
Present
Everything hurts, all the time. I can’t recall a time when I didn’t hurt. I didn’t plan for my life to turn out the way it did. It sorta just happened. I can’t help but constantly look back at all the good times and bad times. 

It’s bizarre how the mind only remembers extremes. I seem to only recall the times when I was extremely happy and the times when I was extremely sad. Such vivid memories engraved into my brain.

October 1996
Well, today was supposedly the “best day of my life.” Today is the day that I was born; birthed into the world by my mother. My name is Sindey Thompson. At this point in time, I was the third born. I had two older sisters, Scarlett and Sarai. Scarlett was 6 years old and Sarai was a year old but her birthday was coming up soon in November.

My mother worked as a nurse during the day while my father worked as a bartender during the night shift. They worked different schedules in order to juggle the struggles, expenses and responsibilities of having three kids. There wasn't much to be said about my family other than that it was big and expanding with every passing year.






May 2000
Two years after me, in 1998, my sister Sage was born and by 2000 my family was completed with the birth of my sister Savannah. Of course, that left me as the dreaded and cursed middle child. Growing up without realizing it, I had the middle child syndrome. You know, when you genuinely believe everyone is more loved and got better things, and to a certain extent it’s true.

I don't have too many memories of my younger sisters; coming home from the hospital, holding them as newborns or pretty much any early childhood memories with them; absolutely nothing, but I do remember playing with my older sisters, Scarlett and Sarai. Sarai and I were the closest of the three. We played with Barbie dolls and shared all the same clothes. Sometimes, Scarlett would join and play with us too but being the youngest of the three, I was always eventually excluded and picked on. They would trick me and prank me, only to exclude me from games and pretend to do my makeup and draw a clown face on me. I never felt like we were close sisters. You know, the kind that shared secrets and had each other's back. I always felt alone and only trusted myself. 

We fought and bickered all the time. I felt as if I had to continuously defend myself from, what felt like back then was their extreme meanness and cruelty. The fights with Scarlett and Sarai were, what to this day, seemed like fights to the death. Some fights would end with long scratches on our arms and even our faces. The battle scars from our fights would often catch the attention of school teachers and administrators as if we were being abused at home.

April 2001
My father and grandfather were extremely into martial arts, specifically judo. They wanted my sisters and I to learn how to defend ourselves; therefore they sent us to Oahu Taekwondo, a local taekwondo studio 5 minutes away from our house. Taekwondo was a martial art I never heard of. I knew of karate, judo and wrestling but not taekwondo. I was the youngest in the class and barely made the age requirement, but my mother insisted that my sisters and I be in the same class. 

On the first day, I attempted to throw a kick and fell flat on my butt. The practice was fun but being so embarrassed about falling on my butt I swore never to go back. Yet like every other 5 year old, I did not have much of a choice. I continued to go to practices and little by little I got better and started to enjoy it more. Little did I know for the next portion of my life taekwondo would become my life.

August 2005
It wasn’t long before I began to realize my place in the world of academics. I didn't prefer any subject but I knew that math was my worst subject. In my elementary and middle school days I viewed school as a social environment rather than an academic one. I didn't excel in any subject and struggled in most but I also wasn't the studying type; therefore never really tested myself.

Socially, I didn't stick out either. People knew of me and liked me but majority of the time I just sat there listening to other classmates gossip. In school and taekwondo I was friends with everyone but rather than having a mutual friendship, where friends shared secrets, I knew more about them while they knew nothing about me. I knew all their crushes, boy and family trouble, all the while no one even knew or could have even guess that I had a crush. I have never felt comfortable nor trusting enough to share any personal information with anyone so I just kept it to myself. I mean, I had a crush on the same boy since kindergarten and no one even realized it, including him.




















February 2009
As time went on like every girl in middle school, I was obsessed with love, the idea of love and loving someone other than myself. In kindergarten, I remember swaying my hips in hopes of attracting a boy as I walked away from him. I was always aware of the opposite sex and oddly attracted to them but, being raised as a tomboy, with four other sisters, we were taught to be tough, and to defend ourselves; and well my rugged personality, of “I bet I’m stronger than you” didn’t seem to attract all of the boys. But the more I wanted companionship and attention, the harder I tried to be more “like a girl.” 

