 
 

As the sun started to set and the night sky rolled in, the four of us got out
of Monica’s Toyota Corolla and looked around at the crowded parking near
the house that was hosting the party.

“Our first college party. This is pretty exciting,” Britney said while
walking toward the house.

“Speak for yourself. I’ve been to plenty,” Monica commented as she
walked up behind Britney.

“I bet you have,” Cheryl said under her breath.
“I heard that,” Monica said.
“What you going to do about it?”
I looked at the two and sighed.
“I guess being friends is out of the question,” I said to Britney.
Britney shrugged her shoulders.
We walked inside the small house and were immediately hit with people

dancing to J. Cole and guys handing out drinks.
“Thanks,” Monica said, immediately drinking the cup she received.
“What is this?” I asked loudly over the music. I sniffed the cup and started

to wiggle my nose in disgust.
“Who cares, just drink,” Monica said.



“You could at least figure out what it is. These guys could be giving you
anything,” I replied.

As we moved toward the crowd, I noticed Jayden by the DJ booth talking
to some random girl.

Hopefully, Brit doesn’t see him, I thought as I looked away.
Before I could process that thought, Britney looked in my direction and

noticed Jayden and the girl.
“Jayden’s not mine. He can talk to anyone he wants,” Britney said.
I was about to respond to Britney’s comment when a new song started to

play, prompting Monica to dance.
“That’s my song. I have to dance.”
She grabbed Britney’s hand and made their way toward a group of guys

near the corner. I looked at Cheryl and sighed.
“That’s Monica for you. Always wild,” Cheryl said.
“I thought you two were going to at least try to get along.”
“Ri, there are some things you can’t fix, and Monica and me being friends

is not one of them. She clearly doesn’t want to be friends with me, and I’m
cool with that.”

She gave me a heated glance, stalking off toward the drinks table, leaving
me in the huge crowd of partygoers.

 
 
 

8. Shawn
 
 

I wasn’t going to go out tonight, but figured I needed to do something.
Although I’m considered the man around campus to some, I never thought of
myself as that. Yes, I am popular among the student body (females mainly),
but I only wanted to do one thing in college—that was get a solid education
so I could pursue my dream in broadcasting. I’m not sure which route I want



to go; more likely either in production or journalism. Now I was standing in
front of the door to some guy’s house, thinking I could have done anything
else instead of going to a party.

“Thanks for inviting me, bro,” my brother said to me.
Since I needed to do something tonight, I decided to ask my brother to

come with me. He loves this type of stuff.
“No problem. So how’s everything going with you and Kelly?”
“Don’t ask.”
“What happened with this one? She found you with another woman?”
“No,” my brother said while giving me a hostile look. “I don’t know why

you would think I would cheat on her? She was a great girl. I liked her a lot.
I’m angry you would even think that.”

I had to chuckle at my brother ’s remark. He can be a bit overdramatic
sometimes.

“Oh please, man, you’ve never been faithful to anyone since I’ve known
you, so don’t pull that crap on me. You got bored with her so you started
talking to someone else. You don’t have to lie to me. I’m your brother, I
know these things.”

“Whatever. Anyway, since we’re on the subject of women, who are you
talking to these days?”

“No one. In fact, I’m cutting off girls all together. You want to know why?
Because they’re scandalous.”

My brother gave me a weird look and began to laugh.
“I don’t see anything funny. They are scandalous,” I said, giving the room

a quick survey.
I scanned to the middle of the crowd and saw Riana standing by the drinks

area. I don’t know why that girl was getting to me, but just the sight of her
made me want to run in the opposite direction. My brother looked at me to
Riana and to me again.

“She’s fine. You know her?”
“Her name’s Riana. I have a class with her. She’s the perfect example of

why I’m cutting off women.”



“I think she would be the example of not to be thinking that. What’s
wrong with her?”

“She’s one of those spoiled brats who thinks the world revolves around
her.”

“Sounds like you like her.”
“Whatever, man.”
I had to move around since I was becoming impatient with just standing

near the center of the room. I signaled to my brother, telling him to move,
when he bumped into someone.

“I’m sorry,” the girl said.
“Nah, it’s my fault.”
The girl looked at my brother and smiled.
I looked at the two and shook my head.
“I’m Marcus,” he said as he extended his hand to her.
“Cheryl,” she said, while taking Marcus’ hand.
While they were shaking hands, I slowly walked away toward the drinks

table where Riana was. She immediately cringed once she saw me.
“Nice to see you here. I wouldn’t have thought you went out, let alone

went to a party,” I said to her.
“There’s a lot you don’t know about me,” Riana said as she turned toward

the DJ booth.
“I bet there is. Listen, why don’t we squash whatever this tension we have

toward each other and start over? It’s only fair since we have to work
together on our project.”

“Don’t remind me.”
“Why you don’t like me?”
Riana looked at me, giving me a look that read ‘as-if-you-didn’t-know’.
“Excuse me, I couldn’t help noticing, but is he bothering you?”
My hands were in tight fists by my side ready to fight if necessary.

Normally, I don’t like to fight, but just the presence of this asshole in front of
me made me want to deck him. Adams Parks is nothing but bad news. Since
his father is the Dean of Academics at Shaw, he figured he could get away



with whatever he wanted.
Given the concerned look he had on his face toward Riana only made me

even more hostile, mainly because I know he was faking to make himself
look good in front of her.

Riana looked at Adams and then at me.
“Yes, he is, but I can handle it.”
“You sure?”
“Why don’t you go, Adams. We were having a conversation.”
“No, Shawn, why don’t you go?” Riana said.
I put up my hands in defeat and started to walk away. I went up to Riana

and whispered in her ear.
“I wouldn’t talk to him.”
Riana ignored me as she turned her head away. I sighed and picked up a

cup from the table. I went toward an area where I noticed a group of people I
knew, which ironically was by the drinks table. I pretended to get in to a
discussion the group was having, but instead, I was trying to listen to the
conversation between Riana and Adams. Although Riana and I don’t get
along, there was no way I was leaving her alone with him.

“Thank you,” Riana said to Adams.
No problem. I saw he was bothering you.”
“So you know each other?”
“Yeah. I’m not his favorite person.”
“Who is?”
I shook my head at the two.
I have to keep an eye on those two for Riana’s sake

 
 
 

9. Riana
 
 



I looked over at my friends in pure astonishment. While Monica was
busily drinking another cup of ‘punch’ and Britney was dancing with Jayden, I
came to the realization that I’m glad my friends dragged me out tonight.

Other than Shawn being the same egotistical jerk I encountered
previously, I was actually having a good time with Adams. From his pressed
oxford shirt to khaki slacks, he oozed the stereotype of a preppy boy, but
with a little bad boy in him, as I noticed the tattoo of some Chinese letters
peeking from under his shirt. He kept giving me a look through his chocolate
eyes, as I stared at his honey brown complexion. Although the conversation
we’re having was great, and he was very attractive, I still didn’t find him the
least bit intriguing.

So why does Shawn intrigue you? my conscience inconveniently asked.
I wanted to give my conscience a slap for the notion that I found Shawn

intriguing. Just from the first encounter, he was rude and immature. Someone
I wouldn’t want to associate myself with. Yes, he may be sexy, but he and I
would never get together; mainly because of my feelings toward
relationships. I wasn’t going to go down that road of liking someone and
having it terribly ripped away from me. I’ve been through the heartache and
despair, and I don’t want to go through it again. So in order for me to not like
anyone, I’ll just keep my mind clear and focus on what’s important, and that is
my future.

The thought of Shawn quickly disappeared from my mind as Adams and I
continued to talk. We talked about everything from our classes to our
favorite foods. I also discovered that he was a sophomore, and his father was
the Dean of Academics for the university.

I looked at Monica again, who was swaying too much after she drank
another cup of punch.

“I need to know one thing. What’s in those drinks, because I think my
friend is drunk?”

Adams laughed.
“It’s punch mixed with rum. You should try it, it’s pretty good.”
“I don’t drink. Besides everyone I came here with has been drinking, so



that’s leaves me the designated driver.”
“So, since you don’t drink, what do you do for fun?”
“You think I’m a prude because I don’t drink, do you? Listen, just because

I don’t drink and party a lot does not mean I’m stuck up.”
Adams looked taken back by my statement. “If you think I offended you, I

didn’t mean to. I’m sorry.”
I sighed. “I should be the one apologizing for snapping at you.”
“It’s okay. Why don’t I get you a soda?”
“Thanks, but I can get it.”
“No, let me,” Adams said.
I smiled while Adams reached for a cup of soda. I went into my purse to

grab my phone to check the time. As soon as I was done, Adams was beside
me with the cup in his hand.

“Thanks,” I said, taking the cup.
I looked at Adams and started to drink the soda, not realizing what I could

be getting myself into.
 

~ ~ ~ ~ ~
 

Thirty minutes after drinking the soda Adams gave me, I started to feel
light-headed, so Adams took me upstairs to lie down. Now we were upstairs
in someone’s bedroom. I was lying down on the bed while Adams was staring
at me.

“Thanks for bringing me up here. For some reason, everything started to
look fuzzy.”

“No problem. I just want you to feel better.”
I put a hand to my forehead and realized I was sweating. I closed my eyes

to relieve the pain that was going through my temples.
“Maybe you should eat something,” Adams said.
“I’m not hungry. In fact, I didn’t start feeling sick until I drank the soda

you gave me. Did you put something in my drink?” I asked softly.
“Why would you think that? I wouldn’t do that.”



“I don’t know you. I need to get up,” I said as I slowly tried to sit up.
Before I could go any further, Adams threw me back down on the bed. I

became terrified as I glanced at him. A look of rage was etched on his face, as
he pinned me to the bed.

“Get your hands off of me.” I tried to yell, in case someone could hear
me, but my voice became hoarse.

Adams got on top of me, making me even more scared. I had to find a way
out. With all my strength, I tried to get him off of me, but with how I was
feeling, my strength was slowly diminishing.

“Get off of me.”
“You know you want this,” Adams said as he started to kiss my neck.
I used my nails to dig into Adams’ flesh, causing him to wrench a little.
“You like it rough, I like that,” he said, holding me even tighter.
“You drugged me!”
“Just relax, baby. I promise you will enjoy it,” he whispered in my ear.
I needed to find a way out of this room. I needed to fight, but my body was

betraying me. I started to feel defenseless as my eyes slowly began to close.
My hands fell limp beside Adams.

Everything else was beginning to feel like a distant memory.

 
 
 

10. Shawn
 
 

I looked around the crowded house looking for Riana and Adams. After
pretending to get into a conversation near the table, one of my friends pulled
me onto the center of the room to dance. Now I’d lost the two and didn’t
know where they went. I started to panic as I walked toward a couple of
people near the table to ask about the two.

“Have you seen Adams recently?”



“No, Shawn. Why, what’s up?” a guy asked.
“Nothing, thanks,” I said. I went over to another area of the house and saw

Marcus and Cheryl deep in conversation.
“Sorry to bother you two, but have you seen Riana?” I asked while

looking at Marcus.
“No, I haven’t. With how you were stalking her, I thought you wouldn’t

lose her,” Marcus said.
“Don’t start, Marcus.”
“Why are you asking about my cousin?” Cheryl asked.
“Because I think she could be in trouble.”
Marcus gave a serious look.
“What kind of trouble?”
“I can’t explain now, I have to find her,” I said as I quickly left the two and

ran upstairs.
I have to find her.
I ran down the hall, thinking the worst for Riana and what Adams is

capable of. I knew his MO. He was a jerk who liked to prey on innocent
females. So it wouldn’t surprise me if he’d taken Riana upstairs.

“What are you doing?”
I turned around and noticed Marcus and Cheryl coming toward me. I didn’t

need a lecture from my brother right now. I knew something was wrong, and
I was following my instincts.

“Something’s wrong.”
“She could be outside getting some fresh air or something. Relax.”
“Just go get the car!” I yelled to Marcus.
I searched every room upstairs, hoping I would find them. I was about to

give up, when I heard Riana’s voice saying she was drugged. I don’t know
how I was able to hear her, but I’m glad I did.

I raised my foot and used my Timberland boot to kick the door in. I ran in
and saw Riana on the bed, completely topless, while Adams was on top of her.
I pulled Adams off of Riana, throwing him against the wall.

“So this is how you get girls to sleep with you? Pathetic, Adams!”



“You know what, Walker, you’re a real asshole!” Adams said.
I punched him straight across his face, causing him to fall hard down onto

the floor.
“No, man, you’re the asshole!”
I stared at Adams’ unconscious figure on the floor, not caring if he ever

woke up as I ran over to the bed. My heart was literally leaping out of my
body at the sight of Riana. The vulnerable look she had on her face was
enough for me to pull her into my arms and comfort her.

“He drugged me,” Riana said softly to Cheryl.
“I know, Ri,” Cheryl replied as she was putting Riana’s shirt back on.
Before Riana could say anything else, she slumped into Cheryl’s arms.
“Riana, don’t do this. Riana, wake up!” Cheryl exclaimed.
At that point, I didn’t care if Cheryl had anything to say. I immediately

took Riana from her and put her in my arms.
Marcus ran into the room with a concerned look on his face.
“I got the car parked out front. What happened?”
“The douchebag drugged her. We have to get her to the hospital,” I said.
I cradled her in my arms as the three of us headed downstairs.
As I carried Riana downstairs, everything in me wanted to go back

upstairs and finished Adams off. But as I looked at Riana’s head on my chest,
all I wanted to do at the moment was protect her.

I noticed several partygoers stop what they were doing to look at Riana
and me. I stared straight ahead as someone ran up to me with a worried look
on his face. He had the same caramel-colored skin and deep brown eyes.

“What’s happened to my sister?”
“Someone drugged her. The guy was on top of her when I got upstairs.”
“We have to go to the hospital,” Riana’s brother said as he went to Monica

and another girl to tell them what happened.
Everyone headed out to the driveway as Cheryl, Marcus and I got into my

Dodge Charger. Riana’s brother was behind us.
“I can take my sister to the hospital.”
“No, I’ll take her. I want to be there for her.”



As he ran to his car, I went into the backseat with Riana. I looked at her as
I pushed a strand of hair from her face.

“I should have known he was going to do this. I’m sorry,” I said softly.
While I was stroking Riana’s hair, Marcus quickly backed out of the

driveway and sped down the street into the night.

 
 
 

11. Shawn
 
 

An hour later after the horrible incident at the party, Riana’s friends, her
brother and mine, and myself were all sitting in the waiting area of Penbrook
Memorial Hospital waiting on news regarding Riana. Usually I’m a patient
person, but tonight I was past the point of patience. I needed to find out if
Riana was okay.

After practically burning a hole in the hospital carpet from all the pacing I
was doing, I had to sit down to calm myself. Marcus came up to me and put a
hand on my shoulder.

“You okay, man?”
“No. If I would have known sooner about Adams’ plan, this wouldn’t have

happened.”
“Come on, you didn’t know Adams was going to slip a roofie in her drink

and you surely didn’t know he was going to try and rape Riana.”
“Hopefully the doctor can confirm it so Riana can press charges.”
“That’s if she does,” her friend, Britney said.
“Why you think she wouldn’t? Adams should be charged and punished,”

Cheryl said.
“You know, Ri; she doesn’t like confrontations. She kind of lets things go

in order for them not to become bigger than what they are. Remember what
happened in high school?”



“This is different, Britney.”
“I hope so, but she probably doesn’t want another situation blocking her

way of continuing with her life.”
I looked at Cheryl and Britney, confused to what was going on.
“Well, we have to convince her otherwise,” I said.
I noticed someone frantically walking into the waiting room looking

around for a familiar face. When he noticed Jayden, he walked over to him. I
watched as the two talked and saw Britney walk over to the two. The
concerned look the guy had on his face made me wonder if the guy was
Riana’s boyfriend.

“Who’s that?” I asked Monica.
Monica had her head down. She slowly lifted her head up to see who I was

talking about.
“That’s Isaac Harris. He’s some guy Riana has been talking to. Why do

you want to know?”
“No reason. I was just wondering why he was here. So I see you’re up.”
“Yeah, I pretty much made an ass out of myself at the party,” Monica said.
“Frankly, Monica, it doesn’t matter. At least you slept it off a little.”
“Any news on Ri?” she asked.
“No, not yet.”
“Family of Riana Robertson?” a doctor, dressed in blue scrubs, asked

while walking into the waiting room.
Everyone stopped what they were doing and looked at each other to the

doctor standing in front of us.
“Yes. Is my cousin okay?” Cheryl asked.
“She’s going to be fine.”
“Thank God,” Cheryl said. Marcus looked at her as he gave her a hug.
I looked up to the heavens to give thanks as well.
“Was it the date rape drug?” I asked.
“We were able to determine the drug that was used and it was in fact

Rohypnol. Whoever it was knew what he was doing. He knew how much to
put in, so the person would be unconscious for a while, but it wouldn’t kill



her.”
“So there was no damage to her system, right?”
“No. She just needs a lot of rest. We will keep her here overnight to

monitor her, so she should be released tomorrow.”
“Can we see her?” Britney asked.
“Normally visiting hours are over at this time, but I can make an

exception. But only two people, please.”
Everyone looked at each other when Jayden looked at me. “Come on, it’s

only fair,” he said to me.
Cheryl gave Jayden a shocked look while Isaac threw him a strange look.
“If it wasn’t for you, there’s no telling where Ri would be right now,”

Jayden said.
I smiled as we went to the door. Before going into Riana’s room, Jayden

stopped me at the door.
“What’s really going on with you and my sister? I know she’s kind of

talking to my friend and all, but…”
“Jayden, right? I know Riana from class, and we kind of started off rocky,

but we sort of called a truce tonight.”
“Okay. For someone who doesn’t really know someone, you sure were

protective of her. You didn’t even want me taking her to the hospital.”
“I know, and I’m sorry about that.”
“It’s okay. It shows how compassionate you are toward others. Just know

that any person that is cool with Ri, I’m cool with them too.”
I smiled as we went inside. Riana was sitting up in her bed, giving us a

weak smile as we walked in.
“Hey, sis,” Jayden said. He went over to her and carefully gave her a hug.
“Hey,” she replied. She looked at her brother and then at me.
“Hi, Shawn.”
“Hey. I just wanted to see how you were doing.”
Riana smiled. “I guess I’m doing fine.”
Jayden looked at the two of us wondering what was really going on.
“I’ll let you two be alone,” I said.



I knew the two wanted a chance to talk, but for some reason, I couldn’t
leave the room. I couldn’t leave Riana.

“Riana, I’m really glad you’re okay.”
“Thanks,” Riana said.
Once I closed the door, I looked down the hall and sighed.
I hadn’t realized it, but the wall I’d built up against the girl in the hospital

room was slowly starting to come down. No matter how hard I tried to fight
it.

 
 
 

12. Riana
 
 

Being in the hospital truly sucked. Not only because of what happened
tonight, but laying in a hospital bed brought back memories I did not want to
relive. I knew going to that party was a terrible mistake, and my theory rang
true when I was offered a drink that was laced with the date rape drug.

Although I had cautioned Monica about consuming unknown drinks that
were offered to her, I should had taken my own advice; but at the time, I
really thought Adams was a decent guy. I didn’t think he would do anything in
a room full of people. I’d thought wrong.

I guess I should had listened to Shawn too, since he’d already confirmed
that Adams was bad news, but since I was trying to one-up Shawn, I didn’t
realize that he was actually looking out for me.

I was even surprised to see him and Jayden together. The two didn’t know
each other, so I wondered why they were at the hospital together.

Jayden took my hand while giving me a concerned look. The look was
very familiar to me, as I remember the various times he gave it while I was
going through my issues in high school.

“Wow, this has been a crazy night,” I said weakly.



“You’re telling me. How do you feel?”
“A little tired, but I’m fine. Does mom know what happened?”
“I didn’t call her. I didn’t want her to worry. She has enough on her plate

right now.”
The pain was still unbearable as I tried to nod my head. It was a good thing

my mom didn’t know. I didn’t want to worry her with my latest issue.
“I can’t believe he put the date rape drug in my drink. I should have known

something wasn’t right. If I just didn’t take the drink…”
“Don’t blame yourself for this, Ri. Adams is a jerk who can only get some

by drugging women. It’s not your fault. Trust me; if I see him on campus I
will kill him.”

“Don’t, Jay. I don’t want you ruining your scholarship because of me.”
“Ri, I don’t care about the scholarship! You’re my sister. You’ve been

through so much and I don’t want anything jeopardizing you becoming happy
again. Especially now.”

“Jayden, please just let this go, okay? For me.”
I knew he would back down once I said that. He nodded his head and

sighed.
“For you, I will. But I don’t know if Shawn will.”
“What does Shawn have to do with this? In fact, why was he here? And

where’s Britney, Cheryl and Monica?”
“They’re all in the waiting room. The doctor only wanted two people in

so I asked Shawn to come in with me.”
“Why?”
“I guess you wouldn’t know. Shawn was the one who found out what

Adams was up to, and he found you before Adams did anything to you. If it
wasn’t for Shawn, you probably would have been in worse shape than you are
now.”

I lowered myself in the bed after hearing that revelation.
“He saved me.”
“Riana, from what I’ve seen tonight, Shawn was really worried about you.

He even wanted to take you to the hospital after I told him I would. He was



really concerned.”
I looked at the drab, white wall, allowing a tear to slowly fall down my

cheek. I didn’t know what to think right now, but what I did know was that
Shawn was there for me, even when I pushed him away. For me, that spoke
volumes.

Jayden stayed for a couple more minutes until the nurse came in to tell
him he had to leave. After he left, I continued to stare at the wall, still in
shock over what Jayden told me about Shawn.

“Shawn saved me tonight. Wow.”
I tried to get comfortable in the hospital bed, but after several attempts, I

knew it was useless when the door slowly opened. Isaac popped his head in
and smiled.

“Hey.”
“Hey. I thought visiting hours were over?”
“They are. I snuck in. Jayden told me what happened and I had to come see

you,” Isaac said, as he quickly came in and closed the door.
When Isaac mentioned Jayden, I suddenly realized that the two did know

each other from sports camp over the summer. While Jayden was attending
for basketball, Isaac was there for football. The camp was mandatory for
scholarship recipients. The two hit it off as good friends, which Jayden
explained that Isaac didn’t know that the two of us were related. I’m pretty
sure Jayden didn’t mention it, because he didn’t want Isaac anywhere near me,
mainly because he didn’t want to see me hurt again.

“Well, as you can see, I’m fine.”
“That’s good. I wish I hadn’t of had to work tonight. If I hadn’t, this

wouldn’t have happened.”
I smiled. “You’re here now, so that’s good for me.”
Isaac smiled and took my hand.
“I better go. The doctor said you’re going to be released tomorrow?”
“Yeah.”
“Hopefully I’ll see you then.”
I smiled. “I hope so too.”



Isaac gave me a kiss on my forehead, causing me to flinch from his touch.
To me, it wasn’t the type of feeling I expected from someone that I could
potentially like. Instead, it was the complete opposite.

Once he closed the door, I lay my back on the pillows, not sure what to
think about what happened tonight.

“What a night.”

 
 
 

13. Shawn
 
 

After a couple hours of sleep, I still couldn’t get last night out of my head.
I still felt guilty about what happened and wanted to make it up to Riana in
some sort of way. I still couldn’t get out of my thoughts the way she looked
as she was slumped against my arms, not knowing if she would wake up.

When I’d first met Riana in Intro to Journalism, I wasn’t looking for
anyone, especially since my last relationship left me broken. I was still
getting over what my ex-girlfriend had done to me. Rachel Montgomery and
I had been together since our junior year of high school. We even went to
Shaw together so we could spend our college years as a couple. We talked
about how our lives were going and the possibility of getting married once
we graduated.

Before the summer break freshmen year, Rachel and I were at our
favorite restaurant, when she broke the news to me that she felt our
relationship was at a standstill and she wanted us to see other people. The
news instantly broke me, because she was the woman I’d wanted to spend the
rest of my life with. After the breakup, I did discover through mutual friends
that Rachel was in fact seeing someone while we were together. I actually
saw the two together, which was not only awkward, but downright
embarrassing.



After that day, I decided relationships weren’t in the cards for me and
started to date multiple women, which turned out to be more than I could
handle. Even though many men would jump at the chance to date a beautiful
woman every night of the week, for me, it wasn’t in my heart to do so. I love
the idea of being with one woman and being in a committed relationship. So
instead of just having mindless flings, I decided to focus more on school and
less on being with anyone.

But when I met Riana, there was something about her that left me
intrigued and wanting to know more about her. I knew she was hiding
something and may be too afraid to admit it. That’s why she continued to
have such a hard persona around me. Until she decides to, or if she wants to
be with me, I will be by her side, especially now, since what happened at the
party.

While heading inside the student lounge, I saw Adams talking to a girl by
the pool table. Just looking at Adams made my blood boil. I walked over and
looked at him.

“I suggest you walk away from this jerk. He’s bad news,” I said to the girl.
“Shawn, nice to see you. How’s Riana doing?”
I gave Adams a heated glance as I threw him against the wall.
“Son of a bitch! You have the audacity to ask how she’s doing after you

tried to rape her!”
“What!” the girl said in shock.
“That’s right. He tried to rape a female last night at an off-campus party.

He slipped a roofie in her drink and forced himself on her.”
Several people stopped what they were doing to stare at me and Adams.
“Look, Shawn, I didn’t mean for it to go that far.”
“Oh, sure. You knew what you were doing. Hopefully she’ll have the guts

to throw your ass in jail,” I said. I pushed Adams toward the wall again and
headed for the door.

“And when she does press charges, your daddy won’t be able to help you
this time,” I said as I went out the door.

I really hope Riana presses charges. That jerk needs to get what he



deserves.

 
 
 

14. Riana
 
 

Once the doctor from last night gave me another check-up, I was released
from the hospital. As Cheryl, Britney and I arrived back to the apartment, I
went straight to the couch and sat down. I was still exhausted from last night’s
events. Britney went into the kitchen while Cheryl went into my bedroom.

“You want anything? Something to eat or drink?” Britney asked.
“I’m fine. Thanks though.”
Britney came back into the living room with a bottle of water in her hand.
“You were quiet on the way home. You still thinking about last night?”
“Yeah; there’s so much to think about. First with Adams and then me

going to the hospital, to finding out that Shawn was the one who found me.
Now I’m seeing him in a different light.”

“Is that a good thing?”
“I don’t know. At least I know he has a heart.”
“That he does.”
“But who’s to say that Shawn likes me? He could have been concerned

about me and what happened to me?”
“You’re right, but there was something else in Shawn’s expression last

night that proved otherwise. It wasn’t just about being helpful; it was
someone who showed genuine feelings.”

There was a knock at the door, interrupting the thoughts I had about
Shawn. Britney got up to open it.

“Hey, Shawn. Kind of surprised you’re here.”
“Hey, Britney. Is Riana here?”
“Yep, come on in,” Britney said as she went toward the hallway. She gave



me a huge smile as she went to her room.
Shawn closed the door and gave me a genuine smile. I’m pretty sure I had

a shocked look on my face, because I wasn’t expecting to see Shawn,
especially inside my apartment.

“How did you know where I stayed? Let me guess; Monica.”
“Yeah, I asked her today. Don’t be mad at her for giving me your

address.”
“It’s cool. You want anything to drink?”
“No, thanks. I just came by to see how you were doing.”
I smiled. “I’m doing fine.”
“I can see.”
With his deep brown eyes staring passionately at me, his mocha-colored

skin glistening from the September Texas weather, and muscular physique
showing through his blue T-shirt, I couldn’t help but become a little nervous
around Shawn.

I have to stop noticing him. I can’t get involved with anyone again.
“Well, I better go. I have some things to take care of,” Shawn said.
“Before you go, I just want to say thank you for last night. Jayden told me

everything.”
Shawn smiled. “I’m glad I was there to help.”
“If it wasn’t for you, anything could have happened, so I appreciate what

you did for me.”
“I was helping a friend.”
“Oh, so we’re friends now?”
“Yeah, I guess we are.”
“So, I guess I’ll see you in class on Monday then, friend,” I said.
“I guess so then.”
We went to the door and I opened it. Shawn walked outside and turned

around.
“I’m glad you’re doing better.”
“Thank you. See you Monday.”
“Bye.”



Watching Shawn walk down the steps and toward the parking lot made me
a little confused. For some reason, I didn’t want him to leave. I wanted to get
to know him, which was weird, because I’d never wanted to know more about
a guy since what happened with Nathan.

I slowly closed the door, leaning my back against it, wondering why I was
even having the notion of getting to know Shawn better.

“I can’t fall for anyone. Not for Isaac, and definitely not for Shawn.”

 
 
 

15. Riana
 
 

Monday quickly approached. I stared at the ceiling of my bedroom. I
didn’t know what to do, since my first class that day was Introduction to
Journalism. After the encounter I had with Shawn, he was all I could think
about. The way he looked at me, the way his lips looked as he smiled. The
way I wanted those lips on mine…

Stop it, Ri!
Maybe I was feeling that way for Shawn because of his actions at the party,

but I didn’t think it was the entire reason. I was having some sort of feelings
way before then.

That’s why I put up my guard, so I wouldn’t like him.
I got out of bed, going straight to the mirror to stare at my reflection. If I

was thinking about Shawn, then what do I feel for Isaac? Sure, we talked on
the phone and shared the encounter at the hospital, but we never actually
discussed going out on a first date. I don’t know where things were going,
and to be honest, I don’t think things were heading anywhere.

Maybe if I actually let someone in, then I will know.
After what happened with my relationship with Nathan, I don’t know if I

want another relationship. I don’t know if I could pick up the pieces and live a



happy life again. Right now, I just want to focus on school and get on with my
life, without thinking about what happened.

As I walked into class, I automatically noticed Shawn sitting in the seat
next to mine. He looked up, giving me a bright smile, which made my heart
beat a little faster. I nervously went over to my seat, almost dropping my tote
bag on the ground.

Shawn realized how nervous I was being, as he took my hand and placed it
in his.

“How are you?” he asked.
“I’m good, just ready for class.”
“You must be enthusiastic by the way you walked in,” he said as he gave

me a wink.
I looked away as I pulled out my iPad and sighed.
Once class started, Professor Wilkins advised everyone that class would

be cut short so everyone could begin on their projects. She will give one
‘short day’ each month until the semester is over for students to interview as
well as edit their news piece.

As I grabbed my things, Shawn looked at me and took my tote bag, putting
it onto his left shoulder. I nervously went in to step with him as we walked
out of class.

“So, where should we begin with this project? I haven’t really given much
thought to what we should do,” Shawn said.

“Neither have I. Since Professor Wilkins mentioned we should do a piece
on the importance of campus life, what about the main issues that go on
around college in general? I mean, there are a lot of topics we can discuss.”

“What about campus safety? I think that really needs to be discussed.”
I knew what happened at the party was going to come up, no matter how

much I wanted to avoid it.
“I hope you’re not referring to what happened to me. It occurred at an off-

campus party.”
“Yeah, but it involved Shaw students. Riana, you really need to press

charges against Adams.”



“And why should I? I just want what happened over the weekend to be in
the past.”

“Britney said you would do this. That you would push this to the side and
ignore it.”

“I’d rather ignore it. Shawn, I just want to leave it alone, okay.”
“Do you really want what happened to you happen to someone else? That

person might not be as lucky as you were.”
“Shawn, can we just focus on the project, please?”
Shawn noticed the edgy expression I was giving him. He probably knew

there was something else going on. Something much deeper than what
happened the past weekend. Until I was ready to tell, if ever, he has to respect
my wishes.

“Okay, let’s get started,” he said.
I grabbed Shawn’s shoulder, which completely surprised him. For some

reason, I needed to touch him.
“I’m sorry I’d snapped at you. There’s a lot going on with me that you

wouldn’t know about, and what happened is just another incident that I just
want to forget ever happened. I really hope you can understand my decision.”

Shawn stepped toward me as he slightly caressed my skin. His expression
was consumed with compassion as his fingers lingered down my shoulder. A
tingle went through me, something I haven’t experienced in a long time.

“I understand. I won’t push you anymore about it.”
“Thank you,” I replied as I went into the student lounge. I probably left

Shawn feeling even more confused than he was before. If he was, then he
wasn’t alone.

 
~ ~ ~ ~ ~

 
After discussing possible topics for our project, Shawn had to go to his

next class. I decided to stay in the lounge, going through a couple more topics
to add to the list.

My mind traveled back to the conversation we had earlier regarding



Adams, and me pressing charges. To me, it seemed as if Shawn had a bigger
agenda than wanting justice. There was something much more going on
between Shawn and Adams.

Has he done this before to someone else Shawn knew? I wondered, as I
continued to scroll on my iPad.

“Hey, beautiful.”
I looked up and noticed Isaac sitting in the seat in front of me.
“Hey, yourself. I thought you had class right now.”
“I do, but I decided to go a little later.”
“I don’t know if you should be doing that on your first week of class.”
“I’ll be all right. Anyway, how are you feeling?”
“I’m good. I’m just trying to find a topic for my news piece for my

journalism class.”
“Oh, cool. Do you have to do it alone, or with someone?”
“I have a partner. It’s Shawn…”
“The guy that found you at the party,” Isaac said.
“Yeah, I hope that’s not a problem…”
“Why would it be? It’s not like we’re dating. We’re just talking, right?”
I looked at Isaac, wondering what he was implying. “What are you trying

to say?”
“I’m not saying anything. We haven’t even been out on a date yet, so I’m

not sure where things are between us.”
“A lot has happened in the time we started talking.”
“I know, and I apologize for that. Listen, Ri, I know I mentioned about a

first date before and…”
“I would love to go out with you, Isaac.”
Isaac smiled. “Great. How about tonight?”
“Sure.”
He placed my hand in his, giving it a light squeeze.
“I’ll pick you up at six. Dress casual, because I have the perfect date in

mind.”
I smiled as I watched Isaac walk away. I have to move on with my life and



try not to think about what happened in high school.
I have to move on. I have to live my life.

 
 
 

16. Riana
 
 

After pulling out several outfits from my closet, I finally decided on one
for my date with Isaac. Even though I was going on a date with someone else,
my mind was mainly on Shawn.

Ever since our talk earlier, I couldn’t stop thinking about the way he
looked at me and the gentleness he displayed toward me throughout our
conversation. I knew I should be thinking about Isaac, but the one person I
wanted to stop thinking about, I couldn’t.

I have to get him out of my mind.
I know Shawn is bad for me. His personality is similar to Nathan’s, so I

know the damage it will cause if anything occurred between us.
There was a knock at my door, which disturbed my inner thoughts.
“Come in.”
Cheryl walked in with a glass of wine in her hand. She quickly sat down on

my bed, causing some of the wine to spill on my comforter. I gave her a look
of disbelief, wondering if she even knew she spilled wine on my bed.

“You just spilled wine on my bed.”
Cheryl looked down and noticed the red stain going through the light

purple comforter.
“Oops, sorry. I’ll get it dry cleaned or something.”
Instead of strangling her, I continued to put on my makeup.
“Where did you get wine from anyway?”
“I had someone buy it for me. So, you’re excited about your date with

Isaac?”



“Yeah,” I said while applying some eye shadow.
“You sure don’t sound like it. Why are you going out with him if you

don’t like him?”
I turned around and looked at Cheryl.
“What are you talking about?”
“Come on, Ri, I can see it in your eyes. You don’t like Isaac. You want to,

but you don’t.”
“Sorry to disappoint you, cuz, but you’re wrong.”
“I know you, Ri. You’re doing this because you don’t want to be with the

man you actually like. You feel he’s bad for you.”
“I think you’re over analyzing things.”
“Am I? Ri, you’re basically protecting your heart. You feel if you’re with

Isaac, you wouldn’t have to think about the idea of love. You’re just using
Isaac when you know you want to pursue something with Shawn.”

Damn, she does know me.
“You have to stop living in the past. Not all guys are like Nathan.”
“I’m not living in the past.”
“You are, Ri. I know you’re still hurting about what happened to you, but

you’re in a better place. You’re in college; you can start a new life and
actually be happy. I’m not saying that you will get over what happened, but
you have to find some way to let go and heal.”

“Can we please stop talking about this?”
“Someone needs to since you won’t.”
I turned around and gave her an irritated stare.
“I have to finish getting ready.”
Cheryl nodded her head and sighed. She got up from my bed and went to

the door. She stopped to turn around.
“If you want to talk, I’m here, okay?”
I looked in the mirror as she walked out of the room. Tears started to

flow down my cheeks. I quickly wiped them away before they ruined my
makeup.

“I don’t know if I can let go.”



 
 
 

17. Shawn
 
 

After my last class, I didn’t want to go home, so I decided to go for a
drive. The drive didn’t last long, because I was outside Riana’s apartment. I
didn’t know why I was there or what I was going to say, but I was on her
doorstep and I had to think up something soon before the front door opened.

Ever since I visited her on Saturday, I couldn’t get my mind off of her.
The way she looked at me, how her eyes shined throughout our conversation.
She was absolutely beautiful, which honestly, scared the shit out of me,
mainly because I could fall hard for this girl. Really hard.

I noticed a breakthrough between the two of us earlier while working on
our project. I noticed Riana slowly warming up to me, as well as I was to her.
I was about to knock on the door, but quickly pulled my hand away, still not
sure what to say to her.

Damn it, Shawn, get it together.
Before I could change my mind, I quickly knocked on the door, waiting

anxiously for someone to answer. The door opened, revealing a surprised
Riana on the other end.

I couldn’t help but to stare at how gorgeous she looked before me. She
was dressed in a cream-colored sleeveless shirt and a blue maxi skirt. Her
dark brown hair hung loosely in waves around her shoulders, making her
look like an angel. Those peach colored lips of hers were calling for me to
kiss them, but I had to reframe myself from doing so.

“Shawn, what are you doing here?”
“Hi. I was in the area and wanted to see if you wanted to discuss our

project over dinner?”
“Shawn, I would have loved to, but…”



Before she could say anything else, Isaac walked to the door, holding a
bouquet of red roses. He looked at me, no doubt wondering why I was there.

“Shawn.”
“Isaac, right?”
“Yeah; as you can see, Riana and I are about to go on a date.”
I looked from Isaac to Riana and nodded my head.
“Okay, have a good night, Ri. I’ll talk to you later.”
I walked toward my car, looking at her door again and noticed she was

staring at me. I gave her a tiny smile as I got into my car.
I knew Riana wasn’t mine, but that wasn’t stopping me from feeling

jealous that she was going out with someone else.
In due time. In due time.

 
 
 

18. Riana
 
 

After the awkward moment on my doorstep, Isaac and I started our date.
He decided to drive outside of the college town and into Houston. We were
seated at a small booth inside The Cheesecake Factory.

While Isaac was studying his menu, I already knew what I wanted to order.
I’d been here plenty of times, so I pretty much knew the entire menu.

“So when is the first game coming up in the season?” I asked as I took a
sip of water.

“Next week. In fact, I should be able to get you free tickets if you want.”
“That would be great,” I replied, knowing I wouldn’t use them. I actually

loved football at one point, especially when Nathan played, but since what
happened between us, I despised the sport.

As Isaac continued to talk about football and his dream of going pro, I
kept looking at my phone wondering when the date would end. I realized



after twenty minutes into the date that I wasn’t interested in Isaac.
There was someone else that was invading my thoughts. No matter how

much I tried to deny it, I was starting to have feelings for Shawn. Although
Isaac was a nice guy, I knew there was no point in leading him on when I
knew the relationship was going nowhere.

I reached across the table and put my hand on his, which immediately got
his attention.

“What’s wrong?”
Hopefully the gentle look I was displaying would give him a hint to where

the conversation was going.
“Isaac, I really think you’re a great guy, and I know this is just our first

date, but I don’t think the relationship will go any further than friendship.”
Isaac looked confused as I continued with my speech.
“I think right now I just want to focus on school, since this is my first year

of college and relationships weren’t really on my to-do list, so…”
“Are you serious? If you felt that way, then why’d you agreed to go out

with me?”
“Isaac…”
“You just did it to lead me on, is that it? I was starting to have some sort

of feelings for you.”
“How could you tell when we barely talked?”
“You know what you are, a fucking tease!”
As soon as Isaac said that, several people turned around to stare at our

table.
When he said that, memories of high school began to trigger in me as

Nathan used to say the exact thing to me. Not only did he say it to me, but to
whoever would listen. He also said other things that weren’t worth
remembering.

Anger started to rise in me once Isaac uttered those words. Those words
were mean and hurtful when Nathan and his friends used to say them to me,
and they’re still hurtful to this day. Those words were practically instilled in
me, no matter how hard I tried to erase them from my brain.



I picked up my water glass and threw it at him, causing him to jump from
his chair and quickly grabbed his napkin.

“Go to hell!” I retorted in anger.
I stood up, causing the table to rattle as I threw my napkin on the table and

walked toward the door. Isaac ran after me, nearly colliding into a waiter on
the way to the exit.

I had no idea where I was going, but I had to get away from Isaac. I ran out
the door and toward the parking lot when Isaac caught up with me. He
grabbed my arm, holding it tightly as I tried to jerk away.

“It’s that guy Shawn, isn’t it? You want him!”
“Let go of me.”
“You’re fucking him, aren’t you?”
“It’s none of your business if I were,” I said as I jerked my arm away from

him.
Isaac gave me a smirk, which made me uncomfortable.
“I should have known about you. I heard so many things about you from

my friends, especially my best friend who knows your ex, Nathan.”
All the color drained from my face after he mentioned Nathan.
“He told everyone how slutty you are, so I figured why not get my chance

with you too.”
Before Isaac could react, I kneed him in the groin with all my strength. I

watched as he fell to the ground, clutching his privates in the process. I
reached over and slapped him across his face, seeing my ex’s face instead of
his.

All the memories of Adams and Nathan came flooding back, making me
feel even more vulnerable and equally angry. Once I noticed it was Isaac on
the ground in front of me, I stopped and stared at him. Before he could regain
his strength and retaliate, I went back into the restaurant so I could be with a
crowd if he decided to come after me.

As I returned inside the restaurant, I suddenly realized I didn’t have a ride
home since Isaac was the one who drove. I reached into my purse and pulled
out my phone. I slide the unlock button and went to my contacts. I tried



calling Britney and Monica, but neither one was answering their phones. I
even called Cheryl, but figured she was probably drunk from the wine she
had earlier and probably sleeping it off. Calling Jayden would definitely be
out of the question, since he knew Isaac and would probably kill him once he
found out what happened.

I scrolled down and noticed Shawn’s number. We’d exchanged them while
we were discussing our project at the student lounge earlier that morning. I
quickly dialed his number, knowing I probably would have hesitated if I
didn’t.

I was about to hang up when Shawn answered the phone.
“Riana?” he said in a surprised tone.
“Are you busy?”
“No, I was about to watch TV. Aren’t you supposed to be on a date?”
“Not anymore. Could you please pick me up? I’m in Houston at The

Cheesecake Factory in The Galleria,” I told him in a shaky voice.
Shawn was quiet for a moment, which made me wonder if the call was

disconnected.
“I’ll be there,” he said as he hung up.
I disconnected the call and sighed. A tear started to roll down my cheek,

but I pushed it away. I was tired of crying over what happened in my past, and
no one, especially my ex, was going to make me feel that way again.

 
 
 

19. Shawn
 
 

I pulled up in the parking lot of The Cheesecake Factory an hour after
hanging up with Riana.

I knew something was wrong from the tone in her voice, which
immediately led me to grab my keys and out the door. Even though it was an



hour drive, I drove quickly on the freeway to get to her.
Once in the parking lot, I noticed her standing by the door. I got out of my

car and went up to her.
Before I could say anything, Riana ran over to me and wrapped her arms

around me.
I put my arms around her, not sure what was going on. As she started to

cry into my chest, I stroked the back of her hair, realizing an explanation was
not needed right now.

I knew just being there for her was what she needed at the moment.

 
 
 

20. Riana
 
 

After I cried into Shawn’s shoulder for twenty minutes, we got into his car
and started to drive.

Fifteen minutes later, we were at the park downtown sitting on one of the
benches overlooking the pond nearby. The park was the only one in Houston
that was still open after sunset, so it was occupied with families playing on
the playground and couples walking hand in hand down the extended
walkway.

Shawn stared at me as I looked up at the stars, trying to comprehend what
happened earlier.

He carefully placed a hand on my shoulder. I turned toward him, tears
starting to well up in my eyes as he gave me a concerned look.

“What happened with Isaac tonight, Ri?”
I wiped a tear that spilled from my eye as I took a deep breath.
“I told him I didn’t think there was anything between us so he wouldn’t get

the wrong idea. When I told him let’s be friends, he went ballistic on me,
calling me a tease and a slut.”



I could tell what was going through Shawn’s mind after I said the last
words. I know he wanted to go after Isaac for what he said to me.

“When he said that, something triggered in me and I kicked him in the
groin and slapped him.”

Shawn’s expression changed from anger to approval, and he smiled at
what I’d done.

“I went back inside the restaurant and called my friends for a ride home,
but when I couldn’t reach anyone, I called you.”

Shawn stared at me as he put his hand on my cheek. He looked straight
into my brown eyes, which suddenly calmed my nerves and made me feel
relaxed.

“Isaac was definitely out of line with what he said. You’re better off
without him.”

I couldn’t stop the tears from falling once Shawn said those words to me.
“There was a reason he said those things to me.”
“There’s no reason a man should say anything like that to a woman, no

matter the situation.”
“Isaac heard some rumors about me from a friend that knows my ex. He

spread rumors about me because of an incident that occurred between us in
high school.”

“You don’t have to explain anything to me about your past.”
“It’s okay, I want to.”
Shawn waited as I took another deep breath. I didn’t think I would ever tell

my past to anyone new, especially Shawn. But as he looked at me, I realized
that I was eager to tell him, and then maybe I could finally get past it.

“I’d known Nathan since we were in middle school, but we started dating
during our freshman year of high school. I always had a crush on him, and I
was ecstatic when we started dating. I just knew that we would get married,
have lots of babies and live the good life; me a news reporter and him
playing pro football.”

“We both agreed that our first time would be with each other, which for
me was perfect, but I guess for him, he had a different plan. It was during our



junior year when we slept together. We used a condom, but evidentially it
broke because I wound up pregnant. When I told Nathan, he was so happy with
the news that he made plans for us to get married after we graduated. But
everything changed when he talked to his parents.

“His parents are political figures in the area. You may have heard of them,
Thomas and Selena Bradford?”

Shawn nodded his head. “Yeah, the police chief and mayor of Sugar Land.”
“Yeah. Anyway, I guess the two having a seventeen-year-old son being a

father was not part of their political plan, so after their talk, Nathan went back
on his word. Instead, he went around school telling the entire student body
that I slept around and didn’t know who the father was. Of course, people
were going to believe him since he was the popular guy who couldn’t do
anything wrong.

“As for me, I was considered persona non grata. My popularity quickly
diminished, and I was labeled a slut, a whore, and a tease by practically
everyone in school. Guys used to come up to me asking if they could have a
turn with me, and girls looked down on me.

“I soon realized that I wasn’t the only girl Nathan slept with. I was
confronted by girls from other schools saying they were with him. To this
day, I don’t even know how they knew me, but I figured they must have
friends that went to Dawson as well. With all the issues going on at school
regarding how people were treating me, the stress was getting to me, and I
miscarried during my second month.”

Shawn looked astonished as he continued to stare at me. I glanced over at
him and noticed the caring look he had on his face. I continued on, feeling I
needed to finish telling him my story.

“But, what really took the cake was that there was a sex tape played at
school of Nathan and me. Just seeing it that day not only made me upset, but
also hurt. I didn’t know he’d videotaped us that night. I didn’t think he would
have stooped so low to hurt me, but the idea that he taped such an intimate
moment and showed it to the whole school made me want to kill him.”

“If I could see him right now…” Shawn said in a low tone.



I looked at Shawn and noticed the angry expression he had on his face. He
looked like he was ready to find Nathan and kick his ass. But that won’t
happen, since he doesn’t even know what Nathan looks like.

“Although I suffered so much pain and humiliation, I continued going to
school. No matter what was going on with me socially, it wasn’t going to
interfere with me getting my diploma. It was tough though, because I had to
endure the constant teasing each day I walked into school. I didn’t even go to
homecoming or prom, since I figured it was a waste of time and I just didn’t
want to deal with the drama. Instead, I just kept to myself and studied.”

“What about your friends? Did they try to help you through this?” he
asked.

“My friends were great. They tried so hard to help, even when I didn’t
want it. At one point, I did push them away, but they never gave up on me, for
which I’m grateful, even though they experienced their share of ridicule from
time to time.”

“Why didn’t someone say anything to Nathan when people discovered
what he was doing with other girls?”

“That’s something I never understood either. Most likely, his parents
covered the situation up to keep their son innocent, as they claimed.”

Shawn sighed as he continued to look at me.
“When I arrived at Shaw, I wanted to have a fresh start. To be honest, I

didn’t think my past would catch up with me, especially since a lot of the
senior class went to other schools, but I should have known someone would
recognize me since Nathan knew so many people.”

“That doesn’t give anyone the right to say those things about you. No one
should judge anyone because of hearsay and gossip.”

I gave him a tiny smile.
“True, but people still do.”
“Is that why you didn’t want to press charges against Adams, because of

what happened in high school?”
“Mainly; I just didn’t want to go through another scandal. I just wanted to

ignore the situation and move on with my life. I was tired of being labeled



and I just didn’t want that hanging over me here.”
“You mind me asking what happened to Nathan?”
“He went off to Texas Tech on a football scholarship. While he lived his

life with no worries, I still had the stigma of high school over my head.”
Shawn gave me a thoughtful glance.
“You should be proud that you’re still standing after everything that has

happened. A lot people can’t say that.”
“Trust me, it wasn’t easy; especially having to face the same humiliation

and ridicule each day. Sure, my popularity was gone, but I didn’t care. That
wasn’t really important to me anyway. The only thing I had a problem with
was that my perception as a woman was gone. I shared something so
meaningful and special with someone I thought I loved, and it was tarnished
because he didn’t want to look bad to his parents or his peers. Instead of him
being a man and standing up to his responsibilities, he took the cowardly way
out, leaving someone he supposedly had loved to take the fall.

“I always remembered a saying my mother always said to Jayden and me.
She said, ‘What doesn’t kill you makes you stronger.’  I lived by that motto as I
went through the halls each day. Just keeping those words instilled in me
helped me get through each day. I wanted to finish school, not just for myself,
but for my mom, who stood by me through everything.”

“What about Jayden? How did he handle everything?”
“He didn’t take everything well. He and Nathan were friends since they

both were on the basketball team in middle school. When he heard what
Nathan had done and the rumors circulating, he beat him so badly at a party
one night, he was almost arrested. Thankfully, Nathan didn’t press any
charges against Jayden, which surprised me, since his dad would have thrown
the cuffs on him. But it did almost cost him his scholarship to Shaw.”

“Wow,” Shawn said softly.
“After everything that happened to me with Nathan, I realized that love

caused nothing but pain; not just for myself, but for everyone around me. To
be honest, I don’t know if I could ever fall in love again.”

Shawn looked at me as I started to cry again.



“Come here,” he said to me.
I instantly went into his arms. As the tears continued to flow, I realized a

weight had been lifted off of me, once I told my story. Although I’d told Elis
my story, I felt comfortable around Shawn and talking to a real person
actually helped, instead of a computer screen.

I didn’t know if it would help me love again, but it did help me realize that
I couldn’t hide anymore. I had to move on with my life. Although baby steps, I
would take what I can get for now.

 
 
 

21. Shawn
 
 

After I dropped Riana back at her apartment, I went back to mine, still
reeling over what I’d heard. I knew something pained her, but I didn’t know it
was something so horrific that she didn’t even want to love again. Even
though I was going through my own issues with love, I knew eventually I
could and will love again. But with Riana, it was going to take some time for
her to break down the wall she put up around herself.

While she was telling me her story, I really wanted to find both Isaac and
Nathan and beat the shit out of them. How could the both of them, especially
Nathan, do something so vindictive to Riana? I knew Isaac was a punk when I
saw him at the hospital. How could he say those things to her if she was being
honest with her feelings? I wanted to laugh at what Riana done to Isaac. It
showed that she can definitely be feisty when she needed to be.

I walked into my small apartment and noticed Marcus sitting on the couch
watching TV. After I graduated from high school, Marcus, who was in his
final year at Shaw, asked me to move in with him. We’ve been living together
in the same apartment near Shaw, even when Marcus graduated and is now an
accountant. He decided to also go back to school to pursue a MBA.



Marcus looked up and saw the leaden look I had on my face.
“What’s up, bro? Where did you go?”
“I had to pick up Riana from her date from hell. The two had a

confrontation and she was left stranded.”
“Damn. The idiot couldn’t even take her home.”
“Good thing he didn’t. I don’t even see how he drove since she kicked him

in the groin.”
Marcus laughed. “At least he got what he deserved.”
“She told me things that were pretty heavy. She’s really broken.”
“I’m pretty sure she will get past whatever she’s going through.”
“I really hope so. I really want to be there for her. In fact, I think I have an

idea to help her live again, but I’m going to need your help.”
“Anything, bro. What’s your plan?”
“I’ll tell you soon, once I figure out the details.”
“Are you doing this because of what she just told you, or because of what

happened at the party?”
“I don’t know, maybe a little bit of both. I really want to help her pick up

the pieces of her life and just be there for her.”
“Are you starting to have feelings for her, or have they always been

there?”
I sighed. I had feelings for her ever since she stepped into Intro to

Journalism, but I never wanted to admit them. Until now.
Marcus smiled.
“At least you’re finally getting over Rachel.”
I looked at my brother. “Maybe.”
I could be, but I knew I had a long way to go before I could fully get over

what she’d done to me.

 
 
 

22. Riana



 
 

A couple of days passed and the weekend was approaching. I was in my
room reading a chapter for my Psychology class when my phone started to
vibrate. I looked at it and realized I got an IM notification. I smiled since I
automatically knew it was Elis.

Elis and I hadn’t talked much since classes began, which was
understandable since it kept us both busy. I clicked on the notification and
read the message. We exchanged texts, asking about our classes. Then the
next text made me sigh.

“When did you want to meet?”
I began to wonder if I should, but honestly, I didn’t feel I needed to. No

matter how much Elis has asked to meet, I already knew we never would. He
was an illusion that didn’t really need to be real, and I accepted that. That’s
why I knew it was safe to tell him about my past. Now that Shawn’s entered
my life, I feel I can finally start to rebuild my life, and I was doing that by
telling him about my past.

A text appeared on screen from Jayden asking if everything was okay. I’d
told him the next day about the disastrous night with Isaac, which of course
didn’t go well with him. I told him I handled myself pretty well with him. I got
another text from Jayden, which said he was proud of me, but still wanted to
punch Isaac whenever he sees him again.

I sighed and told him not to, even though he probably would without my
knowledge. Jayden has always been my protector, especially after what
happened with Nathan, so it was natural for him to feel the way he did with
anyone who enters my life.

There was a knock at the door, interrupting my thoughts.
“Come in,”
Cheryl walked in, carrying a big box.
“I have a special delivery for you. UPS just dropped it off when I came

from class.”
I looked at the box, wondering what it could be.



“I didn’t order anything.”
“Maybe it’s from your mom.”
As I opened the box, a note was attached inside the tissue wrapping. I

picked it up and opened it.
 
Meet me at 1526 Park Lane, #52. Please wear what’s inside.
-Shawn
 
I moved the wrapping to reveal a sleeveless black and white colorblock

cocktail dress. The dress was beautiful, but I didn’t understand what was
going on.

“Do you have any idea what this is for?”
Cheryl shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t have a clue,” she said as she left

the room.
I read the note again, amazed over the gorgeous dress in front of me.
What are you up to, Shawn Walker?
I picked up my phone and went to Shawn’s number. He picked up after the

second ring.
“I see you got the dress,” he said.
I could tell he was smiling on the other end, which made my heart race.
“Yes, I did. The dress is beautiful, but I can’t accept it.”
“I knew you would say that, but I’m not taking no for an answer. Besides,

you have to wear it for tonight.”
“What are you up to?”
“You’ll see. Just be at the address at 8 o’clock, and please wear the dress. I

know it will look gorgeous on you.”
Before I could say anything else, Shawn hung up. I looked from the phone

to the dress again.
Although I was wondering what Shawn’s big plan was, it did make me feel