2009 is the year that I had just passed my extremely awkward stage, into my new and improved semi-awkward stage. I had lost some weight and started to focus on my passion at the time, which was taekwondo. By then I was already a dedicated full time competitive taekwondo trainee, with hopes of going to the olympics and being the best that I could be. As a 7th grader, that was as far as my dreams went, other than finding a boyfriend of course.

This is the year everything changed, one of my dreams came true, I just found my first boyfriend. Of course, he was enrolled in taekwondo with me. We both trained long and hard for the same goal, which was to be an Olympian. Our relationship wasn’t the average shameless young love and hooked on one another. I couldn’t even look at him in the eyes without feeling blush and embarrassed. I don’t believe that we even kissed once. The furthest it went was about a three second hug, where we were shoved together by a bunch of our mutual friends. We texted almost 24/7, and I say almost because of his 9 o’clock curfew. We talked about love, marriage, kids and at the time, I thought he was the love of my life. But there was always something, some detail, inscribed into my brain, that knew, even when I thought I was in love with him, he wasn’t “the one.”

Now looking back, I realize what that detail inscribed into my brain is. I don’t know why or how but it was my undeniable attraction to older men. My first boyfriend was a year older than I was, but this minute age difference didn’t satisfy my longing for and attraction toward older men. Sure he was older but he didn’t have the muscles, slightly grayed hair, masculine stature or fully developed middle-aged face that made me melt. Since about the age of a preschooler, I recognized my unique attraction toward older men. I knew it was wrong to feel the way I felt. I kept my thoughts and my feelings to myself. Even as a teenager, I never spilled a peep about my middle-age matured crushes. Teachers, strangers, fathers of my friends; I couldn’t help but crave their attention or feel the yearning to talk to them. I was so shy and soft-spoken around adults, common friendly interactions with older men, were merely fantasies, until the day I decided to text him…

He was tall, muscular, funny, handsome, and everything I was looking for, but the only problem was that he was my boyfriend's dad. As my first romance came to life, so did my first relationship with an older man. Being the corny and eager girl that I was, I texted my prospective boyfriend’s father to ask if I could date his son, before I even advanced the boy himself. As shameless as I was, I didn’t see the problem or awkwardness of this act. Looking back, if I wasn’t so blissfully shameless I would have never texted him. But regardless, from that text, it turned into multiple texts, into good morning texts and then into good night texts. 

The texts were in no way sexual or inappropriate but more like an older friend getting to know a younger friend. There was no inequality, which is what I admired most about his attitude toward me. Being a shy and soft spoken pre-teenage girl, no one gave me the chance to display my maturity or mental capacity. The equality within our platonic relationship was refreshing.

In the beginning of our newly blossomed friendship, the main focus of our conversations were relationship based. I was dating his son (being friends with parents is important right?) I asked for curfew extensions or questions about why I wouldn’t get a text back from his son. Sometimes my boyfriend would get his phone taken away and I would be left texting his dad and not him. This around the clock texting, with his dad rather than him, turned into more personal conversations between us like “how was your day?” or “where are you now?”









May 2009
By late May, the relationship with my first boyfriend was going well. (Or so I thought.) While on a family Disney vacation in California, I received a text that shattered my world, "I want more out of a relationship. I want to break up." Being my first boyfriend, I didn't know how to feel. He wasn't "the one" but it still hurt that someone would choose to leave me. It makes a person feel as if the person they are isn't good enough. As my newly graduated yet heartbroken seventh grade self, I didn’t know how to deal with such strong a feeling. I vowed never to text again because if I wasn't texting my “love,” what was the point of texting at all?

Having the close relationship that I did with his father, I texted him about my new break up, so he could be my shoulder to cry on. He surprisingly sided with me, replying, "He's an asshole. He doesn't deserve you." Even with his mutual feelings of idiocy, on my now ex-boyfriend’s part, I replied with my heartbroken plans to stop texting forever. Which is kind of ironic because I was talking to him via text messaging. But his reply with the question of, “even me?” changed my life as I knew it.