excited about what was in store later.
 

~~~~~



 
A few hours later, and I was getting ready for my evening with Shawn. I

still didn’t know if this was a date, but whatever it is, I was eager to go.
I looked at the black and white dress molded to my body. I had to admit I

looked good in it, but the dress is something I probably would never had
picked out for myself. I was pretty sure Shawn had some help in purchasing it,
mainly in the form of either my cousin or my friends.

I checked my makeup, smoothed down my dress, and picked up my black
clutch and car keys. When I walked out into the living room, I noticed my
friends were sitting on the couch. I had to do a double take, as I realized
Monica and Cheryl were actually sitting by each other in a civilized manner.

“Oh, don’t be so shocked at this. It won’t last long,” Cheryl said.
Monica looked at her and rolled her eyes.
“You look beautiful, Ri,” Britney said as she looked at Monica and Cheryl

in annoyance.
“I know one thing for sure; Shawn has excellent taste in clothing.” Cheryl

gave me a wink.
“Yes, he does. In fact, I’m pretty sure he had some help in that

department.” I gave Cheryl and Monica an I-know-it-was-you-two look.
The two looked at me innocently as I went to the door.
“Have a great time, Ri,” the three said as I closed the door.
I smiled, realizing that my friends had something to do with the evening.

I’d always known before, but definitely knew now that they were being who
they always were, which was really great friends.

This was the first time in a long time that I was anxious to see a guy. I
wondered what else I could look forward to as the evening progressed.

 
 
 

23. Shawn
 



 
The time had arrived for my date with Riana. I was anxiously wandering

back and forth in my living room waiting for her to arrive. I looked at the
cream-colored lights twinkling throughout the apartment, and the table set-up
with candles.

I looked at myself in the hall mirror, as I picked a piece of lint from my
jacket. I hoped I didn’t go overboard with the set-up, causing Riana to think I
wanted her for other reasons, but that wasn’t my intention. I wanted Riana to
live life again and to be happy.

After talking to Marcus about what I wanted to do for Riana, I
remembered the conversation we had, prompting me to do something that I
thought would be special to her. I hope the evening wouldn’t generate any
bad memories for her, but that’s a risk I was willing to take.

Once I went over to the stereo to turn on some music, the doorbell rang. I
went to the door and opened it. I stood speechless as I glanced at Riana,
mesmerized by how beautiful she looked in the dress Cheryl picked out.

I smiled nervously at her, as she looked me up and down in my black suit.
She had a certain look to her, which only a woman could give, which was pure
desire, as she liked what she saw in front of her.

As I stepped out of the way so Riana could come in, she looked at my
apartment in astonishment, admiring the lights, the backdrop of flowers and a
huge banner saying ‘Welcome to the Prom.’

“Are you serious?” she asked as she looked at me.
“Well, you did mention the other night you didn’t go to prom, so I figure

it was only fitting for you to have one. I mean, prom is a rite of passage for
every teenager.”

Riana looked at me with tears in her eyes. I suddenly became nervous,
wondering if this was a good idea. But as I noticed the tiny smile she gave
me, it was a good emotion. I went up to her and gently wiped a tear from her
cheek.

“Don’t cry. Tonight is about new beginnings.”
“I can’t believe you went through all of this for me. You know you didn’t



have to.”
“I know, but I wanted to. When you start your journey, I really hope you

let me be a part of it.”
Riana smiled as she went over to the prom sign.
A timer went off, which prompted me to go into the kitchen. Riana

watched as I took out a pan holding chicken with roasted potatoes.
“And you cook, too; how impressive.”
“Thank you, but it wasn’t by choice. I had to learn if I actually wanted to

eat instead of eating out or not eating at all.”
“Does Marcus know how to cook?”
I laughed.
“The only thing Marcus knows how to do is warm up soup in the

microwave, and he can barely do that.”
She smiled. “Do you need any help?”
“No, I’ve got everything covered. You just sit at the table and look

beautiful.”
Riana did just that, going over to the table to sit. I walked over carrying

two plates with the meal, setting one in front of her. I put one by my chair and
sat down. We bowed our heads as we said grace before digging into our food.

Once Riana tasted a piece of chicken with a potato, she closed her eyes in
pure satisfaction. I stared at her, picturing Riana giving me that same look,
but food definitely wasn’t involved, unless it was in the form of chocolate or
whipped cream and I was licking it off of her. I quickly put a stop to any
naughty thoughts, as I cut into my chicken.

“Wow, this food is amazing,” Riana said as she bit into another piece of
chicken.

“Thank you.”
“Can I ask what has left you too scarred to want to love again?” Riana

asked as she took a sip of water.
I looked at her, wondering why she would bring up that subject so quickly.
“What do you mean?”
“Shawn, I know when someone pushes someone away. I did that with you,



and I know you were doing it to me when we first met in Intro to
Journalism.”

“You never know, that could have been my personality.”
Riana smiled. “I know it’s not; especially from what I’ve witness recently.

You’re far from the person I encountered that day. I know you’re hiding.”
I sighed. I didn’t know if I wanted to burden her with my problems since

she was going through enough herself.
Riana noticed the look I had on my face as she put a hand on mine.
“It’s okay. I told you my reasons, so it’s only fair for you to tell me

yours.”
I took a deep breath before telling my story.
“I guess you could say I’m hiding from love. I was with my ex, Rachel,

since we were juniors in high school. We were in love, or so I thought. When
we started at Shaw, before the spring semester ended, she told me that she
been cheating on me and that she wanted to break up. I was hurt for a while,
mainly because she was my first love. After the breakup, I went down a
downward spiral, dating women without any repercussions. Basically, I was a
man-whore who didn’t care about the woman’s feelings.

“I later realized that wasn’t me. I loved being in love and being in a
committed relationship. I loved being with a woman and seeing where the
relationship would go. So instead of having flings, I just stopped dating
altogether and told myself that school would be my only priority.”

“Does Rachel still go to Shaw?”
“No. Ironically, she goes to Texas Tech. Maybe she and Nathan are

together now.”
“Knowing Nathan, probably her and the entire female student body.”
I looked at Riana and gave a small smile.
“I always had a theory on love, and that it would cause nothing but

problems. But then I look at my parents and see how wonderful their
marriage is. Sure, they have their rocky moments, but they found a way to
overcome it. I thought with Rachel and me, we could do the same, but I guess
I was wrong. Anyway, I took a chance on love and it bit me in the ass. I didn’t



know how to handle it, and it caused me to hurt others in the process.”
“Love can be a wonderful thing, but can also be the hardest, too,” Riana

said.
I looked at her as I squeezed her hand.
At that moment, I think we both realized that we did had something in

common with our histories, and hopefully we could find a way to get past
them.

 
~ ~ ~ ~ ~

 
After my confession, we finished the last of our dinner. As I took our

plates to the sink, Riana grabbed our drink glasses.
“Did you need help with the dishes?”
“No, but I would like for you to come with me outside. I have a surprise

for you.”
“Wow, there’s more. Shouldn’t the prom constitute as the surprise?”
“No, this is just the beginning,” I told her, as I took her hand and headed to

the door.
Once I locked the door behind us, I took her hand again and we went

toward the courtyard. The apartment complex was one of the luxury
apartments around the college town area, having amenities a person wouldn’t
imagine in a plain old apartment.

We walked toward the center of the courtyard, causing Riana to notice
several twinkling lights approaching us. As we got closer, she looked at the
gazebo and then at me with a sparkle in her pretty brown eyes.

“This is beautiful.”
I stood completely surprised over the great job Marcus, Britney, and

Monica had done to the complex’s gazebo. After I told Marcus my plan, he
enrolled Riana’s friends in helping him set up everything from the apartment
to the gazebo. The place looked magnificent with white lights throughout the
oval structure, as well as pink and white roses centered in the walkway. What
made the area perfect was the lake surrounding the gazebo, which looked



breathtaking at night.
She walked over to a table that was set up in the center of the gazebo,

which held two crowns.
Riana laughed as she picked up a petite one.
“We couldn’t have a prom without crowning a king and queen, right?” I

asked as I stood behind her.
“Of course not,” Riana answered as she put her crown on her head.
I grabbed my crown and put it on my head. I pulled out my phone and went

to the camera app.
“Come on, let’s take a picture.”
We leaned close to the phone as I snapped the picture, taking a look at the

two of us smiling.
“Now, you know there’s another thing that makes a prom complete,”

Riana said.
“Oh really, and what that might be?”
“The king and queen dance.”
“I couldn’t agree more.”
That was my cue to bring out my final surprise. Through my various

connections, I’d enlisted the jazz band from the college to perform for us.
Pretty clever, I must say, but I knew it would be the perfect touch to a great
night. While we were inside the apartment, they were waiting outside near
the gazebo for us to arrive.

Riana looked at me as she noticed the band walking near the gazebo,
carrying their instruments.

“How did they appear?”
“I knew you’d want music for our dance, so I enlisted the jazz band from

Shaw to perform.”
After they set up, a soft melody filled the night sky as she glanced at me.
I went up to Riana and gently took her hands in mine. She stepped closer

to me, giving me a chance to smell the sweet fragrance of her perfume. She
put her arms around me as I put my hands around her waist.

We begin to sway to the music, which let Riana put her head on my



shoulder. As we danced, I looked down at her. She looked at me, instantly
staring into my brown eyes.

“This is truly amazing. Thank you,” she said softly.
I took my hand from her waist and cupped her chin. I’ve been waiting for

this moment, so I didn’t want to ruin it. I leaned in to her, giving her a kiss so
passionate, it nearly took the both of us by surprise. I slid my hand up her
back while Riana pulled me closer to her. We forgot about dancing and the
band as we deepened the kiss, feeling our tongues going in the same rhythm.

I knew after this evening, our relationship would be forever changed. The
thought of my past as well as hers lingered in my mind, making me wonder if
we could let go or continue to live in it?

 
 
 

24. Shawn
 
 

The weekend had come and gone, and I was making my way inside the
Introduction to Journalism class. All weekend I couldn’t stop thinking about
what happened between Riana and me. I hadn’t been expecting to tell her
about Rachel, especially since the evening was about her, but Riana brought
out a side of me that felt it was okay to talk about my past and let go of the
feelings I had toward it.

But what really blew me away was the kiss we’d shared. After the evening
was over, I had to take several cold showers to get the thoughts I was having
about her out of my head. Now, I didn’t know if I could look at her again
without instantly being hard.

As I went toward my seat, I noticed Riana sitting in hers, giving me a
sensual smile. I had to take slow steps to stop my heart from jumping out of
my chest. I never thought I would see the day when I would be acting like
some love-struck teenager, but she was bringing out a side of me that I hadn’t



known existed. Although I’d loved Rachel when we were together, even she
never did that to me.

This was the first time I’d seen Riana since our ‘prom night’. Marcus and I
had visited our parents over the weekend. Although we talked, we didn’t talk
about what happened between us.

Once I got to my seat, I gave her a sexy smile, which made her shift in her
seat. I guess she was having the same thoughts I was, which were pure lust. I
knew she was still thinking about that kiss, because I definitely was, and how
much I wanted to do it again at this moment.

Instead of making it to my seat, I went back to the door and closed it.
Riana gave me a look asking what I was up to. I went up to her and looked
into her eyes.

“I just wanted to talk before anyone else came in.”
I noticed she started to become hot with the way I was staring at her. I

knew the look she was giving me, causing my dick to twitch with pent-up
tension.

“I didn’t get to ask you this, but did I cross the line when I kissed you
Friday?”

“Technically, we kissed each other, so I don’t think any lines were
crossed.”

“Well, that’s good to hear, because ever since that kiss, I can’t stop
thinking about you and those sexy lips of yours.” I stepped closer to her.

“Neither can I,” Riana said as she put a hand on my chest.
“Are we moving too fast? If we are, please let me know,” I stated as I

moved a finger down her arm.
“I will, but right now, we are definitely at a good speed.” She slid her hand

down my chest to my belt buckle.
I couldn’t take any more of the sexual teasing we were doing. I kissed her,

letting Riana put her arms around me. We walked backward toward the front
of the classroom, causing her to bump into the professor ’s desk. I picked her
up and sat her down while she wrapped her legs around me. Riana gave a soft
moan as I moved my lips to her neck. She trailed her fingertips down my



back, while giving a little nibble to my ear.
As soon as I heard Riana’s sexy moan, my manhood was at full attention,

making me want to rip off her clothes and make love to her right on the desk.
I knew what I was doing was wrong, but I couldn’t help it. I wanted Riana,

but I knew she wasn’t ready for any type of relationship, let alone a sexual
relationship. Sure, she was turned on, but once the damage was done, she
would regret it. I didn’t want to cause any more pain for her.

Before we went any further, I let go of Riana. We smiled at each other
when the door opened. Professor Wilkins, along with several classmates, was
looking at the two of us wondering what we were doing. Riana hopped off of
the desk while I quickly turned to readjust myself.

I turned around and noticed Professor Wilkins trying not to smile as she
looked at the two of us.

“Should we come back to give you some time to regroup or should we
begin class?”

“Sorry,” we both said.
Completely embarrassed, we went to our seats. Riana gave me a seductive

grin as she pulled out her iPad from her bag.
I shook my head, grinning at the thought of getting caught by our

professor. To be honest, I didn’t regret what happened, especially if I could
hear Riana moan like that again.

 
 
 

25. Riana
 
 

Later that day and I was back in my apartment looking for a sweater to
wear. I still couldn’t stop thinking about everything that had happened lately
between Shawn and me.

Ever since our ‘prom night,’ Shawn was all I could think about. The talk



we had, the way we were toward each other, and the kiss. The kiss completely
blew me away. I could still feel his lips on mine from earlier in class, giving
me tingles throughout my body.

I hadn’t felt anything sexual for anyone since Nathan. Just Shawn staring at
me made me want to do things I hadn’t done in a long time, and that alone
made me feel excited, but also terrified. But I do want to slowly explore
whatever it is between us.

Once I found what I was looking for, I walked out of the room. I noticed
Cheryl was sitting in her usual spot on the couch, making a mess and
watching TV.

“Have you found a dorm assignment yet?” I asked.
Cheryl looked at me, reading my ‘I’m annoyed with her look’. She knew

me so well.
“No, my name is on the waiting list; but considering how things are going,

I might not get one until next semester.”
I rolled my eyes as I went to the kitchen.
“Trust me, since I’m staying here for possibly the rest of the semester, I

will pull my weight with cleaning the apartment.”
As soon as she said that, I came back into the living room with a broom

and dustpan, and went over to her.
“Good, then you can start now.”
She gave me a smirk as she got up from the couch.
“Where are you going, anyway?”
“To Shawn’s. We have a test in our journalism class Wednesday.”
Cheryl smiled. “I’m really happy that you’re finally letting someone in.”
“I am too, but I still want to take things slow.”
“I completely understand.”
I looked at Cheryl.
“And thanks for helping Shawn with our date.”
“Why do you think I had anything to do with it?”
“I know, Cheryl.”
She smiled as I went toward the door. I stopped and turned around.



“What’s going on between you and Marcus? I know the two of you’ve
been talking…”

Cheryl smiled. “It’s for Marcus and me to know and for you to find out.”
I rolled my eyes and smiled. I knew something was going on between the

two. Hopefully they will tell everyone when the time is right.
 

~ ~ ~ ~ ~
 

Fifteen minutes later, and I was on Shawn’s doorstep. I was a little nervous
to see him again after what happened earlier that day in class. Although I told
Shawn things were going too fast, I started to doubt myself if they really
were.

Before I met him, I didn’t want to think about anyone, let alone allow
anyone to touch me, so the thoughts I’m having about Shawn scared the hell
out of me.

Shawn opened the door, flashing that sexy smile of his as he leaned in to
give me a kiss on the cheek. I was a little disappointed by the kiss as I stepped
inside, but realized that he was trying to take things slow, not just for me, but
for him too.

But as soon as he closed the door, he grabbed me and stared into my eyes,
then kissed me so passionately, I felt like I was floating. Once he pulled away,
Shawn gave me his infamous cocky smile as he walked away without an
explanation. I touched my lips, simply amazed from the kiss as I stood
wordless by the door.

“You coming?” he asked as he went into the living room.
“Sure.” I shook my head and went toward him to study.

 
~ ~ ~ ~ ~

 
A few hours in and we were still studying for our journalism exam,

covering media techniques. Shawn suddenly put down his textbook. He put
my book down as well, as he put his head on my shoulder.



“I think we deserve a break.”
“I agree. Who knew there was so much to cover in journalism?”
I ran my hand down his arm, feeling the hardness of his muscles through

the sleeve of his shirt.
“What’s on your mind, Shawn?”
He smiled as he handed me a piece of paper.
“What’s this?” I asked as I gave him a curious expression.
“It’s a poem I’m working on.”
I looked at him with a sexy grin.
“Wow, you write poetry too? What else can you do?”
“Baby, if you only knew half of the things I could do,” he said while

lightly touching my shoulder.
My body immediately shuddered at the words he just said. Although my

mind was really trying hard to take things slow, my body was having other
thoughts. Naughty thoughts.

What is he doing to me?
I think Shawn had the same thoughts as he stared at me.
He nervously cleared his throat. “I started writing when I was a

sophomore in high school, but stopped for a brief period. I started back
writing again when I broke up with Rachel, but the poems were more about
heartache than happiness. I used to perform my work during open mic night
at a club near the university, called The Tunnel.”

“That’s sounds exciting. I always wanted to go to one of those.”
“Really? Maybe we could go to one. In fact, I was thinking of going to

perform at one soon.”
“Is this one of the poems you were going to read?”
“I was thinking about it, but I’m not sure if I will. I actually want your

opinion to see if it’s good.”
“Sure, I’ll read it, but I don’t know if I want to critique it.”
“It’s cool, but I still want you to read it.”
I looked at the paper as I started to read.
 



Being with you is like heaven
The way you feel next to me
Brings me joy but also pleasure
The way your lips feel on me
The way your body feels underneath me
The heat you’re generating for me
Makes me want you even more
As I plunge deep inside you
Never wanting to let you go
The way you feel
Makes this feeling I have last eternally
As we become one
Now and forever.
 
With every word produced on paper, I knew Shawn put his heart into it.

The poem was purely sensual, making me wonder what or who he was
thinking about when he wrote it.

Once I was done reading, Shawn stared at me, no doubt wondering if I was
going to say anything. I put a hand to my chest as I started to fan myself.

“That was hot.”
“Thank you.”
“Are you serious about reading this at open mic?”
He took the paper from me.
“No, I wasn’t. The poem is only for one person, and it’s not to be shared

with an audience.”
I looked at him as he put a hand to my cheek.
“I was thinking about us when I wrote that poem. I was wondering what

our first time would be like.”
I blushed as Shawn caressed my cheek.
“Wow.”
“I hope you don’t think I’m pressuring you into doing anything, because

I’m not. I don’t want anything to interfere with what’s going on between us



now. But I do imagine us together, pleasuring each other, fulfilling every
desire possible.”

I didn’t know what to think after what Shawn just said. A part of me
wanted to start fulfilling those needs immediately, but there was still a part of
me that wants or needs to stay away from the urges I’m experiencing.

I put my hand on his chest, feeling his heart beat between my fingers.
Shawn stared at me. “Well, I think we need to get back to the matter at

hand, which is the actual poem for open mic…”
Before he could finish his sentence, I went over to him and fervently

kissed him, sliding my hand down his stomach.
Shawn moved his hand underneath my shirt, as if not sure if he should

continue. Reading his mind, I gave him a seductive look, urging him to.
Shawn moved his lips to my neck. I winced with pleasure as a moan

escaped my lips.
Although I wanted to take things slow, I didn’t know if I could with Shawn.

I felt like I was losing control every time I’m was with him, and now was no
different.

I pulled Shawn’s shirt over his head, moving my lips up and down his
chest. Shawn started to unbutton my pink colored shirt. He slowly took it off
my body, admiring my caramel colored skin. He removed my bra, bending
down to touch my breast with his tongue. I leaned back and sighed softly as
he slid his tongue around the nipple.

I needed Shawn to touch me. I needed that feeling of being desired
sexually. I guided his hand down to the button of my jeans.

He looked at me with a questioning glance.
“Are you sure?”
I nodded my head, unsure if I could speak at the moment.
Shawn unbuttoned and unzipped my jeans and pulled them down to the

floor. He slid off my panties and threw them on the floor as well. Going back
to my lips to kiss me, he inserted his index finger into me while kissing my
neck.

He moved his finger in circular motions, causing me to breathe heavily



from the sensation I was feeling. Shawn stared intensely at me, making me
even more excited as the pressure built up. As I tried to touch him, he
resisted, as he leaned down to suck on my breast.

My body heaved in and out as Shawn slowly inserted another finger into
me, making me cry out in pure pleasure. I couldn’t take the sensation
anymore as my walls started to tighten around his fingers, causing me to
scream out his name.

Shawn looked at me after my orgasmic high. Although I needed that
release, I was still craving something that only he could give me.

He carefully removed his fingers from me and put them into his mouth. I
stared at him as he slowly sucked my juices from his fingers.

“Just like I’d imagined,” he said while smiling at me.
Damn.
I bit my bottom lip. Just the way Shawn was staring at me, and what he’d

just done, could make me have another orgasm.
He put his lips to mine as he gave me a sensual kiss. He released my lips

and put his face to mine as I tried to slow my breathing.
“I need you,” I whispered.
“Riana…”
“Shawn, I need you inside of me, now.”
Without hesitation, I unbuckled his jeans and began to kiss him. I heard a

bunch of keys jingling from the outside, but continued to kiss Shawn. I
looked up and noticed Marcus walking in. He looked down at the two of us
and quickly turned around.

Shawn looked at me to the door and nearly fell off the couch. I quickly
tried to find my clothes, but couldn’t find them anywhere. Marcus started
laughing at how frantic we were trying to find our clothes.

“Hey, man, I didn’t mean to interrupt. I can come back when you two are
finished.”

“Shut up and close the door!” Shawn said.
Marcus went back outside while I quickly threw on my shirt and jeans.
“I thought Marcus was gone for the night?” I asked.



“So did I,” Shawn replied.
“Is it safe to come in?” Marcus asked while knocking on the door.
Shawn went to the door and opened it, giving Marcus an angry look as he

walked in. Shawn hit Marcus on the back of the head, taking him by surprise.
“What was that for?”
“For not knocking in the first place. You knew Riana and I were here.”
“What the hell are you two studying, Anatomy?” Marcus said while

laughing.
Shawn hit him on the back of the head again, causing Marcus to shove him.
“Will you stop with the hitting?” asked Marcus.
“That was for laughing when you walked in. What are you doing here

anyway?”
“My plans fell through. Besides, I didn’t think I had to knock at my own

apartment.”
“Don’t you think you should have called?”
“Well, sorry for ruining your evening. In fact, that’s why apartments are

equipped with bedrooms. Use them.”
Shawn gave Marcus a smirk as he rolled his eyes at him.
I looked at Marcus, still embarrassed over what occurred. Marcus was an

older version of Shawn, as he has the same features as his little brother. The
only difference was their eyes, in which Marcus’ were light gray, which had
me wondering if they were contacts. He looked at me and his mocha cheeks
immediately turned crimson red.

“Sorry about that.”
“It’s okay. In fact, I’m pretty sure one day we’ll look back on it and laugh.”
Marcus nodded his head and laughed.
He looked at Shawn and shoved him again.
“See, your girl has a sense of humor. I like that.”
“Don’t like it too much. We’ll be in my room.” Shawn grabbed our things

from the coffee table and went toward the hall.
I looked back at his brother.
“Good night, Marcus.”



He nodded his head and smiled.
We went into Shawn’s room and started to laugh.
“Why were you giving your brother a hard time?”
“I just felt like it. It’s what we do.”
I became serious as I stared at Shawn. “You know things have definitely

changed now.”
Shawn went up to me and kissed my forehead. “Things have definitely

changed now. Do you regret it?”
I give him a naughty smile as I kissed him. “Not at all.”
“Good, because that was the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen, and hopefully,

I’ll get to experience that again.”
I smiled. “Oh, you definitely will.”
Shawn became serious as he stared at me. “I really hope you believe me

when I say I won’t hurt you.”
I stared at Shawn as I caressed his cheek. He took my hand and kissed it.
“Promise me you won’t hurt me.”
Shawn pulled me close to him, as he breathed into my hair. “I promise,

baby.”

 
 
 

26. Riana
 
 

Several weeks went by, and it was now the beginning of November. The
semester was halfway over. I was walking on cloud nine from my relationship
with Shawn. We had been moving slowly, especially with having sex. We still
haven’t gone to that level yet, although we have done things to keep each
other satisfied. For now, anyway.

Shawn continued to write poetry, but hadn’t made his way to open mic.
Although he recited some of his poems to me, I really wanted to see him do



his thing on stage. As I went toward the quad to the student lounge, I noticed
Adams near the door talking to a group of guys. I haven’t seen him since the
party and I wanted to keep it that way. I was about to turn around when he
appeared in front of me. He gave me a look that made me want to go back to
my apartment and immediately shower.

“So, I hear you’re with Walker now.”
“Where did you hear that?”
“Shaw may be a big campus, but news travels fast.”
“I really need to get going…”
“What’s the big rush? I thought we were friends.”
“The last I heard, friends don’t slip the date rape drug in their drinks and

try to rape them.”
“About that…”
“I rather not talk about that.”
As soon as I was walking away, Adams suddenly said something that made

me turn around.
“Ever wonder why Shawn doesn’t like me? Maybe you should really ask

him one day.”
I turned around. “I just thought it was because you’re a jackass.”
“It goes much deeper than that, trust me.”
I sighed as I turned around and headed toward the sidewalk. I noticed

Shawn walking toward me with a huge smile. As soon as he saw the heated
look on my face, his expression changed.

“You okay, baby?”
“No. I ran into Adams.”
“What’d that bastard want? Did he try to do something?”
“No. He was just all talk. He said something about why you don’t like him

though.”
“There are a lot of reasons why I don’t like him.”
Adams came up to us with an enormous grin on his face. Shawn gave him

an evil stare as he took my hand to walk away.
“So you didn’t tell your girl why you don’t like me. I would have thought



you would have by now.”
“Fuck you, Adams.”
“Well, I guess I sort of did, since I was with Rachel when she was with you.

I have to say, that girl was a good lay, but you would know that too, right?”
Shawn ran over to Adams and punched him across the face, causing him to

stumble over.
Once he regained his footing, Adams ran over to Shawn and decked him

across his jaw. Part of his fist hit his mouth as well, causing blood to spatter
out. Shawn quickly wiped it with his hand, as he threw Adams down on the
ground.

The two began striking each other, causing a scene in the middle of the
quad. I didn’t know what to do as I watched the two hitting each other. The
way they were fighting, if someone didn’t stop them, they were going to kill
each other. Before I could say anything, two campus police officers came into
the crowd and broke the two apart. I watched in horror as I noticed Shawn’s
bloody lip from the fight. Adams, who was sporting a bloody lip and nose,
was pulled away laughing at the entire scene.

While watching Shawn being hauled away by campus police, I knew I had
to do something. I walked away from the crowd when Britney, Monica, and
Cheryl stopped me.

“What happened?” Monica asked.
“Shawn got into a fight with Adams. Apparently it had something to do

with Shawn’s ex.”
“What has Rachel got to do with anything?” Monica asked in disgust.
“Adams was the guy Rachel cheated on Shawn with,” I said softly.
“Shawn beating the crap out of Adams over another woman? While you

were standing there? Are you serious?” Cheryl asked.
“You don’t understand.”
“I understand completely. Shawn is a douche for defending another

woman while he’s with you. And the guy was the one who tried to rape you.
Shawn should have been defending you instead of an ex that cheated on him.”

“You don’t understand the whole story, Cheryl.”



“And you knew about the ex and Adams?” Cheryl asked Monica.
“I didn’t know.”
“You had to have since Shawn’s your boy.”
“Really, Cheryl, you’re gonna do this now?”
“Stop it! I’m tired of the constant fighting!” I yelled.
“I agree with Ri; the bickering is getting out of hand,” Britney inserted.
“I have to do something. Shawn wasn’t defending Rachel. He’s still upset

over what happened. That and what happened to me.”
“What are you going to do?” asked Britney.
“Something I should have done a long time ago.”
“Wait, you’re not going to press charges on Adams because of Shawn, are

you? If you’re going to do it, do it for yourself,” said Cheryl.
“I am, Cheryl. Maybe this is finally the wakeup call I needed.” I pushed

past my friends and headed to campus police. I needed to do this before it was
too late.

 
 
 

27. Shawn
 
 

I stared at the brown wall in the campus police department and sighed.
This was my first time inside the station and I couldn’t believe I was actually
there.

I glanced over at Adams, who was with his dad, Dean Parks, more likely
giving his side of what transpired. I looked out toward the window, not sure
what was going to happen.

After campus police hauled the two of us to the station, I was immediately
seated and given an ice pack for my face. Although one of the officers asked
if I needed medical attention, I didn’t need it since it was just a bloody lip. I
continued to sit, figuring I had to wait while Adams got the royal treatment.



I guess being the Dean’s son had its privileges.
I’m pretty sure the campus police will believe Adams over me, mainly

because of whom his father is. Although if given the chance, I will speak my
case, because I will not be put on suspension or expelled because of that
jackass.

Although I’m the one in the tight predicament, the only thing I could think
about was Riana. The look she had on her face when Adams talked about
Rachel broke my heart. I really hoped Riana didn’t take what happened the
wrong way, because I mainly punched Adams for what happened to Riana, not
because Rachel cheated on me with him.

Yes, I’m still hurting over what Rachel did to me, especially with that
douche, Adams, but ever since I met Riana, the hate I have for my ex is slowly
fading. I know I can’t continue to live in the past if I want to establish some
sort of future, not just with Riana, but with anyone, and simply forgiving
Rachel would be the start to that.

As for Adams, I’m pretty sure Riana was not the first woman he drugged
at Shaw, and probably wouldn’t be his last. Just the idea that he’s going to get
away with what he’s done aggravated me, making me want to go across the
counter and beat the crap out of him again.

I looked outside again, noticing Riana was walking toward the station. I sat
up in my seat, wondering why she was here.

She walked in and went straight to me. She sat down in the seat beside me,
taking her hand and touching my lips, which caused me to cringe from the
pain.

“I’m sorry; I shouldn’t have done that.”
“It’s cool. What are you doing here?”
“I had to see you. Has anyone spoken to you yet?”
“No. They’ve been speaking to Adams; no telling what he’s saying to

them.”
“He was the one who started it.”
“Let’s stop talking about him. Are you okay? I know that was intense for

you.”



Riana looked at me. She looked touched that I was concerned about her
when I was the one in trouble.

“I’m fine, Shawn. I’m worried about you, though.”
I took her hand and brought it to my lips, kissing each of her fingers.

Although my lips were stinging from the contact, seeing the look Riana had
on her face was worth the pain.

“Don’t worry, everything will be okay.”
“I want to press charges on Adams.”
I looked at Riana.
“Are you sure? Please, don’t do this because of what happened earlier. Do

it because you want to.”
“I do. I thought about it a lot, and even though it took me awhile to do it, I

need to. Adams could do it again, and that person might not be so lucky.”
I gave her a kiss on the forehead. Riana smiled as she gently put her

forehead to mine.
“You know it’s going to be a tough road ahead, right?” I asked.
“I know, but this time I have you along for the ride.”
“Definitely.”
As we stared at each other, Adams and Dean Parks walked past us. While

Dean Parks went to the clerk desk, Adams walked over to us giving us a sly
smile.

“How cute; seeing your boyfriend before he gets kicked out of here,
huh?”

“For what, doing what someone should have done a long time ago?” Riana
asked.

“Are you still mad about what happened at the party? Didn’t think you
would hold such a grudge.”

Before I could say anything, Riana stopped me. She went up to Adams with
a look of vengeance on her pretty face.

“You think you’re so smug since you have your dad cleaning up your dirty
work? What’s he done for you this time? Promise you’ll be a good boy and
help you get probation? How much damage are you going to cause before



something bad actually happens?”
“I don’t know what you’re talking about. What happened earlier was just a

misunderstanding on my part. It was Walker who had the temper and basically
went after me.”

“You know what I’m talking about. How many other girls did you slip the
date rape drug to, or was it just me?”

“I still don’t know what you’re talking about. Walker, I think your girl
needs her head examined.”

I was about to finish what I started in the quad as I went up to Adams.
Riana grabbed me as I was about to hit him.

“Stop, Shawn!”
“Go ahead, Walker, finish the job so your ass can be gone from here!”
“No, Adams, you’re the one who’s finished,” Riana said as she went over

to the clerk desk.
Adams looked at me with an infuriated gleam in his eyes.
“What’s she doing?”
I ignored Adams as I watched Riana at the clerk desk.
“You knew she was going to do this, didn’t you?”
I looked at Adams with a knowing glance.
“Yes, I did. This time your misdeeds are finally catching up with you.”
As an officer went over to me to get my side of what happened, a smile

started to spread on my lips at what she was about to do. I was proud of Riana
and her newfound confidence.

 
 
 

28. Riana
 
 

When I decided to stand up to Adams, a renewed source of energy went
through me. It was time for me to express how I felt toward him and to tell



him that I wasn’t going to stand for his bullshit. Although I felt that now, I
wish I’d that confidence when I was battling my problems with Nathan. Maybe
Shawn was the reason for my newfound confidence, but I know I shouldn’t let
Shawn fight my battle with Adams; now I was eager to fight this one on my
own.

As I was going to the front of the station, I was trying to stay strong as I
looked at the officer in front of me, but inside, I was shaking.

I looked over at Dean Parks, who was oblivious to what was going on
earlier between the three of us, as he was talking to an officer that was
behind the desk. The officer looked up and noticed me standing there.

“How may I help you?”
“Hi. I need to report an attempted rape. Someone drugged me two months

ago at a party near the university. The person is a student here.”
The officer appeared concerned as he looked at me.
“Why are just now reporting this?”
“I was scared. I thought the person might retaliate if I stepped forward.”
The officer looked at Dean Parks, who looked at me with concern as well.
“Do you know the assailant’s name?”
“Yes, I do. It’s Adams Parks.”
Dean Parks looked over at his son, who gave his father an angry stare.
“Come with me, miss,” the officer said.
As I went with the officer, I turned around and looked at Shawn. He was

with another officer, I was assuming giving his version of the incident with
Adams. Shawn gave me an encouraging smile as I went toward an
interrogation room.

I turned around and followed the officer, prepared to face whatever was
headed my way.

 
~ ~ ~ ~ ~

 
An hour later, I was standing outside of the police station looking at the

clear sky. After speaking with campus police regarding Adams, the officer



turned the information over to the Baker Police Department for the proper
punishment. Since the crime happened off-campus, campus police had no
jurisdiction to arrest Adams over the event. I now had to wait on the police
department to get in contact with me to do the proper procedure in pressing
charges on Adams. Since I also had a report from the hospital over what
happened, I had a solid statement that would help me with the charges.

As I continued to look at the sky, I felt a pair of hands go across my waist.
I suddenly turned around, realizing it was Shawn behind me.

“Hey,” he whispered.
I smiled as I wrapped my arms around him. Just being in his arms made

everything that happened earlier disappear.
“What happened with Adams?” I asked as I pulled from Shawn’s embrace.
“Nothing. I spoke with the police and they just gave me a warning.

Although fighting on campus is frowned upon, no one pressed any charges, so
everything is okay. I just can’t let it happen again, though.”

“I don’t think you have that to worry about once Adams is arrested. Once I
go through the proper procedures.”

“I’m so proud of you, Ri. That took a lot of courage.”
“I know; I just wish I would have done it sooner.”
“You decided to do it now, that’s all that matters.”
“If Adams has done this to other women, I hope this will give them the

courage to come forward.”
“Let’s hope so.”
I took his hand and smiled.
“So what should we do now besides getting you cleaned up?”
Shawn put his arm around me as he gave me a kiss on the cheek.
“If that requires us in a shower together, then I’m all for it.”
I laughed. “Ha, ha, no, sweetie; I was thinking something a little more like

getting you ready for open mic. I heard The Tunnel’s having one this Friday.”
“Look at you; I was the one telling you about it.”
“Well, let’s just say I have my sources now. So, what do you say; are you

in?”



Shawn looked at me as I gave him a sexy stare.
“Only on one condition.”
“What is it?”
“If you show me your most valued talent.”
“What are you talking about? I have showed you plenty.”
“We’ve been together for two months now. I showed you mine, now it’s

time to show me yours.”
I sighed as I looked into Shawn’s eyes.
“Fine, I’ll show you, but trust me, you’ll be surprised,” I said is a sultry

voice.
Shawn gave me an enticing smile, which made my body quiver.
“I’m counting on it.”
I gripped his hand as we started to walk.
“Now, let’s get you cleaned up.”
“I wasn’t kidding about the shower.”
I smiled as I lightly pushed Shawn. He put me in his arms and held me

tight as we continued to walk down the sidewalk.

 
 
 

29. Shawn
 
 

As Friday rolled around, I was unsure if I wanted to do open mic anymore.
Not only was I nervous, but I didn’t even know if the poem I was going to
recite was any good. I looked it over again, realizing that what I was going to
express later will change everything between Riana and me. Although we’ve
known each other for two months, I realized that I was falling in love with
her.

I didn’t think I would ever fall for anyone after what happened with
Rachel, but Riana gave me something that I completely missed in my life, and



that was the feeling of being in love.
I was still looking at the poem I’d written when Marcus walked into my

room.
“I know that look. I haven’t seen that look in a long time.”
I looked up and nodded my head.
“I’m kind of nervous about tonight.”
“Why? You’ve done this plenty of times,” Marcus responded, as he sat

down in the desk chair across from my bed.
“I know, but Riana will be in the audience tonight. She will know that this

poem is about her and our relationship.”
“Shawn, when have you ever been nervous about reciting a poem,

especially to a woman?”
“Riana’s different. I don’t know how she will react to our relationship

after tonight.”
“Little bro, I’ve seen Riana around you, and I think she feels the same way,

but doesn’t know how to tell you. I think this is the inspiration you need to
take things to the next level.”

Marcus got up and patted me on the back as he walked out. I looked at the
poem again and smiled.

I don’t know what will happen tonight, but I couldn’t keep my feelings in
any longer regarding my relationship with Riana. I wanted her, and everyone
else, to know how I felt, and what better way to do it than at open mic.

 
 
 

30. Riana
 
 

Cheryl, Britney, Monica, Monica’s boyfriend, Donnell, and I arrived at The
Tunnel wondering what to expect. As I went to the nearest couch toward the
front of the stage, Monica sat down and observed the environment. A small



crowd was already assembled throughout the club, either mingling or
relaxing on couches throughout the small space.

She looked at me and smiled. “I can’t believe you got Shawn to perform
again.”

“I can’t say it was me who did. He was the one who suggested it.”
“Yeah, but he never wanted to perform since his breakup with Rachel.

You’re bringing some of his spark back.”
“If you say so; I’m just excited to hear him perform.”
“Trust me, you will enjoy it. The times I’ve seen him perform, it was

electric. The type of performance that will make your panties wet.”
I looked at Monica as I bit my lip. I could imagine other ways that Shawn

could make me wet, but I quickly blocked that out of my memory.
“Just be prepared to have women throwing themselves at Shawn after he’s

done.”
Cheryl looked at Monica with disgust.
“Really, Monica. Why would you tell her that?”
“I’m just speaking the truth. He has that effect on women.”
I looked around and noticed Shawn walking in with Marcus and Jayden.

Looking at Shawn walking toward me had me instantly turned on. He was
looking sexy dressed in a dark blue dress shirt, black leather jacket, and dark
blue jeans. His lips curled up in an erotic smile as he saw me.

As soon as they approached the couch, Shawn gently pulled me up and
gave me a stimulating kiss. I wrapped my arms around him as he slid his hand
down my back. His lips went to my ear and nibbled on my earlobe, which
made me softly moan.

“Damn, I want to be alone with you right now,” he whispered.
“We will, later,” I whispered back.
As we continued our make-out session, Jayden started to fake cough,

getting our attention. We looked at and smiled. Since I’ve been dating Shawn,
he and Jayden have become fast friends, which is great for me. Although the
two were friends, Jayden warned Shawn if he broke my heart, he would kick
his ass. Typical Jayden, but I love him just the same.



“I would say get a room, but that’s just disturbing to say to my sister.”
I smiled at Jayden as Shawn took my hand.
“Are you nervous about performing?”
“I was at first, but I think it was mainly because I haven’t done it in a while.

But there may be another reason why I can’t perform tonight.”
“Why’s that?” I asked with a concern look.
“You and how sexy you look right now,” he replied as he scanned my

body.
At first, I was a little hesitant on wearing my black bodycon dress with

black spiked ankle boots, but as I looked at Shawn and how he was staring at
me, I knew the outfit was a good choice.

“Well, that should be motivation for you to do well. Besides, I might give
you a surprise after the performance.”

“Oh really; and what will it consist of?”
Even in heels, I had to stand on my tiptoes to reach Shawn’s ear. I ran my

tongue down his earlobe.
“You’ll have to find out later,” I whispered.
We looked over at our friends and they were busy talking to each other,

not caring what we were doing.
The club started to fill up as open mic was about to begin. As we took our

seats on the couch, the emcee came onto the stage to introduce the evening.
“Good evening, everyone, and welcome to The Tunnel’s Open Mic

Friday!”
The crowd started to clap and cheer loudly. I looked at Shawn as I

squeezed his hand.
“Now, for those of you who’ve never been to our open mic, you are in for

a real treat. The performers you will see tonight are inspiring singers,
rappers, and poets who want to showcase their talents to you all. We ask that
you do not boo anyone on stage tonight, and of course, have a good time.
First up, he hasn’t been on this stage in quite some time, but if you’re a
regular here, you’ll know him. Shawn Walker, come on up here!”

Shawn looked at me as he gave me a quick kiss on the lips before going



to the stage. I looked around at the club as the crowd was loudly applauding
for him. Monica was right, Shawn did have a presence here, and if it’s going
to be like the poem he showed me at his apartment, then I know it will be a
great performance.

He went up to the emcee and gave him a brotherly hug before taking the
microphone from him. I sat back onto the couch cushion, preparing myself
for what was about to happen.

Shawn looked out toward the crowd and gave one of his famous sexy
smiles, which literally made me wet. Yes, he has that effect on me.

“Hello, everyone. I know it’s been awhile since I’ve been on-stage, but I
just want to say that I recently gained a bit of inspiration to come back and
perform. In fact, the poem I’m going to recite tonight is about her. I hope you
all enjoy it.”

He looked at me with a warm smile that made my heart melt. I looked
over at my friends, who all gave me a smile. I didn’t know Shawn was going
to do a poem about me, which automatically made my eyes well up.

Shawn looked at the crowd and began to recite his poem.
 
How can I think of something so nice
How can I think of a girl who doesn’t care about the price
Just to say you knock me off my feet
Just to say you make me complete
The way you make me smile
Just drives me so wild
The way you touch
Makes me miss you so much
When you show me how much you care
I just look in your eyes and stare
I miss you
I want to kiss you
Everything I say is true
Every day I think of you



I hope you feel the same way too
Without you, I wouldn’t know what to do
You completely have my heart
That’s why I love you so much.
 
As he was saying each line, the tears I tried to hold back began to flow.

Shawn was declaring his love to me! Although we’d only known each other
for a short while, he felt in his heart that I was the one for him.

And honestly, I felt he was the one for me. I wasn’t going to tell him how I
felt because I didn’t think he had the same feelings, but now that he expressed
his thoughts to me and to the crowd at The Tunnel, I felt it was only fitting to
do the same. But when we were alone.

As the crowd went wild, I stood up from the couch and gave a standing
ovation for my man. As I watched Shawn give the microphone back to the
emcee, he came over to me and wrapped his arms around me. I had to breathe
in his scent, because he was extremely intoxicating.

“I hope I didn’t put you on the spot, but Ri, I love you,” he whispered.
“Not at all. I love you, too,” I whispered back.
We didn’t pay attention to the next performer on stage. The only thing

that mattered between us was that the feelings we had were truly real and that
we were finally able to love again.

 
 
 

31. Shawn
 
 

After the last performer sang Alicia Keys’ “Like The Sea,” the dance
floor was officially opened.

As Marcus and Donnell went to get everyone drinks, Riana, her friends,
and I were seated near the back of the club listening to Drake’s latest single.



Riana leaned her body toward me, giving me a seductive look. I was still
in awe over her confession to me. To be honest, I thought the feelings were
one-sided. I didn’t know how she would react to me saying I loved her, but
when she returned those feelings to me, I literally wanted to scream it to the
world. I couldn’t believe this beautiful woman beside me was in love with me,
and tonight, I really wanted to be able to show her how much I loved her.
Even if she’s not ready for that step, that would be fine for me. Just knowing
that she loves me is all that mattered.

“What you thinking about, baby?” I asked, as I slid my hand down her
body, feeling the softness of the dress and her skin against me.

“I’m just still in amazement over earlier.”
“I’m sure. You made me really happy tonight.”
“I hope I can make you happy forever.”
I smiled as I leaned down to kiss her. Riana parted her lips, allowing me to

slide my tongue into her mouth, savoring the moment.
“Excuse me, you two, but we didn’t come here to see you make out all

night,” Marcus interrupted.
I looked up as he and Donnell put our drinks down on the table in front of

us.
“You all better be glad Donnell and I are over the age, because y’all

definitely wouldn’t be drinking tonight.”
“Speak for yourself. I have a fake ID,” Monica said, as she grabbed her

Long Island Iced Tea and took a sip. “Damn, this drink is strong.”
“You know this place serves straight alcohol. No watered down drinks

here,” Marcus said as he took his vodka and drank it without stopping.
“Were you going to come up for air?” Cheryl asked as she looked at

Marcus.
Marcus gave Cheryl a smirk as a dance song came on, prompting him to

grab her hand.
“Dance with me.”
“Fine,” Cheryl said as she went with him out onto the dance floor.
Monica and Donnell went out as well. As Riana and I were about to go



back to our make-out session, Britney and Jayden took each of Riana’s hands
and pulled her up.

“Oh no, this is a group outing, so let’s go,” Britney said as she led us
toward the dance floor.

While the song was pounding through the club’s speakers, I started to feel
the rhythm as I watched everyone having a good time. I looked at Riana as
she began to move her hips to the beat, giving me all type of thoughts of how
I wanted to end the night. I stared at her as she seductively rolled her hips.

She motioned me to come to her, which I instantly did. She turned around
as I grabbed her waist. She ground her ass onto me, giving me a hard-on right
on the dance floor.

“Come on,” I whispered to her.
Riana turned around and gave me a sexy smile as I took her hand. Without

giving anyone an explanation, we walked off the dance floor.
I led her toward the back of the club, which had three private restrooms,

and went into one. As soon as I closed and locked the door, I went over to
her, giving her a kiss so tantalizing, it nearly knocked both of us over. I
grabbed Riana by the waist as she wrapped her legs around me, backing us up
against the wall. I moved my lips to her neck, giving her wet kisses toward
her chest. Riana gave a whimper, as I hiked up her dress.

Right now, it didn’t matter if we were in a club restroom, I had to pleasure
her. I wanted to hear her moan, call out my name while she came. Nothing
gave me more satisfaction than to see her unravel with pleasure, and that I
was the one doing it to her.

I pushed her thong to the side and slipped my hand between her thighs.
“I love how wet you are for me,” I whispered in her ear.
She gave a moan as she clenched the back of my head, pulling me closer

to her.
I put two fingers inside her, causing her to arch her back against the wall.
As I quickened my movement, Riana’s moans became even louder.
“Come for me, baby,” I whispered.
I knew that sent her over the edge, as her body began to spasm against me.



She held on tight to me as she continued to move on my fingers, causing her
to have another orgasm.

I watched her as she came off her orgasmic high. Her cheeks were
flushed, her lips parted, and she had a look on her face that read she was
ready to have me, all of me; just like I was with her.

“I love it when you come.”
She reached for my hand and took my fingers and began to suck herself

off of them. This girl didn’t know what she was doing to me right now.
I went up to her and kissed her, tasting herself on our lips. To me, that was

definitely a turn-on that I wanted to continue in the privacy of my bedroom.
“You ready to go?”
“Yes, but what about Marcus and Jayden? Didn’t they ride with you?”
“I’m pretty sure Cheryl can give them a ride home. I have a lot more

planned for us.”
Riana smiled as we walked toward the door. I unlocked and opened the

door, seeing the emcee and the owner of the club standing out in the hallway.
The two looked at us, giving us surprised looks. They probably heard what
we were doing, but I didn’t care. I don’t think Riana did either, as she looked
at them with a huge smile.

“Good night,” I called to the two, as Riana and I walked hand in hand down
the hall.

I realized then that we had another thing in common, but this one I hoped
would never end.

We both laughed as we walked toward our friends.

 
 
 

32. Riana
 
 

After letting everyone know we were leaving, Shawn and I were in his car



headed to his apartment. Marcus agreed to stay out for the night, so Shawn
and I could have some time alone.

“Are you even concerned where he will be?” I asked while Shawn made a
left turn.

“I’m pretty sure he’ll be with Cheryl.”
I leaned back into the passenger seat, wondering if they were going to

engage in the same activities we’re planning on doing.
They better not on the couch!
“Has Marcus mentioned anything to you about him and Cheryl?”
“Not really; he just said they’re friends.”
I looked out the window and sighed.
Hopefully, they both know what they’re getting into. If Marcus knew

Cheryl by now, she doesn’t like commitment, which from what Shawn told
me, Marcus doesn’t either.

“Besides, I think Britney is staying with Monica tonight, so it’s a sure bet
Marcus and Cheryl are at your apartment.”

“And how do you know that?”
“Jayden mentioned something about him and Britney going to an after

hour pool hall after the club.”
“Oh, okay.”
“Anyway, enough about our friends; let’s focus on us and the good time

we’re about to have. All night long.”
I smiled, and since we were now in the parking lot of his apartment, I took

Shawn’s hand in mine and he gave my hand a squeeze.
We both got out of the car, anxiously wanting to get into the apartment. I

never thought I would feel this way again; wanting to be with a guy again
physically. I know Shawn’s been patient with me and what I had to go through
to be fully comfortable with him, but I also know that he wanted to go further
in our relationship. Now, I can say that I want that also.

“Did you want anything to eat or drink?” Shawn asked, while he put his
keys onto the coffee table.

“I think you know what I want,” I said. Shawn looked at me with a



surprised expression on his face. Even I was surprised at what I just said.
“Aren’t we a little impatient? I did say we had all night. I want us to enjoy

the time we have together.”
“I agree. I want us to take our time and enjoy every aspect of tonight.”
Shawn smiled as he kissed me. The kiss wasn’t rushed like at the club; this

one was more tender and sweet.
He went over to his stereo near the TV and put a CD in. The sounds of

John Legend came through the speakers as he looked at me.
“We didn’t get to finish our dance at the club.”
“I know. Someone was eager to make me come,” I said as I put my arms

around him.
“I didn’t hear any complaints, did I?”
I smiled as I listened to the lyrics to the song that was playing. Shawn

looked into my eyes as he ran his hand down the side of my body. As I
continued to listen, I began to think about Shawn and I and what we were
about to experience together. We were about to give ourselves to each other,
which was a big step for me. Shawn changed my perspective about love,
giving me a second chance on having that wonderful feeling.

Shawn began to sing the lyrics to the song, as I put my head on his chest. I
loved hearing him sing. The first time he sang to me was during a
commercial on TV and he was playfully mocking the jingle; but when he
sings, it’s like heaven to me. His voice sounds so beautiful, which made me
wonder if he chose the wrong career path.

As he continued to sing, my eyes started to tear up. The song was
beautiful and just him singing was sending me over the edge.

Shawn wiped the tears that were falling on my face, giving me a kiss on
both my cheeks.

I reached up and met his lips as he stopped dancing. He put his fingers
through my hair, letting go of my lips as he kissed my collarbone. I let out a
soft sigh as he pulled my dress sleeve down, exposing my shoulder. He began
to give soft kisses, gently sucking on my skin.

I pulled off his jacket and threw it on the couch. I slowly unbuttoned his



shirt, not taking my eyes off of him the entire time. I carefully took the shirt
off his shoulders, staring at his chest, amazed at how good his body looked in
front of me. I ran my tongue down his chest, which caused Shawn to give a
low groan. My hands landed on his jeans, unbuckling them after his belt.

Before I could even finish, Shawn picked me up and carried me into his
bedroom. He used his foot to push open the door. As we ventured in, we
never took our lips apart.

He lay me down on his bed, taking his time with me as he slowly took off
my boots and thigh high stockings. He carefully took off my dress, while
tenderly caressing my body. He leaned over and began to kiss my legs and
between my thighs.

I moaned as he came up to my breasts.
He took one into his mouth and softly sucked on the nipple, causing me to

put my head back on the pillow. He did the same to my other breast, making
me run my hand down his back. He slid down, kissing my stomach and navel
until he stopped between my thighs. He kissed between them before going to
my clit. He began to massage my clit with his tongue, moving it in circular
motions.

I gripped his head between my thighs, hoping I wasn’t suffocating him, but
the sensation I was having felt so good, I didn’t want it to stop.

Shawn continued using his mouth on me, sucking and licking my clit as if
it were an ice cream cone.

I started grinding myself against his mouth, my body seeming to have a
mind of its own. I couldn’t control myself as I found my release, saying things
I never thought I would say in my life. Just that alone made me feel like I was
on a natural high, but I needed more. I needed him inside of me.

Shawn looked up and gave me a wide smile. “That was sexy.”
I smiled as I put my head back on the pillow. I had to catch my breath from

the orgasm I just had.
But Shawn wasn’t done. He slid a finger inside of me, causing me to lean

back further onto the pillow. As he glided his finger in and out of me, I didn’t
know if I wanted to wait any longer for him to be in me.



“Shawn, I want you.”
“I know, but we’re not going to rush it. Believe me, it will be worth the

wait.”
I looked at him as I lifted up to him and kissed him. “In that case, it’s my

turn.”
Shawn lay down on the bed as I sat up.
I pulled his jeans down and threw them on the floor. I grabbed his boxer

briefs and did the same to them. I watched in amazement as his erection
sprang to life in front of me. I took my hand and touched the pre-cum that
was sliding from the head. I took my hand and began to slowly stroke his
flesh. I stared at Shawn as he closed his eyes for a brief moment. He opened
them and gave me a lust-filled expression, making me wet all over again.

I bent down to face his dick as I lowered my mouth on him. This was my
first time ever doing this to anyone, so I was hoping it would be a good
experience for him. As I had Shawn inside my mouth, I carefully used my
tongue to lick the outer flesh while slowly moving my mouth up and down
the shaft. I pulled back and let my tongue swirl around the tip of his head,
causing him to moan.

I took him back into my mouth, as deep inside as I could. I pulled back out
and then went deep again.

“Shit, baby, I don’t want to come right now.”
I became even more excited at Shawn’s reaction. I hadn’t known that I’d

like having the sense of control that I had right now. But watching him now
underneath me, I couldn’t help but get a little bit of pleasure out of it.

Shawn sat up as he grabbed my hips. He pulled me down on the bed as he
lay on top of me. He went over to his nightstand and pulled out a condom. I
looked at him as I stopped him.

“What’s wrong?”
“I just want to let you know that I’m on the pill.”
Shawn looked at me as he put the condom on the bed.
“What are you saying, Ri?”
“I’m just saying that even if we use a condom, that I’m on the pill as well.”



Shawn looked confused with indecision. Hopefully, I wasn’t killing the
mood right now.

When I’d decided I wanted to take the next step with Shawn, I went to the
University Health Center two weeks ago and asked for the most effective
birth control that was available. Although I wanted to sleep with Shawn, I was
still a little hesitant about being with him, mainly because of my issues with
Nathan.

But as I looked at him, and thought about the way he was toward me, the
gentleness he was displaying, I realized that Shawn was nothing like Nathan.
He cared about me and my thoughts and feelings. In order for me to move on
with my life and the feelings I had in the past, I needed to embrace the
feelings I have for the person I love now. I was tired of hiding and I wanted to
share my feelings with him.

“Baby, are you sure you want to do this? I mean, since what happened…”
“I do, Shawn. I need to.”
Shawn gave me a concerned look as he kissed my cheek. He kissed my

lips as he stared at me again.
“I need to hear you say that you’re ready.”
I stared straight into his brown eyes as I reached for his lips. I slid my

tongue into his mouth, putting all the confirmation he needed into the kiss.
“I’m ready, Shawn.”
He smiled as he opened up the foil wrapper. He carefully placed the

condom on himself as I lay down on the bed. He lay on top of me and gave
gentle kisses on my lips and my neck.

I began to tremble as I anticipated what was about to come. Since the only
person I’d been with was Nathan, I knew it was going to hurt, making me feel
like a virgin over all again. The thought of it was scaring me completely.

As Shawn kissed me again, he noticed my tremors.
“It’s okay, Ri. I won’t hurt you, I promise.”
I nodded my head as I didn’t trust myself to speak. I put my hands on his

arms as he lowered himself onto me.
He stared at me as he slowly entered me, causing me to gasp. I tightened



my hands around his arms, trying hard not to scream out or cry. I didn’t want
to scare Shawn, but from how he was staring at me, I think he knew what was
going on.

“I can stop.”
“No, please don’t,” I said.
Shawn went in again, stopping to make sure I was okay. He kissed my

forehead and my lips before pulling out. Stopping at the tip, he slowly went
back in, letting out a groan.

I dug my fingernails into his back, as the pain began to subside. My body
began to adjust to him, and I was starting to feel pleasure instead of pain.

“Shawn,” I hissed, lifting my hips to get a better feel of him.
“You feel so good, baby,” Shawn said as he kissed my earlobe.
I didn’t know if I was going to last long with the way he was going inside

of me. I matched him stroke for stroke; we were sliding against each other
from the sweat we were generating. My insides began to tighten, and I
realized I was almost done for.

“I need you to come, Ri,” Shawn groaned.
He didn’t need to say more, as a gigantic wave went through me. I dug my

fingernails into his flesh, knowing I probably broke some skin.
Shawn let out a growl deep within as he squeezed my body.
I was shuddering from the incredible sensation that overtook me. As he

thrust into me one last time, I realized he was spent, pulling me toward him.
The effects of his orgasm gave me aftershocks, initiating me to lean into him.
I stared at him as he took my hand and locked it into his.

“I love you so much, Riana.”
“I love you too, Shawn.”

 
 
 

33. Shawn
 



 
I loved watching Riana sleep. The way she looked as her body lay

peacefully next to me. Her lips curled up into a delightful smile. I hope she
was having serene thoughts about what happened tonight.

Being with Riana was wonderful and magnificent and truly hot. Yes, not
only was it beautiful, but extremely sexy while I was inside of her. The way
she felt against me, how she said my name, the way her body responded to
mine made my dick hard again. After what happened between us tonight, I
know I could never hurt her. I wouldn’t know what I would do if I did.

I suddenly felt movement, as Riana began to stir in her sleep. She slowly
opened her eyes and looked at me. She gave a sweet smile, which I gladly
returned.

“Hey, sleeping beauty.”
“Hey. How long was I asleep?” she asked as she turned toward me.
“Not that long, just an hour.”
“I’m surprised you’re not asleep.”
“Couldn’t; I was a little distracted by your beauty.”
Riana blushed as I gave her a kiss on the cheek.
“Are you hungry? I could make you an omelet?”
“No, the only thing I want is to be close to you,” Riana said as she put her

back to me.
I put my arm around her as I kissed her neck.
“Tell me about your family. I know a lot about Marcus from the time we

spend together, but what about your parents? I want to know all about them,”
said Riana.

I smiled as I started to play with her hair. The strands felt so soft against
my fingers.

“Well, they met while attending Shaw. I think my dad was nineteen and my
mom was eighteen, same age as us. Ironically, they met in class and couldn’t
stand each other at first.”

“Wow, freaky coincidence,” Riana said with a smile.
“They tried to avoid each other at all costs. But one day, things changed



between them. My mom had a flat tire on her way home. It was raining and
she didn’t want to get out to change it. My dad was driving down the street
when he noticed her stranded and pulled over to stop. He helped her, and ever
since then, they became friends. They realized there was something there all
along but were too stubborn to admit it; that’s why they were at each other ’s
throats all the time.”

“Ahh, the buildup sexual tension routine.”
“Pretty much. After they graduated college, my dad became an accountant

while my mom became an elementary teacher. Two years later, they had
Marcus and four years later, I came into the world.”

“I’m pretty sure they had their hands full with the two of you.”
“You know it. We were always into something. If it wasn’t Marcus pulling

pranks in school, it was me with my smart mouth. I was constantly in the
principal’s office for talking back to my teachers.”

“I’m pretty sure you had a good explanation for that, right?”
“My teachers didn’t have the common sense they were given. I simply just

corrected them on certain mistakes.”
“Sure,” Riana said as she pushed her butt back on my dick.
“Don’t start something,” I said in a low voice.
“What if I’m trying to?” she teased.
I kissed the back of her neck, continuing down to her upper back. I palmed

her butt as I kissed her shoulder.
“What about your parents? You mention your mom a lot, but not your

dad,” I said.
I could feel Riana’s body become tense at the mention of her father. I

guess there was a reason she never talked about him.
“My father passed away when I was ten; a car accident.”
“I’m sorry,” I said as I held Riana tighter.
“I remember that day as if it was yesterday. From what the police could

gather, he was killed by a drunk driver. The person was driving on the wrong
side of the road and collided head-on with my dad. He died instantly. I know
he was leaving work to come to Jayden’s junior league basketball game.



When Jayden heard about the news, it hit him hard. He sort of blamed himself
because my dad was trying to get to his game, but it wasn’t his fault. If the
person that hit him wasn’t drunk…” Riana stopped talking as her body began
to tremble.

“It’s okay,” I told her, as I pressed her back against my chest. She leaned
her head against me as she let out a tiny sob.

“When we heard it was a drunk driver that caused the accident, Jayden and
I made a vow to never drink. We kept that promise, not just to ourselves but
for our dad. We didn’t want his death to go unnoticed. My friends love to
drink, and even though I tried to get them to stop on several occasions, it
usually fell on deaf ears. They’re going to live their lives and don’t need
anyone to dictate to them. I just don’t want them getting behind the wheel
after drinking, even if it’s just one drink. That’s why I tend to be the
designated driver when needed.”

“Would your friends respect your wishes because of what happened to
your dad?”

“They do, but they’re the types that figure they can make their own
judgments about things. I just try to keep them safe when I can. After his
death, we tried to live a normal life, because that’s what he would have
wanted. He wouldn’t want us not living our lives like we should, but it was
hard. He was the rock of our family. I’m not saying my mom didn’t keep us
together, because she did; but my dad was the glue that held everyone
together.

“If we had a problem, no matter how big or small it was, he was right
there to fix it for us. He would be the one who would give his last scoop of
ice cream if Jayden and I dropped ours. That actually happened too. Jayden
and I were five and we were in the park, when I dropped my ice cream on the
ground. I was so upset, I burst out crying. Of course, Jayden was laughing. My
dad looked at me, handed me his cone and said, ‘There’s never any point in
crying when I’m here.’ And I never did cry after that day, because I knew he
would be there to protect me, up until what happened with Nathan.

“I wished my dad had been alive then because I really needed him. I



needed him to protect me, to tell me that I didn’t need to cry or feel scared
because he was there for me. Sure, my mom was there to support me, but I
knew it took a toll on her. To this day, she still feels empty because her
soulmate is no longer here with her. She may not show it, but I know she’s
still hurting. She played the role of mother and father to both Jayden and me,
and I hate that she didn’t have that support system she needed to help her get
through the things he and I put her through.”

“Baby, what happened then was not your fault. Don’t blame yourself for
what Nathan put you and your family through.”

“I try not to, but it’s still hard.”
“Don’t worry; we’ll get through it together,” I said as I put my face on her

neck.
“My dad would have loved you,” Riana told me as she turned to face me. I

took my finger and wiped away a tear that was rolling down her cheek.
“Really?”
“You kind of remind me of him.”
“Why do you say that?” Shawn asked.
“Your personality; your charm. I remember my mom telling me how my

dad had asked her to their high school prom. They just started dating and he
wanted to find a unique way to ask her. He did something similar to what you
did for me with our ‘prom night’.”

“What he do?”
“He asked his friends’ parents who owned a diner if he could rent out the

place for the night. They agreed to do it for free, but only for a few hours
since he was asking to close on their busiest night. With the help of his friend
and his parents, they fixed up the place to have a romantic theme, complete
with flowers and candles. He told her that he was taking her some place
special and to dress up for the occasion. He came to pick her up, and had a
blindfold in the car. He blindfolded her and told her the place was a surprise.
Little did she know, when they got there, not only did they fix the place up,
but they also had the front of the diner set up like a miniature garden with the
words ‘Will you go to prom with me’ spelled out in red rose petals. My mom



said that was the most romantic gesture a guy ever done for her.
“Of course, the rest was history. They got married, had Jayden and me,

and had a happy marriage. I looked at their marriage as an example to how I
want my life to be. Just like you with your parents.”

“Well, I think that could be arranged, don’t you think?” Shawn asked.
“I really do, now.”
“I know this is kind of short notice, but how would you feel about

spending Thanksgiving with my family? My parents don’t really make a big
deal about holidays, but I figure since we’re both going home for the break,
that maybe you, your mom and Jayden could spend time with us and just have
an old-fashioned holiday dinner.”

Riana’s eyes lit up when I mentioned the invite.
“I would love that. I think we all would. The holidays are still kind of hard

for us. Sometimes, we don’t even really celebrate them. Sure, we would do
the family thing and spend time together, but it hasn’t been the same since
our dad’s passing. There was one thing we always did every Thanksgiving
though. Each person said what they were thankful for. My dad always loved
when we did that, so we kept the tradition going.”

“Well, hopefully this year we can bring a little happiness back to you and
your family. Believe me, once you spend a day with the Walker ’s, you’d
probably wish you were spending some quiet time alone.”

“Well, I think it will be fun. Thank you.”
I kissed Riana as she put her hand on my chest. She moved her fingers

toward my stomach. Her hand landed on my dick, and she gave the head a
light squeeze.

“Are you trying to start something?” I asked.
“What do you think?” she asked in a seductive tone.
That was confirmation for me as I lowered her on the bed. Round two was

about to begin.

 
 



 
34. Riana

 
 

Four days after my magnificent night with Shawn, Thanksgiving break
was finally upon us, and the campus was closing for a three-day break. I was
packing some clothes into my overnight bag when I heard my phone vibrate. I
went over to my nightstand to pick up my phone, and saw that it was a
notification on my WhatsAPP Messenger.

Hey, stranger. Just checking to see how everything is going.
I smiled as I replied to his text. Hearing from Elis was kind of a shock to

me, since we hadn’t talked recently. We mainly just text each other good
morning or hi every now and then.

I figured he was busy with school, just like I was; but honestly, it didn’t
matter now, since I was with Shawn. I was going to tell Shawn about Elis,
since I was still talking to him every once in a while, but I didn’t know how
Shawn would react to me talking to another guy, even if it was someone I’ve
never met.

I went over to my desk and put a couple of papers to the side, realizing I