June 2009
I kept my vow to cease from texting; although he was my exception. My ex-boyfriend’s dad filled in as my new “texting buddy.”  After my break up, the relationship between his dad and myself became more complex. He was no longer his dad to me but more like my friend. When he and I talked, there was never a dull moment. He always knew what to say to me and I always knew what to say to him. Being that it was summer time, I stayed up all hours of the night and because of the demands of his job, so did he. We texted all day and all night, everyday. Texting him “good morning” and “good night” had become a default. At this point, the relationship between him and I remained completely platonic. He was married and I never crossed the line, despite feelings that have been brewing within me for months now.

As friends, we shared almost everything with each other about our daily lives. I was competing in the Junior Olympics. I spent day and night training for the competition, which included a strict and regimented diet and hours of training. He knew the pressure of having to lose weight and to train 100% everyday because both of his sons competitively competed like me. I shared all my thoughts about this grueling process with him. He even helped me shine away from the temptations of anorexia and bulimia. Being as dedicated as I was, I would skip meals and deal with the repercussions of it privately. After eating I would often sit in the bathroom, step on the scale and attempt to make myself throw up, eventually leaving me to cry in despair because I couldn’t bring myself to do it.

He, on the other hand, was just a taekwondo dad. At taekwondo he was adored by everyone. He was a young, cool and funny parent. All the instructors, parents and kids hovered around him to get his attention and befriend him. Our friendship wasn’t a secret but it also wasn’t something that either of us openly admitted. But in private, I was eager to hear more about his life.  I would often ask him how his wife was because he never seemed to talk about her, and he would avoid any mention of her; I assumed it was only because she was fairly ugly and on the plump side. I would be embarrassed too. She was about 4’10 and 190 pounds and he was about 6’0 and 180 as well. I never did understand how someone as handsome as him could end up with someone like her.

My ex-boyfriend’s mother never did like me. She would always stare at me or give me a salty look. I assumed because after her son’s break up with me, I returned from vacation, then beat him up pretty bad, in front of the whole taekwondo class. Everyone stopped sparring around us to stand and watch the brutal beating.  As his girlfriend, because I was a better fighter than he was, I never did want to embarrass him by beating him up, but after being heartbroken, all bets were off the table.








July 2009
As July came up, our mutual texting relationship continued on its strictly friendly path. We stayed up late, just texting, asking each other questions. Without fail, every text was accompanied by a smile. He always knew how to make me laugh. We would talk about random stuff, like if hot girls actually fart or deeper things, like our religious background and political views. (And yes I did have many opinions about politics and religion back then.) He made me the happiest I’ve ever been. I finally found someone I could talk to. I finally found my best friend. 

Finding your best friend is one of the most important events in any person’s life. He was someone I could confide in, with every little thought or mistake. Life never feels the same when you find that person; as if suddenly, out of the blue, you're no longer alone.  

We were always in some form of communication, whether text messaging or in person at taekwondo practice. When he had to work late, he’d often text me about how boring it was, which I equally match the feeling of boredom, sitting alone at home, watching television till all hours of the night. 

One late work night for him and a long summer night for me, we took our friendship to the next level. He wanted to talk on the phone.

My generation never talked on the phone. Texting was the main form of communication. The only people that ever called were parents or grandparents. But when he asked if he could call, I was excited. Should I be excited to talk to my friend on the phone? Is that weird? The thought of receiving a call from a friend opposed to texting is horrifying or old-fashioned to many.

Desperately trying to avoid an awkward silence, I quickly attempted to brainstorm topics that we could talk about before he called . I was drawing a blank as to what in the world we could possibly talk about, but in the corner of my eye, I spotted an “It’s All About Me!” book that I purchased a while back. It was a questionnaire, consisting of multiple quizzes that determined “what type of girl are you?” and “is he the right guy?” With no other great ideas coming to mind, I decided to start the conversation by asking him every question in that book. Of course the book was meant for girls and had no relation to him as a man, but we had fun. We talked all night, till about 2 o’clock in the morning. He was married, I didn’t see myself as having a crush on married men, but the butterflies were there from the second I picked up the phone.

When we both woke up, we couldn’t stop talking about how fluent our conversation was. He was shocked that we could talk for so long. He said he’s never wanted or felt the need to constantly text or talk. We had great chemistry. Continuously communicating by text without the dreadful reply, “k” or any other of the one word replies, is difficult and even unheard of but it came so easily with him. I didn’t realize how much we got along until that first phone call. We continued to talk and text all summer long. I assumed that this amount of talking was the norm because I’ve never had a best friend before, but I have come to realize that it is extremely bizarre and rare.