had to finish my teasers for my broadcasting project. The story was coming
along well, and Shawn and I were going to work on the project before we
both headed out to our parents’ houses.

Since we’ve officially been together, we haven’t spent much time on the
project. I guess other things have gotten in the way of doing that, but I gave
Shawn an ultimatum that we will not sleep together until the project was
done, even if we have to work on it while we’re on break.

The doorbell rang, and I passed by Britney’s room. She’d already left with
Jayden, who wanted to go early to beat the traffic into town.

Cheryl left as well, but promised me she would be at Shawn’s house on
Thanksgiving since Marcus invited her and she didn’t want to spend the day
with her family. I didn’t know what was going on with her and her parents, but
knowing with Cheryl, anything was possible.



I opened the door, greeting Shawn with a kiss as he stepped in the foyer.
“Hey, I brought wings and fries.”
“Chipotle barbecue, I hope.”
“Is there any other kind?”
I smiled as I went up to him. He took his free hand and grabbed me by the

waist, pulling me to him.
“I really hope we can finish this project soon, because I miss being inside

of you.”
“It’s only been two days.”
“Two days is definitely too long,” he said as he started to suck on my

neck. Just him touching me was enough for me to go back on my ultimatum,
but we needed to finish this project, since the semester was almost over.

“Why don’t we get started? We do need to get out on the road, soon.”
Shawn went over to set the food down on the brown ottoman near the

couch while I went into the kitchen. As soon as I walked back into the living
room with two glasses of soda, Shawn was on the couch with his laptop.

“Okay, the topic we chose is pretty random, but it does talk about campus
life.”

“I think the topic is actually good. We’ve already conducted interviews
with some students on campus. I also did interviews with the girls before they
left.”

“That’s good. So what else do we need?”
“We still have to do the dialogue, teasers, and edit the piece.”
“Can we at least eat first?” he asked.
“We can eat and work at the same time. We have to get used to this if

we’re going to go into this field,” I commented as I sat by him. I picked up a
wing, and quickly licked the tangy sauce before it fell on my shirt. I took my
fingers and began to suck the extra sauce that lingered on my fingertips.

Shawn gave me a hungry stare. Evidently it wasn’t from the food I was
eating.

“Do that again and I’ll have to lick you.”
I looked at him as I pulled out another wing. I knew we should be



working, but by the way Shawn was looking at me now, I figured why not
tease him a little.

I put the wing to my lips and began to slowly suck on the sauce. I rolled
my tongue around the excess juice as I popped the boneless wing into my
mouth.

Shawn came over to me as I lay down on the couch.
“I guess a break is in order,” I said, as I took off his shirt.
So my ultimatum failed, but that definitely wasn’t a concern right now.

 
 
 

35. Shawn
 
 

Damn, I couldn’t get enough of Riana! When she gave me the ultimatum
about not sleeping together until the project was done, I knew she would go
back on her word. Thankfully, she couldn’t get enough of me either.

After we made love on the couch, we ate our food and started back
working on our project. We began to compile everything we received from
the students we interviewed. I was sitting on the couch while Riana was
stretched out with her legs on my lap. She was writing her dialogue for the
story, while I stared at her. I loved watching her work.

She looked serious as she looked at the piece she’d just written. She
didn’t like what was on paper, so she balled it up in her hands and threw it on
the floor. She looked at me and gave me a smirk.

“Shouldn’t you be working?”
“Actually, I’m already done. I compiled the information needed. We can’t

do any editing until we return next week, so my work is done for now.”
“Well, unfortunately, mine’s not. For some reason, I can’t get a decent

dialogue together.”
“That’s because you’re stressed.”



“I hardly doubt that. What we did earlier was definitely a stress reliever.”
“Definitely, but there’s something else I want to do to you.”
Riana looked at me and smiled.
“Should I even ask?”
I grabbed Riana’s notebook from her and put it on the ottoman.
“Come with me,” I said as I took her hand in mine. I took a small bag out

of my laptop bag before I drew her toward her bedroom.
“What’s in the bag?” she asked.
“It’s something we’ll both enjoy.”
Riana smiled as she lay on the bed.
“Of course, I wasn’t expecting us to do anything since you gave your

ultimatum recently.”
“And look how that turned out.”
“Just admit it; you can’t get enough of me, because I definitely can’t with

you.” I went up to her and gave her a passionate kiss.
I took off her shirt and threw it toward her desk chair. I unhooked her bra,

and ran my finger between her breasts and down her stomach.
“Lay down on your stomach.”
She obliged, while I went to the desk to pick up the bag. I pulled out a

bottle of massage oil.
“What are you up to?”
“Well, I figured a massage was in order, since you’re stressed and all.”
“You’re just finding an excuse to touch me.”
“I don’t think I need an excuse for that, baby.” I opened the bottle and the

sweet smell of chocolate filled the room as I poured a small amount onto
Riana’s back. She slightly shifted her body from the coldness of the oil.

“Did I mention it was edible?”
Riana turned her head as a smile spread across her lips.
“This massage should be interesting.”
I gave her a grin as I began to rub her shoulders. I slowly touched her soft

skin, applying pressure in areas that were tense. Riana got comfortable. I
trailed my fingers down her back, threading lightly down her spine as I



applied more pressure to the lower half. I put more oil onto her back and ass,
rubbing it into her skin. I moved forward and kissed her back, stopping in the
center to suck some of the oil from her. I continued my trail to her ass,
kissing each of her caramel cheeks. Riana started to squirm from the
sensation, which suddenly made my dick rise.

I slowly went down her legs, putting more oil onto her as I massaged her
thighs and calves. I licked the excess oil from her. I turn her over on her
back, applying more moisture on her chest. Her nipples were already erect,
meaning she was extremely turned on. I caressed her stomach, going up to
her breasts as I used my mouth to get a good taste of the oil. I switched to the
other breast, doing the same to the nipple.

“Fuck me, Shawn.”
Hearing her say that had me wanting to do just that, but that’s something

I’d never do. I went up to her ear, as I placed kisses on her neck.
“Fucking is a term I don’t use. When I’m with you, I like to take my time

until you’re truly and utterly satisfied. In other words, baby, I don’t fuck.”
Riana gave a whimper as she ground her clit onto my dick. I knew she

wanted it, but like I told her, I wanted to take my time with her.
I went back to her chest, kissing her body until I reached her clit. I leaned

over, connecting my tongue to her. Riana moved her body to me as I sucked
on her folds. I edged my tongue inside her, causing her to scream out in pure
pleasure. I put a finger inside her while I moved my tongue on her clit,
tugging on the outer folds while I moved my finger in and out of her.

“I’m coming, Shawn!” Riana yelled as she stroked her clit to my mouth.
“Come hard for me.”
And that she did. Her body was quivering from the sensation she just

experienced. I could watch Riana come all day, every day.
She looked up at me with that look I adored so much. Even though she just

had a release, she still wanted more.
She pushed me onto the bed, not even giving me time to position myself.

She grabbed my wallet that I’d left on her nightstand and pulled out a
condom. She ripped open the foil package with her teeth. I watched her, still



not believing this is the same person that I encountered in August. She was no
longer the scared girl that couldn’t love anyone; now, she had a confidence in
her that was too sexy for words. She knew what she wanted, and right then, it
was me.

She straddled me, sliding me inside of her. She gave a delectable sigh as
she slowly moved her hips. I watched her move, hoping I could last longer in
this position. She inched her hands to her breasts as she circled her fingers
around the nipples. I became a little jealous of her hands because I wanted to
touch her. She leaned forward to me, her hair becoming a curtain around us.
She squeezed her walls on my dick, triggering me to give a deep moan,
because that felt so damn good. She put her lips on my chest, sliding down
before coming back to my lips. She gave me a kiss, as she tried to quicken
her pace.

“Slow down, I want to enjoy this moment. I want to enjoy you on top of
me.”

Riana bit her lip as she lean forward again. I moved my hands from her
hips and onto her ass. She moaned in my ear, giving me a sign that she was
enjoying the feel. She straightened herself up, changing rhythms. She was
swiftly rolling her hips onto me, making me become severely incoherent at
the moment.

“Shit!”
Riana tightened herself on me, which I knew meant she was about to

come.
She squeezed her inner muscles around me, knowing I didn’t have too

much longer.
“Come with me, Ri.”
Those were the words she needed to hear. She gave out a piercing scream

as she violently came on me. I couldn’t hold mine in any longer, as I groaned
loudly before releasing myself. She lie beside me, truly and utterly satisfied.

I looked at her and smiled contentedly.
“I really hope your neighbors are not at home.”
Riana laughed as she kissed my cheek.



She went into my arms, as I pulled her close, smelling the scent of
chocolate and her. We later fell into a deep, gratifying sleep.

 
 
 

36. Riana
 
 

Once Shawn and I took a two-hour nap, we were on the road to Houston.
Although the drive to my house was only an hour and a half, we didn’t want to
wait too long before the traffic really picked up. Shawn told me that when the
campus was closed, students tended to all leave at the same time, causing a
delay in traffic; therefore we knew we had to get moving.

We were heading down Highway 99, when I plugged my iPhone into the
auxiliary jack. Robin Thicke’s voice began to vibrate off of the speakers as
Shawn turned up the volume.

“You sure you want to leave your car at the apartment?” Shawn asked
while looking at the road ahead.

“It’s fine. I figure it’s just three days. Besides, we’ll be together during the
break anyway.”

“So, I think I have an idea about your valued talent.”
I looked at Shawn, not knowing what he was saying.
“What you mean?”
“Jayden mentioned that you used to like karaoke when you were younger.

He said that you used to go to a place on 59 and Gessner.”
“Oh, Blue Night Karaoke; that was the only place that allowed teenagers

in. I used to go there a lot with Britney and Monica during my sophomore
year and the first part of junior year, before I hid myself from the world.”

“Well, if you want, we could go there or somewhere else Friday night? I
have to see you perform.”

“I guess we could go there. In fact, why not make it a group outing? I’m



sure everyone else would like to go.”
“Okay. Maybe I’ll go onstage and do a little performance.”
“I’ll hold you to that.”
I started to yawn, which indicated I was probably still tired from earlier.

Shawn noticed it too, as he put his hand on mine.
“Get some rest.”
I smiled as I leaned my head on the seat cushion, then drifted off to sleep.

 
~ ~ ~ ~ ~

 
“Ri, wake up.”
I slowly opened my eyes, realizing we’d arrived at my home. I guess I was

more tired than I thought.
“I didn’t think I was going to sleep the entire time.”
“I did tire you out earlier.” Shawn gave me a cocky grin.
I rolled my eyes at him, even though I couldn’t help but think about

earlier. The way he made me feel was sensational.
“It was well worth it.”
“Maybe we could do it again later.”
“How?”
“Trust me, we’ll find a way.”
I leaned over to reach for Shawn’s lips. He put his hand in my hair as we

passionately kissed. Hopefully, my mom wouldn’t come outside anytime
soon.

Shawn put his other hand down the waistband of my sweats, caressing me
while he kissed me. I couldn’t believe he was touching me outside my mom’s
house, but I was feeling so good, I couldn’t tell him to stop.

I began to pant as Shawn flicked his finger on my clit. I came instantly.
“That should hold you until later,” he whispered. He pushed a strand of

hair from my face as I regained my breathing.
That only made me want him more.
I looked up and noticed the front door opening. My mom and Jayden



walked outside. Good thing they waited to come outside.
I got out of Shawn’s car as I went to my mom for a hug. She put her arms

around me, and I took in the smell of vanilla and coconut on her skin.
“Hey, Mom.”
“Sweetie, so glad you’re home.”
She pulled away from me as she gave Shawn a sweet smile. She went over

to him and gave him a hug as well. I smiled at the scene.
“Hello, Shawn.”
“Hi, Ms. Robertson.”
“Call me Melanie. I finally get to meet the guy that my daughter

constantly talks about.”
I began to blush at my mom’s statement.
“I hope she was saying good things about me,” Shawn said while giving

my mom and me an alluring smile.
“Of course; I have to agree when she said that you are pretty hot.”
“Mom!” I exclaimed. Why was she embarrassing me right now?
Now it was Shawn’s turn to blush, something I’d never seen him do. It was

pretty cute.
Jayden looked at the three of us and started to laugh.
“Well, I’m calling it like I see it. Anyway, are you staying for dinner? I

just cooked Ri’s favorite, which is…”
“Jambalaya; Ri told me,” Shawn said.
I smiled at Shawn. During one of our late night sessions, we’d discussed

our favorite things. When I mentioned my favorite meal, Shawn mentioned
his, which was chicken enchiladas. I remembered Elis telling me that was his
favorite meal too. I don’t know why I thought about him, I guess because the
two have something in common.

“I wish I could stay, but I promised my family we’d all have dinner tonight.
Rain check?”

“Definitely. It’s nice to meet you, Shawn.”
“You too, Melanie. I’ll see you tomorrow?”
“Of course. Do I need to bring anything?”



“Not at all; your family are guests, so just bring your appetites.”
Melanie smiled as she gave Shawn another hug. Jayden and Shawn gave a

brotherly hug, then followed my mom inside.
Shawn took my hand as he stepped up to me.
“Does the offer about later still stand?”
“I think it could be arranged. How’d you feel about sneaking into my

room when everyone’s asleep?”
Shawn looked shocked at my proposal.
“Don’t look so shocked.”
“It’s just that I never expected you to say that; I have officially turned you

into a naughty girl.”
“Well, isn’t that a good thing?”
“Only for me, baby,” he replied as he gave me a kiss.
“I’ll text you, okay?”
“Okay.”
Shawn kissed me again then got into the car. I watched as he reversed out

of the driveway, having the happiest sensation going through my body. I
hadn’t been this happy in such a long time, and I hope this feeling never went
away.

 
~ ~ ~ ~ ~

 
After we ate dinner, Jayden announced he was going out to meet up with

some of his former teammates, leaving my mom and me alone.
It felt good to spend some time with her since I was away at college now. I

got a text from Britney, asking if I wanted to catch a movie. I told her I’d pass,
but wanted to meet up extremely early Friday morning for the Black Friday
sales. I wanted to start my Christmas shopping early, particularly for Shawn,
since I had an idea what I was going to buy him.

I was in the kitchen popping a bag of popcorn, while my mom was in the
living room finding a movie to watch for the night. I walked into the room
with my arms full, carrying a tray with popcorn, sodas, and our favorite candy,



Twizzlers. Once I put the tray down on the coffee table, I noticed she’d put
my favorite movie into the Blu-ray player.

“Aww, Footloose.”
“I don’t see why you like the remake. The original is so much better.”
“Hate to disappoint you, but the dancing is so much better in this one.”
My mom shook her head as she stared at the TV screen.
“Jayden told me what happened at that party. Why didn’t you tell me?”
I put down my soda and stared at her. Jayden promised he wasn’t going to

say anything!
“I didn’t want you to worry, Mom, especially after what happened with

Nathan.”
“Sweetie, you could have been raped or killed. I think I had a right to

know.”
“I know, and I’m sorry. At first, I just wanted to forget it ever happened. I

didn’t want to relive another scandal. I was all for moving forward, but
something in me changed.”

“Was it Shawn?”
“He had some part in it, but it was mainly me. I was tired of running from

my problems. I wasn’t just thinking about myself. I was thinking what if he did
that to other girls and they did the same thing I’d done? To just try to forget
about it. I couldn’t do that to myself.”

My mom put a hand on mine.
“I know it was hard for you to do; pressing charges.”
“It was at first, but I realized I was doing something that could help

someone else. I really hope that if he did do this to someone else that she will
step forward. Guys like Adams don’t deserve to walk around free.”

“I’m glad you made the right decision. What happens now?”
“I was able to get an interview with the Baker Police and they took my

statement. Of course, the police have to collect enough evidence to arrest
Adams, but I do have a solid case since I went to the emergency room the
night of the attempted rape.”

“Oh, honey, I’m sorry you had to go through that.” Mom put an arm



around me. I leaned into her, feeling safe in her arms.
“I know Shawn was the one who found you that night. Is that how your

relationship started?”
“Sort of; I had feelings for him before the incident that night. As soon as I

saw him in class, I put up my wall because I didn’t want to go through the pain
if anything happened to us. I didn’t want to risk it.”

“But you took a chance. Look at you now; you’re happy and in love.”
“Yes, I am in love. I didn’t think I could be again. I didn’t want to, but

Shawn helped me through so much. He helped me see that I should embrace
life instead of letting it pass me by.”

“I’m pretty sure you helped him in some way too.”
“I hope so. He was down on love as well.”
“Are you two having sex?”
“Mom,” I said, embarrassed by the question.
“If you’re mature enough to be doing it, then you’re mature enough to

talk about it.”
“I know, it’s just that with everything that happened with Nathan, I didn’t

think you would want to know if I was.”
“Ri, you’re eighteen now. You’re grown enough to make your own

decisions, so I can’t stop you from having sex. I just want you to be safe.”
“I was being safe when I was with Nathan.”
“You were, but condoms are not always one hundred percent effective. If

you had come to me and told me that you were going to take that step with
Nathan, we would have went to the doctor and put you on the pill.”

“I didn’t think I could talk to you.”
“Why not?”
“Mom, that’s not something a sixteen-year-old would have told her parent.

At the time, I thought I was doing the right thing. Instead, it bit me in the
butt.”

“Well, it’s a lesson learned. It was a hard experience to go through, but it
was a lesson.”

“I know.”



“Now, going back to the original topic, are you and Shawn being safe?”
“Yes. I went to the Health Center and got on the pill. We’re also using

condoms.”
“At least you’re double safe.”
“I don’t want what happened to me to occur again. Yes, I would love to

have a child, but not right now.”
“I know, sweetie.”
“Mom, I know you told me about the night dad asked you to prom. Did

you know then that he was the one?”
My mom became misty-eyed when I mentioned my dad. I know she

missed him, just like I did.
“I surely did. When I told my parents, they asked me what I knew about

love, since I was just seventeen, but I knew in my heart that your father was
going to be the person I was going to grow old with. Although he’s no longer
here, I can still feel him everywhere I go. He’s not here in the physical sense,
but he’s definitely still in my heart and soul.” She put her hand to her heart.

A tear rolled down my cheek as I listened to her.
“Everyone deserves a second chance at love, Mom. I found mine, and I’m

pretty sure dad wouldn’t want you living your life this way.”
“He wouldn’t. When the right person comes along, I will try and give love

another chance, but right now, I’m okay with how my life is.”
I nodded my head as I leaned into her.
“I love you, Mom,” I told her, as I lay my head on her shoulder.
She leaned into me as she kissed my forehead.
“I love you too, sweetheart.”

 
 
 

37. Shawn
 
 



I really hope Riana can handle my family, I thought as I looked at the way
my family was behaving inside Maggiano’s Little Italy. I can definitely say
that my family was an eclectic bunch who loved to have a good time. No
matter if they were at our home or in public.

I watched as Marcus and my dad was seeing who could eat the most pasta
in two minutes while my mom was timing the entire bet. The loser had to buy
the other person’s drink. After what Riana told me about her father, I decided
not to participate (even though I’m underage, my parents do let me drink),
but it was kind of funny watching the two of them make fools out of
themselves while other people in the restaurant were looking on.

My family has always been this way, in terms of being ourselves and not
caring what others think. I guess that’s why Marcus and I have always been so
vocal and never back down in certain situations. That’s how our parents
raised us and I wouldn’t have wanted it any other way.

After Marcus guzzled down the last of his pasta bowl, he was declared the
winner, making my dad have to buy Marcus’ next drink.

“So, Shawn, tell me more about this girl you’ve been seeing?” my mom
questioned after taking a sip of her lemonade.

“You mean the girl he can’t go a day without seeing? I’m surprised you
two aren’t attached at the hip right now,” Marcus injected.

“Are you jealous, bro?”
“No. I’m actually happy for you; I just wish I didn’t have to see it all the

time.”
“Leave Shawn alone; I think it’s great he’s finally found someone new,

especially after what that other girl did to him.”
My mom used to like Rachel, before she cheated on me. She didn’t take

too well to people that messed with her children, so now Rachel will always
be on what my mom called her ‘Shit List,’ which is a list of people she can’t
stand. She even has half of her family on there.

“At least we get to finally meet her tomorrow,” my dad commented after
drinking his beer.

“Trust me when I say this: you will love her.”



Just like I do.
I haven’t told my parents that I told Riana the “L” word, because I’m pretty

sure they would think I was moving too fast in that department, but I knew in
my heart that she was the one I want to be with forever.

“I’m pretty sure we will. What about you, Marcus? There’s no one special
in your life right now?” asked my mom.

“No, and there probably never will be,” he responded.
I guess whatever was going on with him and Cheryl was just a fling. Riana

told me Cheryl doesn’t do commitment, just like Marcus doesn’t, so I figured
it must be a perfect match. Whatever it is, I guess it’s working for them.

“What about Riana’s cousin? Didn’t you invite her to dinner tomorrow?”
“I did, but we’re not together,” Marcus said before taking a drink of his

beer.
My mom gave me a will-he-ever-commit look before continuing with her

lasagna.
My phone started to vibrate on the table, and I picked it up to see if it was

a call or a text. It was a text from Riana, which made me smile.
Hope you come by tonight. I’ll be wearing this if you do.
I opened the photo attachment and nearly fell out of my chair. Riana was

stretched out on her bed wearing a black lacy bra and matching thong. My
dick automatically rose, causing me to move uncomfortably under the table.
Marcus knew what I was doing as he shook his head at what he was
witnessing.

“You two are truly far gone.”
“Shut up.”
“Can I see what she sent?” mom asked.
“No!” I exclaimed, causing her to give me a strange look.
Marcus started to laugh at my reaction.
“It’s nothing important, that’s all.”
As my parents started to talk about how their day went, Marcus was giving

sly remarks about my hard-on, and I could care less. The only thing that was
on my mind at that moment was me being inside my beautiful girlfriend.



 
~ ~ ~ ~ ~

 
After staying with my family for another hour (it wasn’t by choice, since

that’s how long my hard-on lasted), I was in my car going to Riana’s mom’s
house. She’d texted me again, saying her mom was asleep and Jayden was still
out and possibly wouldn’t be back till early morning.

I asked her how was I supposed to get inside her room, which she cleverly
replied by using the window. After realizing I wasn’t going to kill myself by
climbing through anyone’s window, I had another idea. I asked Riana about
getting a room; that way, we could make as much noise as we wanted. She
gladly agreed. Twenty minutes later, we were lying on a bed in a motel room
watching TV.

“You sure your mom isn’t going to notice you’re gone?”
“We had a talk earlier; she pretty much said I’m grown and can make my

own decisions, so she won’t mind that I left.”
“Okay. I really like your mom, so I don’t want to disrespect her in any

way.”
“You’re not. She really likes you too.”
“I could tell.”
Riana smiled as she kissed my chest.
“Did you like the picture I sent you?”
“Definitely; you gave me a hard-on while I was at dinner with my family.”
“I’m so sorry,” Riana said in a sincere tone, but she was trying hard not to

laugh.
“No need to apologize, but there is one thing you could agree to.”
“What’s that?”
“You letting me be deep inside you.”
Riana gave a tiny shiver at my request.
“You don’t even have to ask.”
She put a hand down my chest, landing on the fly of my jeans. She put her

lips to mine, taking off my jeans while she sucked my bottom lip. She gently



used her teeth to bite the upper lip, causing me to grab her ass. She lay down
on her back, looking into my eyes.

“I want to feel you; all of you.”
“What?”
“No condoms, Shawn. I want to really feel you.”
I looked at Riana, not sure what to say. I never went without a condom, and

with what happened with Nathan, I would have thought she would want to be
extra careful, even if she is on the pill.

“You sure?”
“I’m sure. Shawn, I love you and I want to be able to feel every aspect of

you inside of me.”
I put a hand up to her cheek. I gave it a soft caress as she looked at me

with tears in her eyes. I didn’t know if I wanted to go through with this. I
wouldn’t forgive myself if anything bad happened.

“Ri…”
“It’s okay, Shawn. I trust you.”
I leaned down to kiss Riana’s full lips.
She spread her legs as I lay between them.
I kissed her neck, which brought a moan to her lips. I moved over to her

shoulder, placing tiny kisses down her arm. I continued further over to her
breasts, licking and sucking, while touching her all over.

“Shawn,” she whispered in a tone that let me know she wanted me.
I looked back into her brown eyes while I made sure she was wet and

ready for me. Then I slowly entered her. When I went inside her, it felt damn
good. Just the idea of no condom between us made the sensation mind-
blowing.

Riana moaned as she slid her nails down my back, stopping in the center
to dig them into my flesh.

I groaned while I moved slowly inside her.
I pulled out, making Riana give a frustrated whine. I thrusted, going

deeper inside her. Her eyes went wide from the sensation, as I pulled back
out. I entered again, going deep, staying in as I moved inside her.



She wrapped her legs tighter around me, putting her hands on my ass. She
grabbed hold of my cheeks, pulling me closer to her.

“Harder, baby,” she said as her fingers clawed my ass.
That was the motivation I needed, because I began fiercely thrusting

inside her, pulling her toward me as our bodies moved wildly towards each
other. Hopefully no one was in the next room, because the headboard was
banging loudly against the wall. Really, I could care less if anyone was. What I
was experiencing at that moment was pure ecstasy.

“Shit, Shawn!” Riana yelled as she matched my movements.
I knew I was done for once Riana started cussing. I let out a loud growl

before releasing myself inside her.
She pulled me tighter as she came on my dick, milking herself all around

me.
We rolled onto our sides, me still inside her. She looked at me as she put

her hand behind my neck.
“That was incredible,” she softly said.
“Yes, it was. Damn, baby, what are you doing to me?”
“The same thing you’re doing to me.”
I looked at her as I gave her a kiss. She looked extremely beautiful,

exuding a sexual afterglow that made me want to do it all over again.
Instead, I drew her close to me, hearing her heart beat against my chest.
Besides what just happened between us, hearing her heart beat against

mine was the greatest feeling ever.

 
 
 

38. Riana
 
 

I loved being in love. Just the idea of giving your all to someone and that
person returning those same feelings was truly wonderful. I couldn’t believe I



wanted to disregard the idea of love after what happened with Nathan. I’m
glad Shawn made me change my mind.

We made love again, in the shower, which was the most exhilarating
experience ever. Just the idea of the water streaming down on us and Shawn
touching every part of me, made me have multiple orgasms.

I really didn’t want to leave Shawn as he dropped me back home. He
noticed my hesitation as he cupped my chin.

“Stay with me, please,” I implored.
“Ri…”
“Please.”
Shawn nodded his head as he turned off the engine. We both got out of the

car as he waited for me to open the front door. We both went inside, quietly
heading up the stairs. My mom was a pretty sound sleeper, so I knew she
wouldn’t notice who left the house or came in. I took Shawn’s hand at the top
of the stairs.

We both stopped as Jayden was walking out of his room. He gave us an
awkward glance.

“What are you two doing?”
“We’re just going to sleep, that’s all.”
“Whatever,” he said.
“Tell Britney I said hi,” I said to Jayden as I took Shawn’s hand again.
Shawn looked from me to Jayden and gave a shrug as he went in behind

me, and I led him to my room.
“How do you know Britney is here?”
“I know. Jayden wasn’t giving an awkward look because of us going in my

room; he was giving one because he got caught.”
“I noticed them cozying up to each other at The Tunnel. How long have

they been together?”
“They’re really not. It’s kind of complicated.”
“Like Marcus and Cheryl?”
“Exactly; of my friends, Monica and Donnell have the only sane

relationship, and that’s saying a lot since we barely see them together.” I took



off my riding boots.
“Maybe we should lead the example of how relationships should be,”

Shawn said.
“Absolutely.”
He took off his shoes as well, then lay in my bed. I went over to him and

lay beside him. I snuggled against him as he put his arm around me. Just the
feel of him made me feel sheltered. I can finally say I feel whole.

“Do you think about what might have been if things were different?” he
asked.

“You mean, if I had my baby? I do, every single day. I still wonder if I
would have had a boy or a girl, if he or she would have looked like me or
Nathan. I think about if I would have even attended Shaw, but instead a
college closer to home. I think about it and why things happened the way they
did, but maybe everything happened for a reason.”

“Why do you say that?”
“Because if things were different, we would have never met.”
Shawn leaned into me as he held me tighter. I gave a blissful sigh as his

arms felt magnificent around me.
“Good night, baby,” he whispered.
“Good night, sweetie,” I said.
As I listened to Shawn breathing, I snuggled even closer to him. Before I

knew it, I drifted off to a peaceful sleep.
 

~ ~ ~ ~ ~
 

A few hours later, and it was Thanksgiving. It was also the day I would
meet Shawn’s parents. I was a little nervous to meet them, especially his
mother. Mothers were usually difficult with any girl that comes into their
sons’ lives, so hopefully I’ll make a good impression on her.

I slowly opened my eyes and noticed Shawn still sleeping beside me. I
reached up to his cheek, caressing his face as a smile spread across his lips.
He opened his eyes and stared straight into mine.



“Happy Thanksgiving, beautiful.”
“Happy Thanksgiving.”
“I probably should go, before your mother knows I’m up here.”
“I’m pretty sure she knows, especially if she sees your car outside.”
“So how should I leave, front door or window?”
“It’s your call.”
Shawn got up as he retrieved his shoes from the floor. I got up and gave a

long stretch. He came over to me and put his arms around me.
“I should warn you again about today. My parents are a little outspoken, so

I apologize in advance if they ask any awkward questions.”
“I think I can handle it.”
“I know you can.”
He leaned over and gave me a kiss before pulling away from me. He took

my hand as we went toward the door. I guess he’d rather take the risk of
going downstairs instead of the window.

We crept down the stairs, slowly taking a step at a time, but my mom
appeared at the bottom of the stairs.

“Happy Thanksgiving, Shawn.”
Shawn looked at me as I gave a nervous smile to my mom.
“We’re really sorry, Mom.”
“Honey, I was young once. I’m pretty sure what you two have done, your

father and I have done as well. Just don’t make a habit of it.”
“We won’t, Melanie.”
My mom smiled as she went into the kitchen, leaving Shawn and I alone

on the stairs.
“Wow, I really thought your mom was going to throw me out.”
“Well, like she said, she was young once. But you’d better go; I’m sure

your parents are wondering where you are.”
“They have an idea. I texted Marcus last night.”
I nodded my head as I went to the door. I opened it, taking in the sudden

cold breeze from the morning weather.
“I’ll see you later, okay?” Shawn gave me a kiss on the lips.



“See you later,” I said as I watched him leave.
I leaned my body against the door, mesmerized by the man that was mine.

I still can’t believe how our relationship has progressed, and I couldn’t have
been happier about the experiences we had already shared.

 
~ ~ ~ ~ ~

 
A few hours later, and I was in the backseat of Jayden’s Nissan Rogue

headed to the Walkers’ home. I started to become nervous, and my palms
were glistering with sweat.

My mom looked behind her and noticed the pale look I had on my face.
“You’ll be fine, sweetie.”

“I don’t feel it, Mom.”
“I’m sure his parents will adore you. Why wouldn’t they?”
I sighed as I noticed the GPS on Jayden’s phone indicating we’d arrived at

our destination. I suddenly felt like I wanted to throw up, as I looked ahead at
the two-story home.

I slowly got out of the SUV, along with my mom and Jayden, as we went
toward the walkway. I wished Britney was with me to talk me out of being so
nervous. I’d asked her to come, but she was with her family, since they
haven’t seen other since she left for college.

The door opened, revealing Shawn, who walked toward me. He looked
gorgeous, dressed in a navy blue sweater and black jeans. He came up to me,
giving me a kiss on the cheek, as he took a look at me.

“You looked beautiful, Ri,” he complimented.
I’d changed my outfit five times, until I decided on wearing a cream-

colored sweater dress with dark brown riding boots. My hair was flowing in
loose waves around my face, which I wished I’d put in a ponytail.

“Hi, again, Melanie, Jayden.”
“Hey, Shawn. I know you said not to bring anything, but I didn’t feel right

coming here without something.” Mom presented a decorated cake plate.
I knew that plate; it was used for her famous pineapple upside down cake,



which everyone, from the family, to our neighbors, loved. My mouth started
to water at the thought of eating a piece.

“It’s a pineapple upside down cake. Trust me, you will love it,” I told
Shawn.

“Thank you. Why don’t we go inside?” He took his free hand and grabbed
me by the waist. As my mom and Jayden walked in before us, Shawn pulled
me to the side and slowly reached for my lips. He pulled me closer to him,
sliding his hand down to palm my ass.

“You look incredibly sexy, baby.”
“You don’t look too bad yourself.”
“I could tell how nervous you looked when you came up. My parents will

love you, so don’t worry.”
I smiled as Shawn took my hand and we walked inside.
We went toward the living room, and noticed his mom and dad sitting on

the couch, while Marcus and Cheryl were sitting on the loveseat. I smiled at
Cheryl and Marcus as they gave me one back. I watched as Marcus put an arm
around her, lightly trailing his finger down her arm. Cheryl gave me a look
that read we’ll talk later. I hope so, because I really wanted to know what was
going on between those two.

Mrs. Walker strolled over to us with a huge smile on her gorgeous face.
Shawn introduced my mom and Jayden, then me. Mrs. Walker pushed her
long black hair to the side and reached for me for a hug.

“Hello, Riana. It’s finally good to meet you.”
“Likewise, Mrs. Walker.”
“Shawn has told us so much about you. You’re both majoring in

journalism, correct?”
“Yeah, that’s how we met, in our Intro to Journalism class.”
“I have to admit, you are quite stunning.”
I started to blush as Shawn gave a wink at me.
“You have a lovely home, Mrs. Walker.”
“Mrs. Walker sounds so formal. Call me Carolyn.”
“Okay, Carolyn.”



“Hi, Riana,” Mr. Walker said, as he gave me a hug as well.
“Hello, Mr. Walker.”
“Call me Roland. I have to say, Shawn hasn’t stopped talking about you

since he met you.”
“Oh really?” I inquired as I looked at him.
“Everything he’s said has been good things. I’m just happy to see my son

smiling again. Of course, I see why, now that I have seen you.”
“Really, Roland,” Carolyn said as she looked at her husband.
“I was complimenting her, pumpkin. I wasn’t flirting with her.”
“Better not, or you’ll be sleeping outside tonight, with the sprinklers on.”
I looked at Shawn’s parents, wondering what the hell just happened.
The two looked at me and started laughing. I looked confused as I looked

at Shawn. He and Marcus were also laughing.
“Sorry, honey, don’t take anything we say seriously. We’re just saying

what’s on our mind. I’m pretty sure you know that with Shawn and Marcus.”
“Pretty much,” I said while giving a tiny smile.
“I think we scared the poor girl. Sorry, if we did,” Roland said.
Shawn came up to me and smiled.
“I told you my parents are a little out there.”
“Shall we go eat, now?” Carolyn asked as she took her husband’s hand and

the two ventured off toward the dining room. Marcus and Cheryl, and mom
and Jayden followed, leaving Shawn and me alone in the living room.

“Are they always like that?”
“Yeah, but you’ll get used to it.”
He took my hand as we followed the others. This should be a fascinating

dinner.
We went into the dining room, which was beautifully decorated with

candlelight, floral cloth napkins, and dishes which looked like pretty
expensive china.

“I thought you all didn’t make a big deal on holidays?” I asked Shawn.
“I guess they wanted to today.”
We sat down beside each other, with my mom on the other side of me.



Cheryl sat between Marcus and Jayden and Carolyn and Roland sat at each
end of the table.

Roland stood up as he tapped his wine glass to get everyone’s attention.
“First, I want to say thank you to our guests for sharing Thanksgiving with

us. I know the boys must be thinking why we’re going all out today, because
normally, we would be in front of the TV watching football. But we just
wanted to show our appreciation to the Robertson family and Cheryl for
coming.

“Before we say grace and eat, Shawn mentioned a cherished tradition the
Robertsons have on Thanksgiving, which is everyone express what they are
thankful for. So hopefully, they will allow us to use it today.”

I looked at Shawn with tears in my eyes. Shawn looked at me as he
squeezed my hand.

I mouthed thank you to him as a tear fell down my cheek. He wiped the
tear away with his free hand while we continued to hold hands.

I looked at my mom as she gave a sad smile. I took her hand in mine.
Even Jayden was close to tears, something I haven’t seen since our father

passed. The tradition was meaningful to us, mainly because of our dad. But
with everything we have been through, God gave us the strength to
overcome it, and that in itself allowed us to see what we were most grateful
for.

“Of course, Roland, thank you,” my mom said.
“I think the guests should start first. Melanie, what are you most thankful

for?”
My mom looked at Jayden and me and smiled.
“I’m thankful for my health and for my two lovely children. We have been

through so much, and I’m just glad to see them happy again.”
“What about you, Jayden?”
“I’m thankful for having a great few months in college. My GPA is pretty

good so far, and I’m getting ready to play college basketball. And, that and
I’m finally noticing someone that I realized could be special to me. I just wish
I hadn’t taken so long to realize it.”



I smiled at Jayden. He was finally admitting his feelings about Britney.
Cheryl looked around the table and smiled.
“I’m thankful for being around such wonderful people today. I’m thankful

for the love I have in my cousins, my aunt, and for my friends each and every
day,” she said as she looked at Marcus.

Marcus looked back and took her hand in his.
There seemed to be so much more going in Cheryl’s life. I really hoped

she would confide in me about it, but at least Marcus was there to help her,
whatever the situation may be.

“I guess it’s my turn,” Marcus said. “I’m thankful for such a great support
system in my parents and in my little bro, and my friends, and for having a
wonderful job.”

Roland cleared his throat as he looked at the table. “I can say I’m very
thankful for my family. We may sometimes be a bit outlandish, but I wouldn’t
have it any other way. I’m also thankful for what God has provided for my
family and me throughout the years. Being able to provide for my family, this
lovely home, and for the love we have all given each other every day.”

Carolyn smiled at her husband as she started to speak. “Roland pretty
much said the same thing I was going to say, that I’m thankful for what God
has given my family and me each and every day. What about you, Riana?”

I looked at everyone at the table, truly amazed with how my life has
become in just a matter of months.

“I’m thankful for life. That God finally opened my eyes to see that I can
live again. For my family for being my foundation, my friends for being
there for me and for this man beside me. I’m truly blessed that God has
brought Shawn in my life. He has given me more than I could ever ask for.”

Shawn smiled, seeming to be speechless after my testimony. He leaned
over to give me a kiss on the cheek before speaking.

“Wow, there’s a lot I’m thankful for. I’m thankful for being able to see
another day, being able to learn something new each day. For having a
wonderful family and great friends; but also, to having a second chance at
love. Everyone knows I was down on love, until I met this wonderful,



beautiful woman sitting beside me. She has shown me that it’s okay to trust
my instinct and to be happy. She is everything I want and need, and I can’t see
my life without her. I love you, Riana Robertson.”

I was completely done for, as I began to cry uncontrollably. This man has
truly taken my heart, and at that moment, I knew then that I wanted to be his
everything for as long as I could.

I looked over at my mom and Carolyn, who both were on the verge of
tears.

Shawn put his arm around me as I rested my head on his shoulder.
“I love you, Ri,” he said, as his voice was trying hard not to break.
“I love you, too.”

 
 
 

39. Shawn
 
 

After our emotional confessions of what we were thankful for, we said
grace and enjoyed our delicious dinner. I didn’t mean to get that emotional
about my feelings for Riana, but she had made me see a side of myself I
didn’t know existed. I have never been the type to be overly emotional,
especially for a woman. Even Rachel never made me act this way. So I can
truly say that Riana was the woman I was meant to be with.

After dinner, my mom decided to bring out the photo albums, which I
truly detest. She always did this when we had guests, showing the most
embarrassing photos of Marcus and me throughout the years.

“If I would have known we were sharing family pictures, I would have
definitely brought pictures of Ri and Jay as kids,” Melanie said while going
through an album.

“Thank God you didn’t,” Jayden said.
Melanie looked at Jayden as she playfully tapped his arm.



“Oh, look at you!” Riana said to me as she held up a picture of me dressed
as a pirate on Halloween.

“You looked so cute!”
“That, I can agree on, I guess,” I said as I looked at the picture. I’d been in

the third grade, and had begged my mom to make me a pirate costume. She
was not one to make costumes, but she decided on doing it since I asked her
to.

“Oh, wow!” Cheryl said, as she started laughing. She held up a picture of
Marcus and me at Fiesta Texas, standing by Bugs Bunny, wearing pink and
orange neon shirts and oversized neon glasses.

“I thought it was a good picture.”
“Yeah, if you were six; you were both too grown in this picture to be

doing this.”
“We were bored that day,” Marcus said as he took the picture from her.
“I love this picture,” my mom said as she gave Riana a picture of me in my

cap and grown graduating from kindergarten.
“How precious,” Riana said as she smiled at me.
“And of course, we can’t forget about the baby pictures,” my mom said.

She handed Riana and Cheryl each a picture. I looked at mine, smiling at the
little person staring at me. I was a shade lighter than I was now, and had a
curly afro going on. I was in my mom’s arms as she smiled brightly in the
picture.

“You looked adorable,” Riana said.
“Thanks. That was when I was four months old and we moved into this

house. My mom told me the story.”
My father walked into the room, clapping his hands as he looked at us.

“Okay, everyone, enough with the sentimental fest; let’s have some fun.”
“Are we doing what I think we’re doing?” Marcus asked.
“You know it. Dance contest; let’s go.”
Riana and Cheryl looked at Marcus and me with the same confused look.
“Is he being serious?” Cheryl asked.
“Yeah, we do this randomly.”



Riana started to laugh. I think she was finally adjusting to my family and
our off the wall antics.

“Of course, for our guests, we do this randomly, usually to see who will
get out of washing dishes or mopping the floor, but this time we’re doing it
for fun. That, and I need to find a way to work out after that huge meal.”

We started to laugh at my dad’s statement as Marcus and I went to move
the coffee table to give more space.

“Okay, everyone has to show off some sort of old school move.”
“Dad, half of us don’t know any old school moves,” Marcus said.
“Please, some of the stuff you’re seeing now was taken from some old

school move. Be creative.”
He went to the Bose music system set-up on the entertainment center as

the sounds of “Get Down On It” by Kool & The Gang started playing.
“What do y’all know about Kool & The Gang?” my dad asked as he

started dancing to the beat.
Since my parents loved playing any type of old school music, I practically

knew the majority of the songs, which I tended to listen to once in a while.
I had to laugh at my dad as he started doing the Snake. That was my dad’s

favorite move, which was not a good one.
“Come on, Shawn, let’s show him how it’s done,” Marcus said as he got up

from the couch.
Marcus went up to my dad and started to do the Cabbage Patch, which had

Riana and Cheryl clutching their stomachs from laughing so hard.
I went over to Marcus and started to do the Running Man. Once I stopped,

Marcus and I started to do the Kid ’n Play move, where we pushed our feet
forward, twisting them as we kicked our heel out.

Jayden joined in, doing his own spin of the Roger Rabbit, while moving
his feet backward.

Riana and Cheryl came over to us and started to do a move I remembered
fairly well from an episode of Fresh Prince of Bel-Air when Will and Carlton
went to Vegas.

Marcus, Jayden, and I burst out laughing at the two as they moved their



hips around and started moving around like they’re riding a horse.
The two began doing the Wop, in which all of us joined in on.
Marcus broke away from us and began doing the MC Hammer, which had

everyone in stitches. My parents and Melanie were on the floor laughing,
while Cheryl and Riana were shaking their heads with laughter.

Jayden and I had to join in as we all glided across the carpet, moving from
side to side. Although we were acting silly, we were having the best time.

Once our ‘dance contest’ was over, my dad switched the music to “Before
I Let Go” by Frankie Beverly & Maze.

That got everyone dancing, as we all started to do our own moves to the
music.

Riana and I were in our own world, as I held her close to me. She looked
at me, still smiling from earlier.

“I have to admit, your family is an entertaining bunch. I’m really having a
good time.”

“I’m glad. From the looks of it, I think you and your family is going to fit
in just fine with ours.”

She smiled as she put her head on my shoulder. Today was a really good
day. And tonight will be even better once Riana and I are alone.

 
~ ~ ~ ~ ~

 
Two hours later, and everyone decided to call it a day. While my parents

decided to head to my aunt’s for her annual Thanksgiving party, Melanie and
Jayden went home while Marcus and Cheryl went to the movies.

After we ate another slice of the pineapple upside down cake Melanie
made (which was delicious, by the way), Riana and I decided to go down near
The Galleria for the Uptown Lighting Ceremony, which was a staple in
Houston to bring in the Christmas season.

I always went when I was younger, admiring the festivities throughout the
event and waiting for Santa to make an appearance to light up the Christmas
tree.



As we watched the Christmas tree light up into various shades of red, blue,
and green, and the fireworks going off in the background, Riana snuggled up
close to me, with a huge grin on her lips.

“I see you’re enjoying yourself?”
“Of course. I love coming to this every year. It’s not the holidays without

it.”
I leaned down and kissed her cheek. I was definitely feeling nostalgic with

all the events around us. Now that Riana was in my life, this Christmas will
definitely be special.

As the crowd began to clear out, we started to walk toward the traffic
lights, when I noticed a group of musicians playing an instrumental version of
Avicii’s “Wake Me Up.” Just the music playing gave me an idea as I went
over to the group.

Riana looked at me, wondering what I was up to. Once they stopped
playing, one of the guys looked at me and smiled.

“What’s up, man?”
“Hey. Y’all are really good. Is there room for a singer?”
“Sure. Trying to impress your lady?” one of the guys asked as he looked

at Riana.
She looked at the man and gave a warm smile.
“Something like that,” I answered as one of the guys started to tune up his

guitar.
“What do you want to sing?”
As I lowered my voice to tell my song selection, the guy looked at me and

smiled.
“We actually learned that song recently. Let’s give it a try,” the guy said.

He looked over to the group and told them the song selection. They nodded
their heads in agreement as the group began to play a melody in the song I
wanted to sing.

I looked at Riana as I began to sing the first lyrics to Raheem DeVaughn’s
“Ridiculous”, which took Riana completely by surprise.

When I was driving home from class one day, I heard the song on the



radio, which automatically made me think of the feelings I had for her. She
has completely changed me for the better, and I probably would lose my mind
if I lost her. Once I got home, I went online to learn the lyrics. I was going to
sing it to her, so I figured why not perform it now.

Several people stopped walking to see the impromptu performance I was
giving. Even some cars slowed down to see what was going on. I walked over
to Riana, taking her hand as I spun her around. She was completely
embarrassed that I started to dance, but quickly regained her composure as I
put her in my arms, slow dancing while I sang to her. Once my performance
was over, the crowd surrounded us gave out a loud cheer. Several people
came up to me, complimenting my performance, saying how good it was. As I
was telling the group thank you, an older couple, who looked about they were
in their seventies, came up to Riana and I and smiled.

“That was quite a performance you gave, young man,” the older man said
while smiling.

“Thank you.”
“I’m assuming she’s the motivation for it?” he asked while looking at

Riana.
“Of course,” I affirmed as I took Riana’s hand.
She blushed as soon I as glanced at her.
“Love is a wonderful thing. I remember doing the same things for this

beautiful woman standing beside me. We still have our little dance sessions
every now and then,” he said as he gave a kiss to the woman beside him.

“And it still takes my breath away every single day,” the woman said as
she stared adoringly at him.

“I’m Jonathan, and this is Sherry, by the way,” the man said as he extended
his hand to me.

I accepted the handshake, then he shook hands with Riana.
“I’m Shawn and this is Riana.”
“How long have you two been together?” Riana asked.
“My husband and I have been together for fifty years. We met when we

were teenagers. Probably around the ages you are now,” Sherry replied.



“She’s the love of my life and I wouldn’t have it any other way,” Jonathan
said.

I looked at the two, completely in awe with this couple. They were the
epitome of how couples should be. I just hope Riana and I could still say that
in fifty years.

Your relationship won’t last another day when Riana finds out what you’ve
done, my conscience delivered.

I started to shake my head at the thoughts that were spiraling through my
mind. I couldn’t think about the things I’d done. Not right now.

“Wow, that’s wonderful. You rarely see that anymore,” Riana said. She
looked at me, locking her arm around mine as she gave me a huge smile.

“What made your relationship stay strong, if you don’t mind me asking?” I
asked the couple.

Jonathan looked at Sherry and smiled.
“Just staying in love. Never losing that feeling for each other. Of course,

we’ve had our disagreements, which is normal in any relationship. Instead of
letting them escalate, we just found ways to resolve them.”

“As the saying goes, we never went to bed angry. Doing that will only
bring more problems,” Sherry said.

“That’s what my parents always say too,” I said.
“Smart people,” Jonathan said.
“Can I give you two a bit of advice?” Sherry asked.
“Sure,” we both said.
“No matter what issues you two may have now, or in the future, take a

moment to realize the love you two have for each other. Don’t lose sight of
that. Just remember the moments you two shared, and the memories that you
will create together, because love can overcome anything.”

“And don’t have other people interfering in your affairs. It just only
causes extra problems,” Jonathan added.

We smiled at the two as Sherry went up to Riana and gave her a hug.
Jonathan shook my hand again and smiled.

“Good luck, you two. Hopefully, we’ll cross paths again,” Jonathan said.



“We hope so, too. And thank you both for the great advice,” I said.
The two smiled as they waved their good-byes and went toward the

crosswalk. Riana was still smiling over the couple, as we walked across the
street to Dillard’s parking garage where we’d parked.

“You are definitely full of surprises,” she said.
“I know. Did you like the performance?”
“Of course; thank you, babe.”
We continued to walk when she gave another bright smile. I loved to see

her smiles.
“With Jonathan and Sherry, I love to see couples that stay together

through the good and bad. It goes to show that there is real love out there.”
“Yeah, definitely,” I said.
“Do you think we will get to where they are?”
“Why wouldn’t we? We love each other and I don’t see that ever

changing.”
Riana smiled as she kissed my nose. I had to smile at her little bouts of

affection.
I noticed no one else was walking before or behind us. I pulled her toward

a secluded area near the stairs, giving her a passionate stare. I leaned my lips
to hers, kissing her while sliding my hand down her waist. Kissing Riana was
extremely stimulating, as her full lips sucked on mine ever so slowly. Her
tongue invaded my mouth, tasting like pineapples.

“You know, everyone will be back pretty late at home.”
“Oh really. What do you have in mind then?” she whispered.
“I don’t know. The possibilities are endless,” I whispered back.
We kissed again, and I moved my hand down her ass, giving her cheek a

light squeeze. Riana softly sighed as her hands roamed from my shoulders to
my back.

“You are truly amazing,” I said as I nuzzled her neck.
“So are you.”
She looked up at me with a worried expression on her face.
“What’s wrong, baby?”



“Shawn, there’s something I have to tell you.”
I put my hand in hers, giving her my full attention.
“I wasn’t sure how to tell you this. To be honest, I wasn’t going to tell you,

but I figure since our relationship has progressed, and with the conversation
we had with Jonathan and Sherry, I feel you need to know.”

She took a deep breath as she stared into my eyes.
“I’ve been talking to someone for the past six months. The person is just a

friend, well, sort of, anyway. I met him online when I was at my lowest, and he
helped me through a lot by listening to my problems. We communicated on
and off through text, but haven’t really talked for a few weeks. I wanted to
tell you because I didn’t want any secrets between us.”

I stroked Riana’s hair while I listened to her talk. A realization started to
hit me, which I truly did not want to think about.

“How did you two meet?”
“It was on a social site called Spoken. My former co-workers mentioned

it to me, so I decided to give it a try.”
A feeling of dread came over me, since she was being truthful with me,

but I wasn’t being entirely honest with her.
“Well, thank you for telling me, but you were talking to this person

before you even met me.”
“I know, but it’s just that I never really talked about him to you, so I just

don’t want you to think that I was hiding anything from you. Besides, like I
said, we haven’t texted each other in a while, so I highly doubt it if we’ll
continue talking; it’s kind of strange though, because the texts slowly stopped
when we met.”

I glanced around the garage, and I knew I should confess my secret to
Riana. I knew that was the reason I keep having thoughts about losing her,
because I feared once the truth was out, she would never forgive me. That’s
something I couldn’t risk. Not now.

“Maybe he realized you didn’t need him anymore, which is true, since you
have me.”

“That is true,” Riana said.



She gave me a peck on my lips as she put her head on my chest. She
wrapped her arms around my waist, giving a sigh of relief from her
confession.

I closed my eyes, grasping the fact that the plan I enlisted at the time may
backfire on me. Big time.

 
 
 

40. Riana
 
 

A day of shopping can be extremely exhausting! Although I was tired, I
still had fun with Britney and Cheryl as we hit all the malls during the Black
Friday sales. It was good to spend time with the two since I spend the
majority of my time with Shawn now.

I mentioned to them about karaoke, which they excitedly agreed to go. I
wished Monica was here so we could have all went just like old times, but she
decided to spend Thanksgiving with Donnell and visit his family in Michigan.

Actually, it probably was good Monica wasn’t here since she and Cheryl
would have been at each other’s throats the entire night.

We were now at Blue Night Karaoke, listening to two girls singing off-
key to Pink’s “Blow Me (One Last Kiss)”. While Cheryl, Marcus, Britney, and
Jayden were going through the song list, I looked over at Shawn, noticing he
wasn’t himself tonight. In fact, he hasn’t been himself since I told him about
Elis last night. During the entire conversation, he had a blank expression on
his face. I wanted to tell Britney and Cheryl about what happened, but felt I
should keep it to myself, for now anyway.

“Are you okay? You seem kind of quiet.”
Shawn looked at me and gave me a smile. This smile wasn’t his usual sexy

or cocky smile; it was like he was hiding something.
“I’m fine. I guess I’m just tired from the past couple of days.”



“I know. I’ve been feeling that way too.”
“Well, I promise tonight I will take you straight home, okay?”
“You don’t have to.”
“I think I should. We both need some rest before we head back on

Sunday.”
I frowned as I looked toward the stage. Something was definitely wrong.

Hopefully, he would loosen up once we sing the song I’ve chosen for us.
Although Shawn performed his talent alone at The Tunnel, I felt it would be
fun to do a duet together.

Once the last performer finished, it was time for the next act, which was
Marcus. He threw back his glass of tequila in his mouth as he went up on
stage. He chose Bruno Mars’ “Locked Out of Heaven.” He did pretty well; it
seemed that talent definitely ran in the Walker family.

When he was done, we all did a standing ovation, in which he gracefully
bowed.

“I didn’t know you could sing,” Cheryl commented.
“Because you never asked,” he responded.
“Next up, is Riana and Shawn doing Beyoncé & Jay-Z’s “Crazy in Love”,

announced the DJ that was spinning beside the stage. I got up from my seat
and took Shawn’s hand in mine. He smiled as we both went up on stage. As we
grabbed the microphones off the stands, I began to look at the TV monitors
in front of us, ready to sing.

I loved this song, so I didn’t really have to read the lyrics, but I had to do
something to not feel nervous. Although it’s was for fun, I tended to get shy
on occasion, especially singing in front of strangers.

Shawn noticed I was becoming nervous, as he started to dance around me.
My face lit up as I watched him move, so captivated by him that I forgot I was
about to sing.

And there it was, my vocals starting to pour into the microphone, which
stopped Shawn in his tracks.

He stared at me as I sang the lyrics, while moving my body to the beat of
the song. Shawn appeared shocked that such a big voice was coming out of



me, which even surprised myself, since I was nervous earlier.
I continued to sing, waiting on Shawn’s part to come up. I looked over to

the table and saw my friends out of their chairs, dancing and clapping along to
the song. Jayden looked at me and gave me a huge grin. He knew about my
singing, but noticed I’d stopped when everything happened with Nathan. I
guess he was just glad I was doing something I loved again.

Shawn started to do his imitation of Jay-Z, which I had to admit, was kind
of good. He was rapping to the audience while I put my hands in the air.

I was looking into the crowd when I spotted him. The person I never
thought I would ever see again. I stopped dancing as the person started to
walk toward the stage.

He looked back at me, giving me an apologetic smile.
My happiness was suddenly turning to anger as I was staring face to face

with the person I outright despised. The person who put me through so much
hell and turmoil during the last two years of high school. The person I
thought I’d loved.

“Nathan…”
“What the hell are you doing here?” Jayden asked as he came closer to

Nathan.
“Hello to you too, Jayden. Hate to disappoint you, but this is a public

place.”
“You know, you have a lot of nerve coming near my sister.”
“And you have a lot of nerve talking to me after you almost put me in the

hospital.”
“And I would do it again in a heartbeat,” Jayden said as he stepped up to

Nathan.
Britney went over to Jayden and pulled him away from Nathan.
I didn’t know if the music stopped, or if I was still onstage, as I stared at

Nathan. The last time I saw him was during graduation, when he completely
ignored me and his parents had their noses in the air at me and my family.
They still had the notion that it was my fault for everything, when it was their
son who acted like a whore.



“Can we please talk? There’s something I need to tell you.”
“There’s nothing you need to say to me.”
“Please, Riana, there’s something you need to know.”
“She said she doesn’t want to talk to you, so back the hell up,” Shawn said,

as he came down from the stage.
Nathan looked at Shawn. He gave him a smug look as he went up to him.
I looked around the venue and noticed everyone was staring at us.

Whatever was about to happen I don’t think it needed to be in front of an
audience.

“Well, well, if it isn’t Shawn Walker. Long time, no see, isn’t it?”
I looked at the two of them, confused to what was going on.
“Wait, you two know each other?”
“Someone told me that you two were seeing each other, so I had to see

for myself if it was true. Didn’t think I would see you two here though, since
this is where we used to go.”

“There is no ‘we’ anymore, Nathan. You ended that when you started your
trail of lies to the whole school.”

“I told you I was sorry about that. At the time, my parents were hounding
me to find a solution to our situation.”

“And that’s how you handled it, by telling everyone I was a slut and a
whore!”

“Ri, if I could go back in time and fix everything, I would, but I can’t; if
you just listen to me…”

“Get the hell away from her!” Shawn yelled as he grabbed Nathan’s arm.
Nathan flung his arm away from Shawn, as he took a swing at him.
Shawn pulled Nathan’s arm from him as he put him in a chokehold. I heard

the crowd gasp as I put my hand to my mouth when Marcus and Jayden ran
over to the two to break them up.

“Control yourselves before security shows up,” Marcus said to Shawn,
though he stared at Nathan.

“I guess Shawn never told you, huh?” Nathan asked me, while smiling at
Shawn.



I looked at Shawn as I noticed the worried look on his face.
“Told me what? What’s going on, Shawn?”
“Your relationship is built on lies. I know about your chat sessions with

Elis. You want to know why?”
I looked at Shawn, wondering where this was going.
“Because I asked Shawn to locate you on Spoken; I knew you were

hurting over what I’ve done, so I asked him to find you and become friends
with you.”

I looked at Shawn who was unable to look at me. He turned away from
Marcus as he went to the nearest table to sit down.

“What the hell,” Cheryl said.
“Wait, how did Shawn know where or how to find me?” I asked.
“Remember your co-worker, Stacy? She used to date my brother, Terry.

Anyway, she told me you mentioned to her that you set a profile up on
Spoken. Does Bella Quinn ring any bells?”

I suddenly felt sick as I went over to sit at another table. Right then, I
didn’t want to be near Shawn.

“When she told me, I had this brilliant plan that I thought would help you
through the situation I put you in, so I enlisted Shawn’s help in confiding in
you. As I can see, the plan went way beyond what I expected.”

“Shut the hell up, Nathan!” Shawn yelled.
“No, keep talking, Nathan, since you couldn’t tell me yourself what you

were up to,” I said while staring at Shawn.
“I guess you’re wondering how I know Shawn?”
“I sure would like to,” Cheryl injected.
I looked at Cheryl as Marcus giving her a look that read don’t-go-there.
“As the saying goes, you can’t choose your family. Shawn and I are

cousins. His mother and my father are brother and sister. I guess neither
Shawn nor Marcus told you that tidbit of news, did they?”

“Now, I really want to knock the shit out of you, Nathan,” Marcus said.
Nathan rolled his eyes at Marcus as he stared at me.
“There’s more. Shawn has always been a romantic, so this isn’t surprising



to me. When he knew you were going to Shaw, he asked Monica to find out
your schedule so he could meet you. Low and behold, you two ended up in
Intro to Journalism together. Hopefully you don’t find that a coincidence,
because it wasn’t.”

“Of course Monica was in on this. I knew I didn’t trust her!” Cheryl said.
Everyone gave Cheryl an angry look, with the expression reading it’s not

the time.
“Ri, don’t listen to him. I didn’t tell him any of this.”
“So it’s true, because you’re not denying it!”
“If you let me explain…”
“You had plenty of opportunity to explain your case, cuz. I told you to get

out of this, but you didn’t because you fell in love with her. You enrolled in
the one class you thought you could get close to her in and once she let her
guard down, you went in on her.”

“That’s not true, and you know it.”
“I can’t believe this,” I said to myself, as I put my hands to my face. I

seriously could not believe Shawn would do this to me!
“How the hell do you know all this?” Jayden asked.
“I have my sources. Isaac kept me informed on some of what was

happening. But there is someone that you should be wondering if Shawn still
talks to.”

As soon as Nathan said those words, my eyes began to swell up with tears.
I held them in, not giving Shawn or anyone the satisfaction of my weakness.

“You were still talking to Rachel?”
“It’s not what you think, Riana.”
“Are you still talking to Rachel?”
“Yes, I talked to her recently…”
“And you didn’t tell me.”
“She unexpectedly showed up at my house. I couldn’t avoid her.”
“You could have, you just didn’t want to.”
“So I guess you and Rachel are together?” Shawn asked Nathan.
Nathan gave a sly smile at Shawn.



“Well, if you can say that. I prefer friends with benefits.”
I couldn’t take any more of this. I got up from my chair and quickly

walked out of the bar. The nausea that I was experiencing earlier came back
to me as I ran toward the side of the building. I doubled over near the
dumpster, releasing the lunch I’d previously had onto the ground.

I felled down onto the ground in total misery. I couldn’t believe what just
happened inside. I couldn’t believe I let myself get carried away in love again
and it hurt me once again, only this time, it hurt ten times worse.

 
 
 

41. Shawn
 
 

As I watched Riana run out of the bar, everything in me wanted to go after
her. I wanted to find her, hold her in my arms and take away all the pain I’d
caused her.

My mind was replaying what began the situation. Yes, I had helped my
slimy cousin by talking to Riana. It had been the beginning of summer and he
and his parents were visiting my mom, who honestly couldn’t stand any of
them. They were one of the families that are on her ‘Shit List’.

While they were in the living room discussing the next family gathering,
Nathan and I were in my room watching TV. I really didn’t want to talk to
him, but I figured I was helping my mom out by eliminating one of the people
she despised from her sight.

“So, did you want to hit up the mall, or something? I think our parents will
be talking for a while,” I’d said to Nathan.

“We can, but I have to do something, first,” Nathan said as he opened my
laptop.

“Did I ask you to go on my laptop?”
“I figured you wouldn’t mind. Anyway, there’s something I have to look



up.”
“What are you up to? Or do I even want to know?”
“You know Riana, right?”
“Your ex, I assume? I don’t know, you’ve been with so many girls I’ve lost

count.”
“Well everyone can’t be like you, which I never understood. Why would

you want to be in a relationship when there are plenty of women to be with?”
“Everyone is not a womanizing man-whore. Besides, I’ve done that and

it’s not for me. I like to be in a committed relationship. I love to be able to
share my time with one woman. Why am I even explaining anything to you?”

“I don’t know. Anyway, my friend Stacy told me that she set up a profile
on that new site Spoken and I need someone to go in and see how she’s
doing.”

“What’d you do to her? Please tell me you didn’t give her something?”
Nathan looked me as he gave me a sullen look.
“Besides knocking her up and cheating on her with multiple girls?”
“Seriously, Nathan! Where’s your damn head at? Never mind…”
“So, I also accidently showed a tape of us having sex at school.”
I’d shaken my head at my cousin. How I would’ve loved to kick his ass

right then.
“Are you serious? How can you ‘accidently’ show a sex tape?”
“I didn’t realize my phone was recording us until I saw the video one day.

I let one of my friends borrow my phone and I guess he saw the video and
decided to show it to the whole school.”

“You know you’re wrong for that. You could have stopped it.”
“I know and I should have. I let my ego get the best of me and played like

it was no big deal.”
“You are truly an asshole, you know that.”
“You probably think I’m bullshitting with you, but I was in love with her.

We’d known each other since middle school. I loved spending time with her,
because we always had a great time together, but as I got older, I started to
see that being in a relationship wasn’t what I wanted. I wanted to be with other



girls, sow my wild oats, as my dad would say. Anyway, when we first had sex
back in our junior year, I lied and told her I was a virgin too, because I
figured that was the only way we were going to have sex. Little did I know,
the condom we used was defective, resulting in an unplanned pregnancy.”

“So how did she find out about the other girls?”
“Several girls confronted her about me. I really didn’t think she was going

to find out. I mean, they all went to different schools!”
I again shook my head at my cousin. What an idiot!
“Why are you not with her taking care of your child?”
“She miscarried; it was mainly my fault though. I really put her though

hell, man. If I could, I would change everything and just have been there for
her, instead of making her life a living hell.”

“So you think setting up a profile and friending her is going to help her
heal?”

“I don’t know, but I’m willing to try. But I wasn’t going to be the one to do
it.”

“Why not?”
“I’m kind of with someone right now.”
“Hopefully you’re treating her better than you did Riana.”
“I’m sort of learning to be a better man.”
“Sort of? Try actually being one.”
I’d turned away from the TV screen and noticed Nathan staring at me.
“I was hoping you would be the person to set up the profile.”
“You’re kidding, right?”
“No. I mean, I know you’re down and out right now since Rachel, and I

figured you need a pick-me-up; someone to discuss your issues with. It’s a
win-win.”

“How is that a win-win when two miserable people are talking about their
problems?”

“I don’t know, you two will probably talk to each other better since you’re
both strangers.”

“Sorry, Nathan, but I’m not doing it.”



Nathan went into his wallet and pulled something out. He gave it to me,
and I realized it was a picture. The girl that was smiling brightly was
absolutely gorgeous.

“This is Riana?”
“Yeah, beautiful, isn’t she?”
I stared at the picture, instantly captivated by the person in the photo.

Maybe I did want to know more about her.
“What’d you say; you up for it?”
I sighed as I looked at my laptop. The Spoken website was already up,

which was on the sign-up screen.
“Fine, what do I have to lose?”
“Thank you, this certainly means a lot.”
“I still don’t understand why you’re doing this. Why can’t you just talk to

her?”
“You really think she would after I practically belittled her in school?

She’s not going to talk to me. Honestly, I don’t blame her.”
“Do you know her screen name?”
“It’s Bella Quinn. I think she has a thing for the Twilight Saga movies.

Anyway, once you make your profile, find her and either friend her or talk to
her. The rest is up to you. Just let me know how she is. I need to see if she
doing okay…”
 
I didn’t know why I helped Nathan that day, but I think it was mainly for me
and my selfishness. I wanted to know Riana and her story of what happened
between her and Nathan.

When she told me about the awful things he’d said and done to her, and
the way my aunt and uncle treated her, I literally wanted to go to Nathan’s
house and murder him. I couldn’t believe what he’d done to her, and it slowly
killed me inside.

So, yes, I felt compassion for her when I heard her story the first time. So
much so that I asked Monica what classes Riana was taking for her first
semester.



I hadn’t even known Monica and Riana were friends, but after I saw a
picture of the two on her phone, I began to ask questions. I was taking a long
shot when I asked if she knew what classes she was taking when Riana started
Shaw, and Monica instantly told me one of the classes she was taking, which
was Intro to Journalism. Of course, she was suspicious as to why I was asking
her that, but I just told her since I was a journalism major that we might be
having classes together. Since she wasn’t going to introduce herself, I figured
a chance meeting was in the works. So I swapped my Media Production class
to take Intro to Journalism.

When we did finally introduce ourselves on Spoken, she gave me the
name Spencer, which of course was a fake name, but I did the same to her,
giving her the name Elis. Actually, Elis is my middle name, but I guess she
will never know that now.

Throughout the time we spent together, I kept everything a secret, my
online identity as well as my relationship to Nathan. Since we were texting
through IM or on the WhatsApp Messenger, I figured she would never know
my identity when we exchanged numbers. I even tried to keep the ruse up by
texting her every now and then, but I had a feeling Riana was going to start
figuring things out. She was starting to last night.

I thought I was getting away with not revealing my identity, but little did I
know, my idiot cousin decided to rat me out, making me look like the bad
guy in the situation.

I probably was the bad guy, but I didn’t feel like I was. I wanted to know
Riana and help her heal. She definitely has done that for me with my feelings
on love. Hopefully, she doesn’t feel like I was faking about that too, because I
genuinely wasn’t.

My mind returned to the present when Britney said, “I seriously can’t
believe the both of you right now, especially you, Shawn!” She ran out of the
bar, no doubt in search of Riana.

“I did make a promise with you about hurting my sister. Try to see her
again and I will make good on it,” Jayden said. He pushed past me as he went
toward the door.



Cheryl looked at Marcus and me and shook her head. She went toward the
door as well, leaving us completely speechless.

“Why the hell didn’t you tell me what you two were doing? I didn’t even
know Riana was ever with this douche. Now Cheryl thinks I knew about this,”
Marcus finally managed to say.

“I’m sorry, okay. I didn’t think this was going to get this out of control.”
“Anything that involves Nathan Bradford is bound for destruction. Just fix

it,” Marcus said as he went past the both of us and out the door.
I looked at Nathan as I went toward the door as well. Luckily, security was

too busy to even notice us and we were able to leave without any issues.
Nathan stopped me as I was out the door.
“Listen, I didn’t mean for everything to blow up like that.”
“Please, Nathan, that’s your MO. You love drama. Well, you got it tonight.

Just leave me alone,” I said as I went to my car.
When I went to my car, I saw Riana near the back of the bar, on the ground

with Cheryl and Britney beside her. She looked pale as the two helped her up.
My heart was literally breaking at the sight of Riana and knowing what I’d

done to her. Throughout the lies and deceit, I kept telling myself I wasn’t
going to hurt her. Now that I have, I don’t blame her for not wanting to talk to
me. I wouldn’t even want to be around myself.

I got into my car and put the back of my head on the headrest. Tears
started to flow down my face, as I let my emotions get the best of me. The
best thing that has ever happened to me was gone, and now I didn’t know how
I was going to get her back.

After sitting in the parking lot for twenty minutes, I started to drive
around. I didn’t want to go home and face Marcus or my parents. I just needed
some time to think about everything that happened. I really wanted to talk to
Riana, but I knew she wouldn’t want to see me. I needed to give her space,
which was willing to do for now. I noticed I ended up at the park downtown
where Riana told me about her past. I went over to the exact bench we sat at
and stared at the stars.

My mind started to travel back to when I saw Rachel for the first time



since May. I wasn’t expecting to see her, but when she showed up on my
doorstep, all the memories of us began came back to me…

“I’ll get it,” I yelled as I ran downstairs. I opened the door without even
looking through the peephole, noticing my ex, Rachel, standing outside. I had
to admit, she still looked good. Her brown skin was flawless as she wore no
makeup, her brown eyes were sparkling, and her long black hair was pulled
into a high ponytail.

“Hi, Shawn. You still look good.”
“What do you want, Rachel?”
“You’re not even going to say hello?”
I stared at her, wondering why she was on my doorstep.
“Why should I, when you cheated on me?”
“I guess I deserve that. Can I come in?”
“I don’t think so.”
“I just want to talk Shawn, please.”
I sighed as I closed the door behind me. I wasn’t letting her in the house,

especially since my mom was there. She would have a fit if she saw her.
“Make it quick.”
Rachel licked her lips as she pulled down her leather jacket.
“Shawn, I just want to first say I’m sorry for what I put you through. I

know what I did was terrible and if I could change things, I would.”
“Don’t you think it’s a little too late for that, Rachel?”
“I’m trying my best to do what I should have done when I walked out on

you before. At least let me do that.”
“Fine, I forgive you, so you can go now.”
“I know about what happened between you and Adams. Toni saw the fight

on the quad. Shawn, I know you don’t like Adams, but he’s the Dean’s son;
you could have been suspended…”

“Luckily, I wasn’t, since your boy toy did something much worse than pick
a fight on campus.”

“What you mean?”
“He tried to rape my girlfriend. He slipped a roofie in her drink at a party



and tried to force himself on her. I stopped him before he did.”
“You really do have a girlfriend,” Rachel said to herself. I guess she didn’t

hear the part about Adams being a dirtbag.
“Yes, Rachel, I’m seeing someone now. You thought I would still be

thinking about you? Think again.”
“I think it’s great you found someone. I’m happy for you.”
I looked at Rachel, as she gave me a sincere smile. Maybe she was actually

telling the truth.
“I know I hurt you, and I’m not proud of that, so I’m glad that you were

able to find someone else.”
“Thanks.”
“I’m pretty sure she’s treating you better than I did.”
“Stop, Rachel.”
“Admit it, Walker, I was a total bitch to you. I cheated on you with

someone like Adams, of all people. I still don’t see what I saw in him.”
“Well, it’s good you realized that. That you threw away our three-year

relationship for someone like Adams.”
“Can I tell you why I did it?”
I looked at the street ahead, looking at the leaves falling off a tree nearby

a neighbor’s house as I turned back to look at her.
“I guess.”
“I was stupid. At the time, Adams was someone that was the complete

opposite of you. Don’t get me wrong, you had your way about you; confident,
sweet, and very sexy; but Adams was someone that lived on the edge. He was
exciting and new, and I felt safe and secure with you. I wanted thrilling and
you weren’t that for me.”

“Are you done?”
“I didn’t mean to offend you.”
“Then what the hell were you doing? I get it, you wanted to fuck him, you

did, and now you want to come back to your safety net?”
“I didn’t mean it like that. Shawn, you will always be the love of my life.

That will never change.”



“Well, it changed for me. The person I’m with is the love of my life. I
really thought that you were, but Riana changed me for the better. Even
though she may not realize it, she helped me see what love is all about. She is
my everything.”

Rachel looked at me with tears springing from her eyes. I shouldn’t have
said that, but it was the truth.

“Wow, I don’t know what to say.”
“There’s nothing else to say.”
“I know about Riana, Shawn. I’ve talked to Nathan. He told me about the

scheme you two pulled to get her to talk about her past. Why would you do
that, Shawn?”

“What you mean, why would I do it? I wasn’t doing it for gratification or
for my cousin’s benefit; I did it because she was hurting. Yes, Nathan told me
the story about what he’d done, but he didn’t tell me the extent to how he
treated her. He didn’t tell me the hurtful things he said to her, or how she felt
every time she went to school. I wanted to help her, even if it was just
through the computer. I didn’t think it was going anywhere, until she said she
was going to Shaw. I begged her friend to tell me what classes she was
enrolled in so I could meet her. It worked, we’re both in Intro to Journalism,
but things became out of control and I continued the lie.”

“Shawn, eventually she will find out the truth; if it’s not from Nathan, then
someone else.”

“You don’t think I know that? I know that this will backfire on me; I’m
just trying to find a way to tell her.”

“I know I’m not the best person to talk to about this, but you need to tell
her. You need to get it out in the open so she can process what’s been going
on. That way, she would have known from you and not anyone else.”

I looked at Rachel, realizing she was giving some sound advice.
“I will. Thanks.”
“You’re welcome. I really hope things work out for you two. I’m pretty

sure she’s a nice girl.”
I smiled. “She’s amazing.”



Rachel smiled as she wiped a tear from the corner of her eye.
“You used to have that look when you were talking about me. Take care,

Shawn,” she said.
She went up to me as she gave me a kiss on the cheek. She stared at me as

I put a hand on hers.
“Take care, Rachel.”
As she walked toward her car, I knew then that what we had was truly

over. I appreciated the moments we shared, but she wasn’t the love of my life.
Maybe I thought she was at one point, but now… The person I’m with now has
my heart, and always will…

Now, I truly fucked that up, I thought as I continued to look at the stars.
I will give Riana her space tonight, but tomorrow, I will be on her

doorstep bright and early to explain my story.
I have to, if we are ever going to get past this.

 
 
 

42. Riana
 
 

After becoming physically sick outside of Blue Night, Cheryl and Britney
took me home to mom’s house, where I just went straight to my room and
cried all night.

My mom tried to find out what was wrong, but I couldn’t talk to her. I
didn’t want to talk to anyone after what happened. I was still in shock over
what I’d heard earlier. That Shawn and Nathan were cousins and he went with
him on some plan to get me to open up to him. What was the motive of the
plan? For Nathan to seek revenge on me? For what, I wouldn’t know. Was it
to make me fall in love again and have the life sucked out of me again? If that
was the case, then congratulations, their plan was a success.

I rolled over onto my side and noticed the Foot Locker shopping bag that



was sitting by my bed. It was a pair of Jordan’s that Shawn was talking about
one day while we were looking at various topics for our project online. We
had decided to take a break, and Shawn started looking online for a pair that
was coming out for a limited time.

Cheryl, Britney, and I had gone to five different stores to find the shoes in
his size, which was a 12. Just the thought that I paid so much money on his
present made my stomach turn. I didn’t want to be sick again, so I took
several deep breaths to push the feeling out of my mind.

I looked up at the ceiling, trying to figure out what to do next. I really
didn’t want to go back to campus and have to face everything that reminded
me of Shawn: the student lounge, Intro to Journalism, including every place
in my apartment. The thought was making me queasy again.

And we still hadn’t finished our project, which meant I would have to see
him outside of class.

Cheryl mentioned she was going back to campus tomorrow, and I
probably would ride with her since I came down with Shawn. I would’ve gone
back with Britney and Jayden, but I figured they probably would want some
time together. I didn’t know what this meant for Marcus and Cheryl, since he
didn’t bother to tell anyone that Nathan was his cousin either. But from the
looks of it, it seemed as if Marcus didn’t know what was going on either, so
maybe Shawn was keeping his secret from him as well.

My phone began to play John Legend’s “All Of Me,” which was Shawn’s
ringtone. He had been calling repeatedly, seeing if I would answer the phone.
Nice try, but I’m wouldn’t.

He has some nerve calling me and expecting me to be okay with what
he’d done. After I told him about ‘Elis’, he looked straight at me and didn’t
say a word about his involvement in the matter. If he would have told me that
he was Elis then, I would have probably forgiven him. I might have forgiven
him if he told me that it was all a scheme, but he flat out lied about it, making
him someone I couldn’t trust.

On top of that, my ex had to tell me, in front of everyone, about the
scheme. The incident truly embarrassed me, something he knew all too well



in doing so.
My phone beeped several times, indicating I had a voicemail message. I

didn’t know if I wanted to hear it, since I knew it was from Shawn.
I unlocked my phone and went to my messages, pushing the notification

button, waiting to hear what he had to say. Just hearing his voice made my
eyes fill up with tears.

“Hey. I know you don’t want to talk to me, and I completely understand. I
wouldn’t want to talk to me after what I pulled. I just had to say that I love you
and I would have been at your door right now pounding on it to get you to open
and talk to me, but I’m willing to give you your space. But believe me, I will try
my hardest to win back your trust. Baby, I meant what I said when I told you I
loved you. You are my everything…”

I ended the message, shedding a fresh batch of tears at the words Shawn
expressed. I wanted to believe him so much, but I’ve been through this
before. How did I know this was not the same scenario, but with a different
character telling the tale?

I rolled over to my side, trying to go to sleep, but the thoughts of Shawn
kept creeping through my mind. I would have to find a way to get through
this. I couldn’t go back to the person I was before.

 
~ ~ ~ ~ ~

 
After staring at the wall for two hours, I was finally able to go to sleep,

only to wake back up an hour later to stare at the wall some more. I figured I
wasn’t going to go back to sleep, so I started to pack so I could ride back with
Cheryl.

As I put my clothes into my overnight bag, the doorbell began to ring
repeatedly. I continued to pack, not caring who was at the door. When I heard
loud voices, I knew then that I should immediately go down.

I ran downstairs hearing Jayden and Shawn in a shouting match that could
wake up the entire neighborhood. I went in between the two as Jayden had his
hands in tight fists, ready to pounce on Shawn.



My mom rushed to the foyer, looking at the three of us with an upset
expression on her face. I knew she wasn’t in the mood for our theatrics.

“There will be no fighting at my doorstep. Whatever happened between
you and Shawn, it needs to be discussed either inside or outside. Do it now!”
she said to me as she went back into her room and closed the door.

Jayden looked at the two of us as he shook his head and went back
upstairs to his room, slamming the door on his way in.

I looked at Shawn, realizing he was looking as bad as I felt. He was in the
same clothes from last night, already having a day old stubble on his mocha
face, and he looked like he hadn’t slept at all.

“You shouldn’t have come by.”
“I needed to see you,” he said softly.
“Why would you think I wanted to see you? You lied to me, Shawn! You

went in on a plan with my ex and then you basically stalked me by enrolling
in a class that I was taking.”

“Please, will you let me explain why I did it?”
“There’s no need to explain what you did. You thought you could get

vulnerable me to fall for you so your cousin could spread more rumors about
me. What’d he promised you? He must have promised you something for you
to go along with it. I guess fucking me was an added bonus, right?”

Shawn looked at me as if I’d stabbed him in his heart. The look he had on
his face told me that I went too far.

“I told you about that word.”
“Shawn…”
“Please, just let me explain, because you’re wrong about everything.

There wasn’t any compensation for talking to you. I wasn’t going to go along
with it, but when Nathan showed me a picture of you, something in me wanted
to know more about you. I wanted to know the person that he hurt so bad that
he was asking for my help to fix it.

“You see, Nathan and I barely talk. We see each other on occasions when
my parents get together. I didn’t know about you, or what he’d done to you.
All I knew was what he told me the day I set up the profile. I knew he’d gotten



you pregnant and cheated on you, but I wanted to hear your side of the story.
Once I started chatting with you, I knew then that my cousin was a pure
asshole for what he did. Sure, I knew before that he was an asshole, but I
really knew then that he had truly and completely broken you.

“I desperately wanted to see you, but I knew you didn’t want that, so yes, I
asked Monica if she knew what classes you were taking this semester. She
didn’t know what I was doing; she just thought I was making conversation, so
she told me one of the classes you were taking, which was Intro to
Journalism. I went online later that day and swapped my Media Production
class to that class, figuring I could meet you even when you didn’t know it.”

“That’s what makes me so upset. You knew about me all this time and you
didn’t even have the balls to tell me. When we were in the park and I told you
the entire story, you just sat there and looked sympathetic when you knew the
story already! I let my guard down and put my trust in you, and look what I
got in return? Another letdown.”

“Don’t say that. I’m glad you were able to tell me what pained you. I’m
glad you were able to confide in me and tell me about your past, which made
our relationship stronger.”

“Did it? The relationship was built on lies and great sex.”
“You know it was more than that.”
“Honestly, I don’t know what to believe anymore. I know I had my share

in this, but at least I was woman enough to tell you about it. You gave me
your word that you would never hurt me. You promised me that.”

“I know, and I’m truly sorry. If I would have told you about everything,
would you had forgiven me and moved on? No, you wouldn’t have because
you wouldn’t look at me the same. That’s something I didn’t want to face. So I
continued on with the lie.”

“So, you’re telling me that you didn’t know anything about Nathan getting
into a fight with Jayden?”

“No, my cousin wouldn’t announce that he was nearly in the hospital from
a fight. I only knew about that when you told me.”

“I knew something was off when I noticed similarities between you two



and the messages started to decrease. Why was that?”
“I couldn’t continue. I figured you would think Elis got too busy or found

someone.”
“I’m assuming Elis is a random name?”
“No, it’s my middle name. Why’d you chose Spencer?”
“That’s my middle name.”
“Ri, I’m not trying to justify what I’ve done. I know I messed up. But I

need you to know that my love for you is real. I didn’t lie to you about my
feelings, so please don’t ever think that I was messing with your head.”

“How do I know, Shawn? You lied about everything else. How am I
supposed to believe you on that?”

Shawn approached me as he caressed my cheek. His hands wandered to
my shoulders, and over to my hips. Although I should be mad at him, my body
wasn’t, as it knew his touch all too well. It immediately responded to him,
starting to become wet with desire.

“Shawn, stop.”
“Just know that I love you, Riana. I’m going to keep fighting for you to

come back to me. I won’t stop until you tell me so.”
He turned around and walked out of the door, leaving me in the doorway,

completely shell-shocked as to what had just happened.

 
 
 

43. Shawn
 
 

After leaving Riana’s, I headed straight home to my parents’. I knew I was
going to hear a lecture from them because I stayed out all night without
telling them where I was. I couldn’t face anyone last night, so after I left the
park, I just drove around all night. I needed time to clear my head and to
reflect on everything that happened.



I desperately wanted to get a drink, but I knew that wasn’t going to solve
anything. That and what Riana said about her dad was still instilled in my
mind.

In a way, I’m glad the secret was out. Now, I won’t have to hide behind it
anymore.

I stopped the car in my parents’ driveway and slowly got out. As soon as I
closed the door, my parents came outside, giving me one of their evil
glances. Usually, when one of my parents gives the look, it means either
Marcus or I are in trouble, but when they both give the look, it means I better
take cover.

“Where the hell have you been? We didn’t hear from you, and Marcus was
looking everywhere for you!” my mom yelled.

“We were worried about you! You could have at least called us to say you
were okay,” my dad added.

“I’m sorry, okay. Something happened last night and I needed time to
think.”

“Marcus told us what you did with Nathan. I’m wondering why you even
associated yourself with that douche,” my mom said.

“Honey, he is your nephew,” dad said.
“He’s still a douche.”
“Okay, you two, I get it. I truly messed up, but I was doing it because of

Riana. I was trying to help her, not hurt her.”
“We understand that, but instead of doing the right thing, you did

everything completely wrong. Not only did you lie to her, but you completely
broke her trust in you,” mom responded.

“Shawn, we know your intentions were good, but all Riana sees is
someone else letting her down. She gave everything to you, and now she
probably feels that it was all for nothing,” said dad.

“I know that. I know what I put her through, and now I’m regretting it; but
the damage is done and now I have to find a way to win her back.”

“How are you going to do that?”
“I have a way. Right now, I’m just going to get some rest before heading



back to school.” I went past my parents and into the house. I closed the door
to see Marcus staring at me.

“You know I should beat your ass right now.”
“Well, take a number,” I said as I headed up the stairs.
“Listen, I’m not upset with you for what you’ve done. Yeah, it was stupid,

but I understand why you did it.”
I turned around and looked at Marcus.
“I know this may have caused problems between you and Cheryl.”
“Not really. Yes, she was very upset about the situation and with you.

After I told her I had nothing to do with what happened, we decided that
what’s going on between you and Riana is your business and not ours. I’m just
not going to have you two in the same room right now, though.”

“Duly noted.”
“I may have teased you about your relationship with Riana, but I know

how much you love her. She’s done something that the family hasn’t seen in a
long time, and that’s bringing back the happy, carefree Shawn. That’s why you
need to fight for her. She may not come around right now, but eventually you
two will get past this and become even stronger as a couple.”

I smiled at my brother as I went up to him for a hug.
“Thanks, man,” I said.
“No problem. I really don’t want to see you depressed and not taking care

of yourself. Case in point, right now. Go take a shower, bro.”
“Come on, you act like I’ve been like this for days.”
“Well, you smell like it. Besides, how are you going to get your girl back

looking like that?”
I looked at myself in the hall mirror and realized I did look kind of rough.
“When are you going back to the apartment? I’m heading back tonight.”
“I was thinking about going tomorrow. I still need time to think.”
“Okay, well just so you know, Riana is riding back with Cheryl today, and

I did hear that the communications building is open.”
“And how do you know that?”
“I have my sources. Actually, I called a favor in. Anyway, since you two



are still working on your project, maybe you two could finish it tonight.”
I smiled at my brother at the brilliant plan. It was a long shot, but

hopefully I could get Riana to work on the project so we could talk.
“Okay, well I guess I’ll just head back when you do.”
“Cool. But before we go, take that shower.”
I smiled as I ran upstairs. I was going to get my girl back.

 
~ ~ ~ ~ ~

 
After showering and shaving, I packed my bag and headed back to campus.

I told my parents I had to go back early to work on my project, and promised
them Riana and I would return together on winter break. Even though I was
confident that Riana will be back with me, I still had to find a way for her to
forgive me. Marcus’ plan might work, but I knew Riana was going to need a
little more convincing.

Once I made the hour and a half drive back to Baker, I went inside my
apartment and straight to my room. I put my overnight bag on the bed and
went to my dresser. I pulled out the top drawer, revealing Riana’s Christmas
gift.

One day while we were online searching for topics, I decided to do a little
research of my own while she was asleep. I looked at different jewelry stores
looking for the perfect gift to give to her. Once I found it, I ordered it and
picked it up the next day. Now, as I stared at the box in front of me, I
wondered would I be able to give it to her.

Stop doubting yourself, Shawn. She will come back.
I put the box back into the drawer and closed it. I picked up my laptop bag

and headed toward the door. Hopefully, Riana would agree to see me, even if
it was just for class.

 
 
 



44. Riana
 
 

Cheryl and I walked into the apartment and threw down our bags.
I headed into the kitchen to grab a bottle of water when I noticed my

notebook sitting on the ottoman. My mind started to wander with thoughts of
Shawn and me and the last night we were here before Thanksgiving break.
The massage he gave me and the incredible sex we had. The way we’d
connected gave me chills. I missed us being together. I missed him.

“Thinking about Shawn?” Cheryl asked as she came into the living room.
“How could you tell?”
“Trust me; it’s not easy to forget about someone you love. I think that’s

why I’m a commitment phobic.”
“Do you think you will ever change your mind about relationships?”
“I think so; I hope so. But right now, I’ve been through too much to know

if relationships are really meant for me.”
I picked up my notebook, realizing I need to finish my project soon.
“I really think you should talk to Shawn,” Cheryl said.
“This, coming from you? I would have thought you would say forget

about him and move on.”
“I know what Shawn did was wrong, and even I was pissed at it. But, Ri,

Shawn was there for you even when we weren’t. Yes, he was helping his
cousin, but I think it was more for you than him.

“You two helped each other face your fears about love.”
“Yeah, and look how it turned out.”
“No one said love was easy. It can be messy and can destroy you to the

core, but it can also be beautiful and magical. I know what you felt with
Shawn, so don’t walk away from that feeling.”

“Wow, should you be taking this advice for yourself?”
Cheryl smiled.
“I will, one day.”
She put her arm around me and gave me a quick hug before getting up



from the couch. She turned to look at me as I was still staring at the
notebook.

“I heard some of the buildings will be open today so students coming back
can get ready for finals. The communications building is one of them.”

“Great, because I really need to work on this project.”
I got up and grabbed my tote bag. I put the notebook inside as I walked to

the door.
“If I finish early, maybe we can catch a movie.”
“Sure. I’ll be here.”
I smiled as I went out the door. I closed it and sighed.
For some reason, I’m sure Cheryl was up to something, but at this point, I

didn’t care. I really needed to work on my project.

 
 
 

45. Shawn
 
 

I looked around the editing room, wondering if what I was doing was the
right thing. I knew Riana was on her way since Marcus texted me saying that
Cheryl told her that the building was open. I noticed the door opening as
Riana walked in.

She looked surprised to see me as she nervously tugged on her tote bag.
“I didn’t think you would be here,” Riana said.
“I left early. I guess we had the same idea.”
“Yeah, we only have two weeks until the final.”
“Ri…”
“Shawn…”
“You go first,” I said.
“Shawn, I know we have to finish this project, so I don’t want what

happened to us to interfere with that.”



“I agree. Ri…”
“Since you’re here, we can divide the editing, that way we don’t have to be

in the studio too long. And I actually found time to work on the dialogue, so
that’s completed.”

“That’s great, but can I show you something first before we start
working?”

Riana seemed hesitant as she gave me a shrug.
“It’ll only take a minute.”
“Fine.”
I edged my hand out to Riana as she gave me an unsure look.
“It’s okay.”
She sighed as she pressed her hand into mine as I led the way toward the

production studio. Once we walked in, Riana put her hand over her mouth,
completely shocked at what she was seeing in front of her.

Since Marcus pulled some strings with one of the instructors from the
communications department (which I’m pretty sure there was something
between them in the past), to open up the studio, I decided to put a plan of my
own in motion. I had set up a candlelight dinner, complete with her favorite
meal, jambalaya. I’d even hooked up the editing equipment to have a
simulated fireplace going, which I thought was cheesy, but I knew Riana
would like it.

She looked at me and gave a tiny smile.
“Wow, Shawn, this is really sweet. How did you do this?”
“I have some connections.”
“Of course,” Riana said as she looked at the decorated table of candles

and a dozen pink roses placed near her seat.
“Thank you,” she said as she picked up the roses and put them to her nose

to smell.
“Ri, I know it’s going to take some time for us to go back to how things

were, but I promise you that I will never hurt you again.”
She put down the roses as she watched the simulated fireplace.
I put my arms around her, which surprisingly, she didn’t resist, even



leaning her head back on my chest.
“Shawn, what you did was horrible. It wasn’t the plan that had me upset, it

was just the fact that you lied about it; but I think I understand why you did it.”
“Why do you think I did it?”
She turned around to face me as she gave me another hesitant look. I was

starting to notice the girl that I had to comfort and help. She was going back
to the person she was trying to reform from, and I didn’t want that.

“Ri, before you say anything, I just want you to know that you have
changed so much from the time I’ve known you. You’ve grown into this
confident woman and I hope that doesn’t change.”

“I know, Shawn, and that’s something I don’t want to change either. I was
tired of living in a shell, not knowing how to live life. I think you did what
you did because you saw someone that was hurt and confused and wanted to
help. But it wasn’t just me you wanted to help, it was also yourself. You
needed that distraction because of your personal struggles and how you felt
about love.”

“Riana, when I first met you on Spoken, I automatically felt a connection.
We both were going through the same issues with love, but we didn’t know
how to handle them. We wanted to break away from the demons we had, but
didn’t know how to take the first step. Even when we met in person, we were
slowly learning things about each other, and that was a great thing for me,
because I truly knew then that you were the one for me.”

“Do you regret going along with Nathan’s plan?” Riana asked.
“No, I don’t, because I wouldn’t have met you.”
“We would have met if it was meant to be.”
“That’s true, but who’s to say that us meeting on Spoken wasn’t meant to

be? Maybe Nathan was the person needed to put us together.”
“I didn’t think of it that way,” Riana said.
“So maybe it was a good thing how everything happened.”
“Maybe so.”
I went up to her and looked into her eyes.
“I just need to know can you forgive me for this, because I don’t know if I



can go another day without being with you.”
She looked unsure of what to say.
“This was really sweet what you did, but I can’t just forgive you right now.

I need time to process everything.”
I lowered my head, trying to think of another way to make her understand

that I loved her and needed her in my life, but I came up with nothing.
“I understand.”
Riana went back into the editing room, leaving me alone to process what

just happened. A second ago, I thought things would go back to normal, but
she was right. Fixing her favorite meal and begging forgiveness was not
going to make her come back to me. Now, all I can do was give her the time
she asked for.

 
 
 

46. Riana
 
 

Once I went back into the editing room, I began to work on the project,
feeling a little sad that I told Shawn I needed time. Although he’d gone out of
his way to apologize, it was too soon to go back to him and be the happy
couple again. He’d lied to me and withheld information about him being
Nathan’s cousin. That didn’t sit well with me, no matter how much I wanted to
forgive him.

After doing several edits to an interview, I realized Shawn never came
into the editing room. I went back inside the studio and noticed that
everything was put back in its place, meaning he already left through the side
door. A feeling of despair overcame me as I went into the editing room.

I clicked on a video footage, noticing it was not for the project. It was
footage of Shawn and me on the quad, goofing off in between interviews.
Shawn turned the camera toward him, while I was standing by him, giggling



since he was interviewing me. I seriously thought he was going to drop the
camera since he was holding it in one hand. If he did, we would be using the
rest of our college tuition plus a year ’s salary on our future jobs to replace it.
I turned up the volume to listen to the conversation we were having…

“So, Miss Robertson, if you could interview anyone right now, who would
it be?” Shawn asked as he held the camera in one hand while pretending to
have a microphone in the other.

“I don’t know; maybe Oprah, or probably Bradley Cooper.”
“Seriously, Ri. Interviewing Bradley Cooper would be your dream

interview?”
“Well, yeah. He’s a great actor, and he’s pretty hot.”
“What about me?” Shawn asked.
“Of course you’re hot, Shawn. But I’m a sucker for blue eyes.

Unfortunately, you don’t have them.”
“Oh, really,” he said as he put down the camera.
I noticed the footage went sideways as I remembered him chasing after

me through the quad. Once he caught up with me, he playfully tackled me,
tickling me on the grass in front of the communications building.

Completely forgetting about the camera, the tickles became soft touches
as we made out for a good five minutes. Before we could go any further
(which we wouldn’t in public), campus police told us to get up and leave
before they gave us a ticket for lewd conduct. Good thing the camera was
still in place once we returned back to the quad.

I smiled at the memory, realizing that the moments we shared were so
important to me. I didn’t want to lose that feeling with him, but I knew my
heart needed the most convincing.

Until my heart, as well as my mind, could fully forgive Shawn, I couldn’t
be with him.

 
 
 



47. Shawn
 
 

I tossed and turned in my bed, trying to get some sleep, but my body
wouldn’t let me. It had been four days since I’d last seen Riana, and it was
painful to not see or even talk to her.

Once she announced she needed time, I decided to give her that. I didn’t
want to cause any more issues between us, so I figured I would keep my
distance.

Since the university gave students a week off to study for finals, the
campus has been very quiet. I’d completed my part of the project for
submission, but I’m not sure if Riana completed hers, given that I haven’t
even spoken to her. Hopefully she did, so we won’t look unprepared during
our presentation next week.

I couldn’t sleep, so I sat up, only to see Cheryl standing by the foot of the
bed. I literally jumped out the bed, wondering why she was even in my room.

“What the hell are you doing?”
“Good morning to you too, Shawn. Isn’t it a glorious day, today?” she

asked as she went toward my curtains and opened them, revealing a too
bright light in my vision.

The sunlight nearly blinded me and I had to cover my eyes with my hands.
“Why are you in my room?”
“Marcus let me in before he left for work. I can’t believe you. Marcus and

I helped to get Riana and you back together, but you’re not back together.
Why is that?”

“She said she needed space, so that’s what I’m giving her.”
“Shawn, you know I was pissed at you for what you did to her, especially

with Nathan. I can’t believe you two are cousins.”
“You and me both,” I said.
“Anyway, Riana told me what you did in the studio, which was really

sweet, but I know her. Ri’s been through this before, so you’re going to have
to do a lot more than cook her favorite meal and put up a cheesy fireplace



video.”
“Wow, Cheryl, I didn’t realize that until you just said it,” I sarcastically

said.
“Listen, you better be glad I’m even talking to you after what you did. But

being the forgiving person I am, I’m willing to help you get Ri back.”
“And how will you do that?”
“Being her cousin, I know a lot more about her than you do.”
“Well, are you going to enlighten me on your suggestions, or do I have to

guess?”
Cheryl sat down on my bed, giving me a look as she pulled out a book

from her purse.
“Why do you have Ri’s notebook?” I asked while taking the book from

Cheryl.
“Let me explain, okay. Recently, you found out about Ri’s talent, which is

singing, and I’m pretty sure from your many chat sessions you know that she
loves to write. So this is her notebook filled with various writings she’s done
over the years.”

“How did you get this without her knowing?”
“I have my ways. I’m not sure if she showed them to you, but I’m pretty

sure you can figure something out with them.”
“I don’t know, Cheryl. I feel like this is too personal, like I’m invading her

privacy.”
“Shawn, you two have been intimate in more ways than one. I don’t think

she will mind if you take a peek at them.”
She smiled as she got up from the bed. “Be creative, which I know you

won’t have a problem with,” she said as she left my room.
I looked at the notebook, wondering if I should open it.
“What do I have to lose?” I asked myself as I opened it.
I have to get Riana back—whatever it took.

 
~ ~ ~ ~ ~

 



After a day of going through Riana’s notebook, I finally figured out a way
to show her how truly sorry I was about everything I’d done.

I stood out in front of the quad, waiting patiently for Riana to come by. I
told Cheryl my plan, so she was helping to find a way to get Riana down to
the quad. I didn’t know what she was going to do, but I hope her plan works.

I set up the microphone and camera I borrowed from the production
studio, having lied to Professor Wilkins, and telling her that I was using it for
the project. I tested out the mic, seeing if it was on, which caused a heavy
feedback.

“You nervous, bro?” Marcus asked as he came up to me. I gave him a
perplexed look as I tapped the microphone again.

“What do you think?”
“Hey, I took off time from work today to witness this, so hopefully you

and Riana can go back to being the happy couple again. I’m tired of you
moping around the apartment.”

I gave Marcus a smirk as I looked ahead toward the open field.
This was it. This was my one shot to getting Riana back. Hopefully, this

plan will work.

 
 
 

48. Riana
 
 

“Why are you dragging me to the lounge? I was in the middle of
studying,” I said to Cheryl, as she was taking me toward the quad. I knew she
was up to something when she dragged me away from my desk and toward
the apartment door.

“Will you calm down and relax? Trust me, okay?” Cheryl said.
“Right now, I’m not so sure,” I replied.
Once we approached a tree toward the Arts Building, I heard a voice in



the direction of the quad. I knew that voice from anywhere, which was
smooth and sexy. Just like the man that graced my heart these past few
months.

“What is Shawn doing?” I asked.
“It’s part of your surprise, Ri,” Cheryl said.
As I went closer to the quad, I noticed a crowd was already gathered in

front of a platform, wondering what was going on. I went toward the group,
looking at the person on the platform. Shawn had a nervous look on his face,
as he saw me. He put the microphone closer to his mouth, ready to speak.

“Love—it’s a wonderful thing. Everyone should experience it one time in
their life. With me, I was able to experience it twice. Once, with someone I
thought I would be happy with, but she did me wrong. She made me want to
forget about love, toss it out and never think about it again. But I guess God
had a different plan for me, when I met the real love of my life just a few
months ago.

“She opened my eyes to see that love doesn’t have to hurt or make you
feel miserable. Love should make you feel alive, and free. She showed me a
side of myself that I didn’t even know existed. Recently, I’ve done something
that completely tore apart our relationship. I lost her trust and ever since
then, I felt terrible about it. Hopefully, this will help her see that I love her
and that I will never hurt her again. So, if you’re out there in the audience, Ri,
just know that I love you and you are my everything.”

“Aww,” said several girls nearby me as they looked ahead at Shawn.
I looked over at Cheryl and sighed. I didn’t know if I wanted to stand

around and listen to this. But for some reason, my feet wouldn’t let me move.
A strong beat started to escalate and I noticed someone was tapping on a

pair of drums. I looked over and saw a band assembled with a trombone,
trumpet, and French horn on the other side, providing a soft tone throughout
the crowd.

Shawn went up to the microphone, and his voice became strong toward
the crowd.

“When we hear the word love, what do you think?”



I looked toward Shawn, realizing he was reciting one of the writings in
my notebook. How did he get my notebook? I looked over at Cheryl, who
had a look on her face that read ‘don’t-kill-me’.

I watched in awe as Shawn did a spoken word reading to one of my poems.
My notebook was filled with personal thoughts that kept me going even after
what happened with Nathan. It kept me sane, because it was a way to escape
from reality, as well as putting my feelings on paper when I couldn’t express
them verbally.

The crowd went wild as soon as Shawn finished. I knew he was going to
find me, but I couldn’t stay. I didn’t want to face him, not now.

“Where you going?” Cheryl asked.
“I have to go,” I said, as I headed toward the sidewalk.
Although Shawn was trying his hardest to apologize, I just didn’t know if I

could accept it right now.

 
 
 

49. Shawn
 
 

As soon as I was finished, I went straight out into the crowd to find Riana. I
had known she was there, but noticed she was gone after I finished. Several
people were telling me how great the performance was, but I didn’t care. The
one person I wanted to talk to wasn’t there, which made everything I’d done a
complete waste.

“Sorry, man. I thought she would have at least stayed,” Marcus said.
“It’s okay. I knew it was risky, especially doing a poem from one of her

writings, but I don’t regret doing it.”
“We really thought it would work. I guess she’s still hurting over what

happened,” Cheryl added.
“Really, it’s okay. I’m just going to return this equipment and go home.”



“Okay. See you later, bro.”
I nodded my head as I got the equipment and went toward the

communication building, feeling truly defeated.
 

~ ~ ~ ~ ~
 

After that, I headed home. I opened the door to see Riana sitting on the
couch.

“Riana, what are you doing here?”
“Marcus let me in before he left. I didn’t know if I should have waited, but

he said it was okay.”
“It’s fine. In fact, I’m glad to see you.”
She gave a tiny smile as she came over to me.
“I was very surprised with the poem you did on the quad.”
“I know, and I’m sorry. Cheryl came by yesterday with your notebook and

told me to look through it. Even if you don’t want to speak to me again, just
know that you are so special and so talented. The writings in there are
wonderful, so don’t ever lose that.”

Riana blushed. “Thank you. That was one of the things that kind of help
me through the issues with Nathan. Even if I wasn’t writing then, just looking
at them gave me some sort of hope that maybe I could find love again.”

“I know I should have told you everything. I should have been
straightforward with you and told you about Nathan and about being on
Spoken, and…”

Riana put a finger to my lips, as tears were coming down her cheeks.
“It’s okay, Shawn. Yes, what you did hurt me, and I probably will have my

issues with it, but that doesn’t mean I’m going to punish you for it. During the
past couple of days, I thought back to what we have and just for a short while,
we were able to share so many memories that some people don’t have in a
lifetime. You showed me so much about love, and how to be loved, and that’s
something I can and will never forget.”

“You did the same for me, too.”



“That’s why, whatever issues we have, we will get through them,
together.”

I smiled as I slowly caressed her cheek.
“So, you forgive me?”
Riana nodded her head as tears fell down her cheeks.
“Yes, Shawn. I love you so much.”
“I love you, too.” My heart was jumping for joy inside my chest.
I put my hand in her hair as I moved in closer to her. I reached for her lips,

remembering how her lips felt against mine.
As we pulled apart, I took her hand, leading her to the couch.
“What does this mean now?”
She moved a finger down my chest, looking at me through hooded eyes.
“I think we have a lot of making up to do.”
“Oh really. And what would that consist of?”
Riana gave me a wicked smile as she held me against her, giving me tiny

kisses from my earlobe to my neck.
“I think you know.”
“Hmm, I definitely do,” I replied while grabbing her hips.
“We will do that and more, once we’ve finished our project.”
I gave Riana a surprised look as she grabbed her car keys from the table

and went to the door.
“You didn’t think we were going to have sex right now, did you? If that

happened, we would never leave.”
I shook my head as I got up from the couch.
“That is so true.”
Riana smiled as she kissed my cheek. She took her hand and placed it in

mine, caressing my skin.
“I can’t begin to tell you how happy you’ve made me by giving us another

chance,” I told her.
“Me too. But no more secrets. Let’s always be honest with each other,

okay?”
“Definitely.”



“You know, this made me think about what Sherry said to us
Thanksgiving night, about being able to find a way to resolve our issues.”

“I remember. We were able to find a way because of the love we have for
each other. Like she said, love can overcome anything.”

Riana smiled as I leaned over and gave her another kiss, truly thankful
that she took me back. I believe we can overcome anything together, because
we both know now that the feelings we have about our love for each is real
and can never be broken.

The people in our lives before were learning experiences, for us to fully
appreciate what love is and what it can do for you.

Now that I’ve met Riana, I will never let that feeling of love go. She
helped me see that love is truly a beautiful thing.

 
 
 

50. Riana
 
 

The day has finally come. After sixteen weeks of preparing, interviewing,
and editing, our project was finally ready for presentation. I was on edge
because I didn’t know how the presentation was going to go or if Professor
Wilkins would like it.

After Shawn and I reconciled, I decided we needed to change the news
story we’d prepared, to create something different that expressed our
semester. Shawn didn’t want to change the story, but after I explained to him
what my plan was, he agreed to it. Now, as we were approaching the class
hand in hand, I was completely nervous. My hands were becoming clammy
and my throat was going dry.

“Don’t worry, baby, everything’s going to work out. Trust me,” Shawn
said as he kissed my cheek.

“I know, but I still don’t feel it.”



As we took our usual seats in the middle of the classroom, Professor
Wilkins walked into the class with a huge grin on her face.

“Hello, class. The day has finally come. The projects you all have been
working on since the semester began are now due. Since the class is two
hours today, we will have time to look at everyone’s story. So, who wants to
start first?”

Everyone looked around at each other, wondering who was brave enough
to go first.

“Come on, someone has to go or I will start calling names.”
Shawn looked at me and I nodded.
“We’ll go, Professor Wilkins,” Shawn said as we got up from our seats.
We walked up to the front of the class and glanced at the curious faces in

front of us.
“We originally did our story on what students went through during a

semester of college. We went around the campus asking people what they
went through and how they handled the pressures of college life. But a series
of events happened in our lives making us think otherwise on the story and
we changed it to a different topic.”

As Shawn put the DVD into the player, he looked at the class and smiled.
“We hope you all can look into our lives and see the things we went

through while putting this story together. We hope you have an
understanding of it and that you all enjoy it,” he told the class.

Shawn pushed the play button on the DVD player and we went to our seats.
Professor Wilkins looked at us and gave us a smile as she went toward the

center of the classroom to look at the video.
After waiting for the disk to begin, my voice as well as an image of the

university flashed through the screen.
“Starting college is the stepping stone of becoming an adult. You graduate

high school and then you’re shipped off into the real world, not knowing what
to expect. When a class of freshmen step through those doors, they may think
college is all about getting an education and doing your occasional partying,
but after they graduate, they realize that college is so much more than that.



People experience various things that can be heart breaking or life
changing…”

While the story continued to play, I looked at Shawn and put my hand in
his.

“Thank you,” I whispered to him.
“For what?”
“For being you; for being here for me this semester.”
Shawn smiled and squeezed my hand.
“I should be saying the same to you.”
I smiled too, as we continued to watch our story, realizing that even the

smallest gestures can be the most rewarding.
 

~ ~ ~ ~ ~
 

A few days later, and it was Friday and the end of my first semester at
Shaw. I was amazed at how everything turned out for me this semester. Not
only did I pass my finals (my instructors were nice enough to grade their
class finals before the semester ended), but Shawn and I aced our journalism
class with flying colors. Our story was so great that some students in the class
gave the two of us a standing ovation. That alone was a reason to celebrate.

Now we were at The Tunnel for the last open mic night of the semester.
Everyone decided to come out to celebrate the beginning of winter break.
We were all seated in a booth watching people drinking and having a good
time before the performances started. Shawn and I still had smiles on our
faces for the A we received on our story.

“I can’t believe the semester is over,” Britney said smiling.
“Yeah, a month off and we’ll be back at it again,” Jayden commented.
“Yeah!” everyone said as we held up our glasses and clinked them against

each other.
Monica looked at everyone with a gloomy look on her pretty face. I knew

she was thinking about everything that went down during Thanksgiving.
After Britney told her what happened, she tried to reach out to me to explain



her part, but I hadn’t wanted to talk about it since I had finals to study for.
“Can I talk to you for a sec, Ri?”
I nodded my head and the two of us left the booth and went near the bar

area. Monica gave me an unsure look before speaking.
“I know you keep hearing me say this, but I’m really sorry for what

happened. I didn’t know what was going on when Shawn asked about your
classes and certainly didn’t know about the plan he had with Nathan. If I would
have known, I would have warned you about it.”

“It’s okay, Monica. Shawn explained everything to me about what
happened.”

“He told me too after I confronted him about it, but I just wanted you to
know I had no involvement in the scheme.”

“I know, Monica. Like I said, it’s okay. To be honest, I should thank you.”
“Why should you be thanking me?”
“If it wasn’t for you, Shawn and I would have never met each other. Sure,

we probably would have crossed paths eventually, but I never had any
intention of meeting the person behind Alpha Man. You kind of had a part in
putting us together.”

Monica’s brown eyes lit up when I gave her my theory.
“I never thought of it like that.”
“Yeah, just don’t let it go to your head.”
She laughed as she put her arms around me for a hug.
“Thank you,” I said again.
“Anytime, friend.”
“Now that’s out of the way, let’s celebrate.”
“Definitely.”
When we went back to the booth, I went over to the empty space beside

Shawn and kissed his cheek. He wrapped his arm around me as he kissed my
forehead.

“What was that about?”
“Just letting Monica know that she had a part in getting us together.”
“She actually did, if you think about it.”



I leaned my head on Shawn’s shoulder, taking in the smell of his cologne
that I adored so much.

The club started to quiet down as the open mic emcee was on the stage.
He picked up the microphone, getting ready to begin the night’s events.

“What’s up, Tunnel? Welcome to our final open mic night of the
semester!”

Everyone started to clap and cheer loudly with the announcement.
“Now, everyone should know the rules by now with open mic, so I’m not

going to repeat them. Instead, let’s get the night going. First to the stage is
Shawn Walker!”

The crowd started to cheer loudly for Shawn as he got up from the booth.
I was surprised to see Jayden leave the booth as well, as he was going on
stage with Shawn.

After Shawn and I patched things up, the two came to a mutual
understanding and became friends again. The two even talked about shooting
some hoops during the break. But of course, Jayden told Shawn he wouldn’t
back out of his promise if anything else happens. He didn’t have to worry
about that, because we will never lose sight of what we have together.

As Shawn went over to the microphone, Jayden went over to a guitar that
was placed near the side of the stage. I started to smile when Jayden picked
up the guitar. He was always good at playing different instruments, especially
the guitar, but he’d stopped once he started playing basketball. It was good to
see him pick one up again.

“Hi, everyone. Usually when I do open mic, I recite poetry, but tonight, I
wanted to do something a little different. This is for you, Ri.”

I smiled as I watched Shawn getting ready to perform. He closed his eyes
for a brief moment while waiting on Jayden to play. As Jayden begin to strum
a slow melody, Shawn started to sing “All Of Me”.

I began to blink back tears as he sang the lyrics. The moment took me
back to when we were in his apartment and he was singing the song to me
while we were dancing. The emotion he had in his voice made the tears I
tried to hold back fall onto my cheeks.



Cheryl, who was sitting by me, took my hand and gave it a squeeze as we
continued to listen.

Shawn looked at me as he sang about giving his all to me, as I would do
the same for him. The performance was truly beautiful, just like him.

Once Shawn was done, the crowd gave him and Jayden a standing ovation.
He came off stage and went straight to me.

I put my arms around him and we stood in the center of the club, hugging
each other. He took his finger and wiped the tears that were continuing to
flow down my face.

“That was beautiful,” I told him.
“Just like you.”
The emcee came onto the stage ready for the next performer. Little did

anyone else know, the next performer would be me.
“Next to the stage is Riana Robertson!”
Shawn looked shocked when he heard my name.
“You’re not the only one who can give impromptu performances.” I gave

him a wink as I went up to the stage.
Shawn went to sit down at the booth, still speechless about my surprise

performance.
“Hi, everyone. Normally, I wouldn’t do this in front of a crowd, unless it’s

karaoke when I can be silly, but someone gave me the courage to share
something I love to do. Shawn, this is for you.”

I took the microphone off the stand and went toward the stool that was in
the center of the stage. I took a deep breath as I began to sing the lyrics to
Kelly Rowland’s “This Is Love”.

Shawn gave me a wide smile.
I hadn’t originally planned to sing at open mic, but I wanted to express the

way I felt about the man I loved; not just to him, but to everyone.
Once I finished, the crowd was cheering loudly as I came off the stage.

Shawn came up to me and pulled me into a loving embrace. He leaned into
me and gave me a kiss that literally took my breath away.

Two years ago, I was literally and entirely broken by a person I thought I



loved. It nearly destroyed me and my feelings about love. I didn’t think that
by stepping onto the campus of Shaw University, I would meet someone who
not only helped me love again, but also helped me see that life is all about
taking chances. I was able to enjoy the things that I truly missed. Even though
Shawn helped me see things differently, I can also say that I helped myself
become the person I once was.

Now, I can say that my idea of love and life is finally unbroken.

 
 
 

Epilogue: Shawn
 
 

“Will you hurry up and open the gift?”
Riana looked at Jayden and rolled her eyes before slowly opening the gift

he gave her.
Jayden, Britney, Monica, Cheryl, Marcus, Riana, and I were at the

Robertsons’ opening gifts. It was Christmas Eve and we all decided to open
up our gifts that night instead of on Christmas Day.

I watched as Riana pulled out a leather notebook that had engraved
stitching on the front. I looked closely and saw it was her initials engraved on
the cover.

“Wow, Jay, thank you.”
“I know you’re starting back singing again, so I figured this would be

good for song writing.”
“I really appreciate it. Thanks, bro.”
Jayden smiled as he picked up the gift Riana brought him.
Since the semester break began, Riana and I had been inseparable. We

spent every waking moment together, which was good for us, but probably
not for everyone around us. We barely spent time with any of our friends or
family, so Riana decided to plan gift giving on Christmas Eve.



Although it was good to spend time unwrapping gifts with our friends, I
rather would have been unwrapping Riana under the Christmas tree.

I looked at Riana, and she gave me a seductive glance. I think she knew
what I was thinking, which has started to become a common thing for us now.

“Thanks, Ri. I can’t believe you did this.” Jayden held up a pair of tickets.
“You’re welcome. I know you been wanting to go to a Rockets game.”
“Of course. Thanks again, sis.”
I looked out the window and noticed how dreary the weather looked. The

news reported earlier that we could be expecting snow either today or on
Christmas. I doubted if we would, since it never really snows in Houston. The
last time was about five years ago.

As everyone opened their gifts, I looked at Marcus and Cheryl, who
seemed more like a couple than friends. Hopefully, those two will realize
soon where their relationship was headed; whether it was friends or
something more. But I did have to admit, Marcus has never looked as happy
as he did right at that moment.

As far as Jayden and Britney, I still didn’t know their status. Although
Riana said they were trying to figure out their relationship, I could tell the
two really liked each other. Jayden called me several times asking for advice
about what he should do about Britney and him. Of course, he will have to
figure that out on his own; all I could do was give him a listening ear.

We’ve barely seen Monica and Donnell together, which posed the
question if they were still together. I know she told me they have been having
problems before she went with him to Michigan, so hopefully the two can
work out whatever problems they’re facing.

I also heard through the grapevine that Nathan and Rachel were, in fact,
together. To me, that wasn’t a surprise, considering that Nathan’s a jerk and
Rachel just wants to be with the next big thing, no matter how much of a
douche the guy is. Frankly, I couldn’t care less about the two being together; I
was just glad they weren’t interfering in our lives anymore.

Riana did get a call from the Baker Police Department during the break
regarding her charges against Adams. There was a lack of evidence



regarding Riana’s claim, asserting that she couldn’t prove that Adams was the
person who slipped her the date rape drug, even though Riana had a doctor
statement proving that she was given the drug. Although Adams wasn’t
charged, he was expelled from Shaw due to the backlash from the impending
charges and for the on-campus incident between him and me. Since this
wasn’t Adams’ first offense, he was automatically kicked out. So justice was
served in some form.

After Britney opened her gift, it was Riana’s turn to give me mine. She
gave me a huge box, making me wonder what she could possibly have
brought me.

“Trust me, it’s something you wanted.”
“I think I have everything I want.”
Riana blushed as I opened up the box. I pulled out a smaller box, which

was a Jordan shoebox.
“Baby, you didn’t have to give me these.”
“I know, but I wanted to.”
“Wow, thanks,” I said, then gave her a kiss. I looked inside and noticed

they were the limited edition pair that I searched for on the Internet. She
must have seen me looking at the shoes online, and for that, the gift was extra
special.

I looked outside again, wondering if I should give Riana her gift outdoors.
The weather looked cold and uninviting, but I had a surprise set up in her
backyard that I knew she would love. With Jayden and Melanie’s help, I was
able to give her something that would remind her of the past, but in a good
way.

“Can I talk to you outside, Ri?”
Riana looked at me, no doubt wondering what was going on.
“Why do you wanna to talk to me outside?”
“Why are you asking questions? Just come with me,” I said as I extended

my hand to her.
She took my hand and we started to venture out.
As soon as we went toward the door, I noticed our friends were watching,



waiting for the big surprise to be revealed.
“Why are we going outside? It’s cold out there,” Riana whined as she put

on her coat.
“I figured you would like the view.”
“What view? It’s looks horrible outside.”
“Trust me; you will love what’s outside.”
We walked out a little way, when suddenly Riana stopped. She grabbed my

arm, squealing at the sight in front of her.
One of the things I knew about Riana, besides her love for jambalaya, was

that she loved gifts. What woman doesn’t! I wanted to have fun with the big
gift I have for her, so I decided to be a little creative with what I’d planned for
her.

The backyard was turned into a huge playland of sorts, as clear lights
were twinkling throughout the open space. Big red and white candy canes
with various themes were encircled around various areas of the backyard,
indicating several spots for her ‘gifts’. I also put out giant red, green, and
blue present boxes throughout the backyard for decoration.

“This is cute! It’s like a winter wonderland!”
“I didn’t think you would be that excited over it.”
“You know me, babe. I like to be different. How did you do all this?”
“I had some help.”
“Now I see why my mom was trying hard for me not to look outside.”
“Well, don’t just stand there; go get your gifts.”
Riana smiled as she noticed the first spot marked ‘The Beginning’ near an

oak tree. She went to it, and picked up a medium-sized present nearby and
opened up the box. She pulled out two teddy bears. The two had shirts that
read Alpha Man and Bella Quinn on each bear. I noticed the look on her face,
which made me laugh.

“Creative,” she said as she went over to the next area, marked ‘The First
Encounter ’. She ripped open the wrapping paper. She smiled at the frame,
which was a copy of our news story we had done for Intro to Journalism.

“You framed it. Brilliant.”



“Continue,” I said, anxiously waiting for her to finish the journey.
She rolled her eyes as she went over to the area marked ‘Prom Night’.

She looked at the box and opened it to reveal a framed picture of us from
that night.

Right next to that was marked ‘Our Valued Talent,’ which was set up on
top of one of the giant present boxes.

“I have an idea what this is,” she said. She opened up the package, and
pulled out a piece of paper and a plastic microphone.

She looked at the paper, as she began to read the poem I’d written her.
 
When I hold my arms open
You’re the one I’ve chosen
When I close my eyes to sleep
The thought of you makes me complete
When I’m feeling down
I carry your picture around
The sweetest touch
Makes me miss you so much
When I have a lot on my mind
I think how you help me shine
When I’m stressed
You help me be my best
I can’t imagine being without you
My special friend
You’re the one I want to hold
And to keep away from the cold
What I’m speaking of
Is love.
 
Riana’s eyes filled with tears as she put the poem into her jeans pocket

and went over to the next destination labeled ‘Chocolate Dreams’. A sexy
smile played on her lips, as she immediately opened the small box. Inside



held coupons for several intimate massages.
“I hope it’s more than just an average massage.”
“You know it,” I said with a wink.
She went over toward the covered patio, where she noticed something

silver placed on a stand. She looked at it and gave a huge smile at the silver
heart bracelet she held up. She looked at the inscription, which were our
initials, on the front.

“Turn it over,” I said.
She turned the charm over and read aloud the inscription which was in

tiny letters. “My Heart.”
She looked over at me and smiled.
“What you said at the end of your poem at open mic.”
“When I first said I love you.”
I could tell she wanted to tear up again, but hopefully she’d wait until the

end to do so.
“There’s one more gift on the patio.”
“There’s more?” she asked, then she saw the small box sitting behind one

of the decorated Christmas boxes. She picked it up and opened it, but noticed
nothing was inside.

“There’s nothing here.”
“That’s because I wanted to give it to you myself,” I told her.
I walked over to her and pulled out a black ring box that I’d kept in my

apartment for weeks. I was really anxious to see how she would react to this
gift, which I hoped she would love.

“Riana, we have been through so much these past few months, and I know
as time goes by, we will have more memories to share. I know I’ve said it
countless times before, but I appreciate you in my life. You’re special to me
in ways that no one will ever know. I love you so much and I hope that we can
share our lives together forever.”

Riana couldn’t seem to believe her eyes when I opened the box to reveal a
beautifully cut diamond ring on a white gold band. Her eyes started to swell
with tears as she looked at the ring in awe.



“Before you say anything, it’s not what you think. It’s not an engagement
ring.”

“Then what is it?” Riana asked in tears.
“It’s a promise ring. I can definitely see an engagement in the near future,

but right now, I want us to be committed to each other in every way possible.”
“But I thought we were?”
“We are. I just want it to be official.”
She smiled as I placed the ring on her ring finger.
“So, Riana Robertson, do you commit to our relationship and to the love

we have for each other?”
Riana nodded her head yes as the tears flowed relentlessly down her

cheeks.
“Yes, Shawn Walker. Yes, I do,” she affirmed as she wrapped her arms

around me in a tight embrace.
“I love you, Shawn,” Riana said softly.
“I love you too, baby.”
As we stood outside, something wet hit my shoulder. I thought it was

starting to rain, but as I looked up, I saw white patches coming from the sky.
Riana looked up as well, completely floored at what she was seeing. “It’s

snowing!”
As patches of snow started to drift from the sky, I pulled Riana closer to

me, placing small kisses on the side of her neck.
“I guess we really are going to have a white Christmas,” she said as she

gave me a kiss.
Our friends came outside, looking at the snow in amazement.
“Who knew we would get snow this year!” Cheryl exclaimed she looked

at the sky.
“Now, it definitely feels like Christmas,” Britney said.
I looked at Riana, realizing I didn’t need snow or even gifts to be happy

this Christmas. Just having her in my arms, knowing she was mine forever, is
the greatest gift God could have ever given me.

Which I will cherish forever.



 
 
 
Here’s a taste of The Love, Life, and Happiness series continue with

Cheryl and Marcus’ story in Trust Me, available now!
 
 
 

Prologue: Cheryl
 
 

“I shouldn't have come here,” I said, staring up at the ceiling. A strong pair
of hands swept across my waist as he planted kisses down my back.

“Why you say that?”
“You know why,” I said as I turned to face him.
“I’m glad you did. I missed you. In fact, why don’t you stay here with me?”
“Jason, you know I can’t. I have to go back. Classes start in a couple of

days, and I pretty much missed out on registration. Thank God I was able to
scramble up some classes online, or I would have missed the entire
semester.”

“Why can’t you just enroll in a college down here? There are plenty of
good colleges in New York.”

I sighed and stared at my ex-boyfriend. The ex I ran into while visiting my
cousins, Tanya and Bruce, in New York. The ex I said I wouldn’t talk to again
if my life depended on. The ex that I quickly agreed to see and slept with as
soon as I walked into his studio apartment. Just one look at his dark chocolate
skin, muscular body, and those dimples on each of his cheeks, and I was a
goner.

I’d met Jason Hardaway two years ago while taking geometry at Dawson
High School. The two of us were mainly acquaintances at first, having the
occasional conversation before class or asking about a math problem or two.



But one day, things changed between us. He pulled me to the side and told me
he’d had a crush on me from the moment I walked into our geometry class.
He didn’t know how to talk to me, so he would just talk about geometry to
spark up a conversation. I thought him being so nervous around me was cute,
so when he asked me out, I quickly said yes. Now, I wondered if I was just
dumb or naïve back then, because now, I hate that I even agreed to go out
with him. That was when everything I thought about love became a bunch of
bullshit.

After dating for several months, we decided to make things official, which
was good for me, but I guess he didn’t understand the concept of being
exclusive. With the constant cheating he was doing, along with other things
that I didn’t care to remember, I decided to end things between us before
graduation. I forgot that Jason mentioned before our breakup that he was
thinking about moving to New York to attend school, so I was shocked to see
him one day walking down Times Square. Just then, I thought about all the
good times we’d had together and that made me want to spend one day with
him.

Actually, I think the main reason for my faulty decision to be with him was
due to the issues I was having with my parents. They were the main reason
why I was even in New York for the summer. I’d packed my bags and left
without an explanation because I was tired of dealing with them. Well, my
mom in particular. If there was one thing I could get rid of in my life, it would
be my parents. I know that sounds harsh, but they’re the reason why I am the
way I am today—totally and utterly fucked up.

“I’m not moving to New York to stay with you, if that’s what you’re
implying.”

“Why not? Cheryl, you know we’re good together. Sure, we had a few
mishaps, but we were young then. Now, we’ve both matured, and having this
chance meeting shows that we belong together.”

“Maybe so, but school is about to start, and I just want to finish my year at
Shaw. It’s the college—”

“That your parents went to and you don’t want to disappoint them. I know



the story, Cheryl.”
I stared at Jason again as I got up from the covers. I went over to the

armchair near the door to retrieve my clothes.
“You don’t understand my situation.”
“I understand it perfectly clear. You’re scared of your parents. You always

have been.”
I pushed my honey brown curls from my face, wishing I hadn’t decide to

make my hair naturally curly before coming to New York. Sure, Texas
weather was terrible during the summer, but New York’s weather was just as
bad and made my head look like a frizz ball.

“That is the reason why we broke up; because your parents didn’t think I
was good enough for you,” Jason said as he put on a T-shirt that was on the
floor.

“My parents didn’t have anything to do with our breakup. That was done
all by you and how you treated me.”

“How many times do I have to apologize for what I did? I know I put you
through a lot, and I’m truly sorry about that.”

“I need to go,” I said as I slid my feet through my open-toe slingback
sandals. I didn’t know why I’d let myself be carried away with him again. Why
I let down my guard and sleep with him, knowing it would only be trouble.

“Can I at least call you later? I know you have a few days left before you
head back.”

I turned away from the door and looked at him.
“Maybe,” I said, opening the door and closing it.
I leaned against it, contemplating what the hell I had just done. Why

couldn’t I just let the past be in the past? I have enough issues to deal with, so
why bring more issues into my already complicated life?

 
~ ~ ~ ~ ~

 
I looked up at the ceiling in my bedroom, wondering why I keep thinking

about last summer with Jason and thinking about the issues I have with my



parents. I was trying so hard to let everything go, but the more I tried not to
think about things, the more they kept running through my mind.

I rolled over to my side and took a deep breath. I had to find some way to
let things go. If I don’t, it was going to continue to consume me, making my
already miserable life even harder to deal with.

 
 
 

T h e Love, Life, and Happiness series continue with Britney and
Jayden’s story in Unconditional Love, coming in July 2014!

 
 
 

Britney:
 
When I first met Jayden Robertson, he was just my best friend’s brother. I

tried to keep my feelings hidden, but every time I was around him, they
became more evident. I didn’t want to just be his friend. I knew he felt the
same way, but with basketball surrounding his life, I didn’t want to interfere
since going pro was his dream. Can I accept his lifestyle and what he stands
for, or will I end up losing him before our relationship even begins?

 
Jayden:
 
Love is something I’d always wanted to experience, but felt until I met

Britney Lewis. She’s everything I want in a woman—smart, confident, and
extremely beautiful. We’d always talked about a relationship but never
actually pursued one. With basketball consuming my life 24/7, I didn’t have
time for anything else. But for Britney, I would make time. However, there’s
something that has pained me for years that no one knows about. I knew I
should let go, but that’s something I was finding hard to do. Will she be the



one to help me through my struggles, or will I end up losing everything I’ve
worked hard for, including my relationship with Britney?

 
 
 

Music Playlist
 
 

The music playlist for Love Unbroken is a great mix of songs that I truly
love and I believe describes the story between Riana and Shawn and their
journey to love. Some songs that are mentioned in the story (such as “All Of
Me”, and “This Is Love”). Others are included because the artists are
mentioned in the story (Robin Thicke, and Drake), while some are listed
because of certain scenes in the story.

“Ooo La La” – Robin Thicke
“Hold On, We’re Going Home” – Drake
“Power Trip” – J. Cole
“Go Stupid 4 U” – Robin Thicke
“This Is Love” – Kelly Rowland
“All Of Me” – John Legend
“Ridiculous” – Raheem DeVaughn
“Moved By You” – India.Arie
“The Sweetest Taboo” – Sade
“Love Won’t Leave Me Out” – Chrisette Michele
“My Love” – Justin Timberlake
“Mo Better” – Raheem DeVaughn
“You Got It On” – Justin Timberlake
“Flowers” – India.Arie
“Un-thinkable (I’m Ready)” – Alicia Keys
“Heaven Sent” – Keyshia Cole
“Let Me Win” – Chrisette Michele



“Take It Easy On Me” – Robin Thicke
“Crazy In Love” – Beyoncé
“Get Down On It” – Kool &The Gang
“Before I Let Go” – Frankie Beverly and Maze
“Wake Me Up” – Avicii
 
If you love the songs listed or have never heard them, please make sure to

check out the Love Unbroken playlist on Rdio (if you are a subscriber).

 
 
 
Sign-up for my mailing list to find out the latest in new releases, contests,

and more!!!
 
http://eepurl.com/U1gqj

 
 
 

About the Author
 
 

Sheena Binkley first discovered her love for storytelling when writing
her first story for a class project at the tender age of nine. Since then, she has
composed several short stories and numerous tales that are not only
engaging, but simply entertaining.

She is also a freelance writer, penning articles on various topics including
education and entertainment. Besides writing, she loves reading, shopping,
and spending time with family and friends.

She lives in Houston (where the weather is always unpredictable) with her
husband and son.

http://eepurl.com/U1gqj


 
Email: sheenabinkley@live.com
Goodreads: www.goodreads.com/SheenaBinkley
Blog: sheenabinkley.wordpress.com/
Twitter: @ChevonBink
Google+: https://plus.google.com/+sheenabinkley

mailto:sheenabinkley@live.com
http://www.goodreads.com/author/show/7092860.Sheena_Binkley
http://sheenabinkley.wordpress.com
https://plus.google.com/+sheenabinkley

	Other Books by Sheena Binkley
	Acknowledgements
	Prologue: Riana
	1. Riana
	2. Riana
	3. Riana
	4. Riana
	5. Riana
	6. Riana
	7. Riana
	8. Shawn
	9. Riana
	10. Shawn
	11. Shawn
	12. Riana
	13. Shawn
	14. Riana
	15. Riana
	16. Riana
	17. Shawn
	18. Riana
	19. Shawn
	20. Riana
	21. Shawn
	22. Riana
	23. Shawn
	24. Shawn
	25. Riana
	26. Riana
	27. Shawn
	28. Riana
	29. Shawn
	30. Riana
	31. Shawn
	32. Riana
	33. Shawn
	34. Riana
	35. Shawn
	36. Riana
	37. Shawn
	38. Riana
	39. Shawn
	40. Riana
	41. Shawn
	42. Riana
	43. Shawn
	44. Riana
	45. Shawn
	46. Riana
	47. Shawn