Our friendship grew, day by day, week by week, and our chemistry grew along with it. He opened up more about his personal and work life; not only taekwondo life. Among all the new details about his life, we were rushing to get through, was the mention of a girl named Kristie. As I mentioned before, married men are where I draw the line, like many other morally sound women out there. But Kristie seemed to be persistently pursuing him romantically.

On a late Friday night, after sparring practice, I was “dying of starvation,” but because of my diet I couldn’t eat, so to keep my mind busy I called him up. He was at work and said he could take a break. In the middle of our conversations he told me he had a call from a friend/co worker named Patrick and had to call back. After fifteen minutes of waiting, I got a call back from him. He said that Pat had called because Kristie wanted him to come and meet them at the club. I replied that he should not go and that this girl is a slut for trying to advance a married man. He told me she would not give Patrick his car keys until he showed. At this point I was irritated, maybe because she interrupted my conversation or maybe it was a subconscious jealousy. 

I told him to tell her that she was a slut and that she needed to get her life together. I had zero tolerance for this girl, advancing a married man was a huge sin in my moral code book. Kristie then drunkenly proceeded to call me out and wanted to meet at a local restaurant. Neither could I drive yet nor was I allowed to be out that late, but every inch of my body wanted to go down and teach her how to respect another person and marriage as a whole. I never did like his wife but I believe in infallible faithfulness, no matter how many drunken sluts there were that wanted to sleep with you. Patrick and Kristie were the new additions to my shit list. I could not believe her blatant drunken advancements toward a married man and Patrick’s promotion of her actions.  

I continued to dwell on this incident for the next few days. I couldn't seem to shake the feeling of irritation about the situation as a whole. One night, I seemed to have been thinking about it a lot more than usual. I couldn't get it out of my head. I kept badgering him and lecturing him about the sin of infidelity and how any respectable man could never do that to his wife. I could tell he was beginning to become irritated but I couldn't stop talking about it. Finally he said, can I tell you something private? I thought he wanted to change the topic but being curious as to what this “private” thing was I said, sure.

I couldn't believe what he said next. HE WASN'T MARRIED! Our whole relationship was based on a lie. Although we have only been friends for a few months, I chose to believe we were close friends. A part of me felt like I wouldn't be able to continue being his friend, knowing this whole time our relationship was built on top of a lie. But another part of me saw an opportunity.

Even though a part of me was sad and hurt by his little omission of the truth, I would never be able to shut him out. After all, he was my best friend. But with the rise of truth, tons of questions accompanied it.  

The first thing I asked him was of course why he didn't tell me he wasn't married. Things were beginning to make sense now. Like the time when he was driving his sons and my friends to get something to eat and a simple question like don't you and your wife kiss, flustered him and called for an answer like, “yeah on the cheek.”

He said he did not want his personal business out in the open for everyone to know. But that answer to this day never made sense to me. Why wouldn't you want people to know your not married? It seems like simple and common knowledge. Their relationship was so bizarre. They didn't correct anyone if they said your wife or your husband, but they have been divorced for about five years now.

I asked him if he has seen anyone since the divorce. He said no because he gave up on love.  

Gave up on love? I thought to myself, who gives up on love? No one can control who they love it’s something that happens naturally. And from that moment I knew I wanted him to love me.  

The rest of my summer vacation was set, my goal was to help him love again. We have been communicating for months now and I know I had felt love for him, so I told him I love him. He replied that love is a strong word for him and doesn't want to say it if he doesn't really mean it.

I wasn't really hurt by him not loving me back but it just fueled the fire in me that wanted him to say it more. So I just kept asking him, do you like talking to me, have you ever wanted to talk to someone as much as we talk, do you love me? I mean, it only made sense that two people that talked as much as him and I, loved each other. Finally after about a week of continuous badgering he said, YES, I LOVE YOU. Even if it was only as friends, it was love nonetheless.

Although we were talking basically texting 24/7, maybe every other Friday night he would go out to a bar or club with his ex wife and a friend that was visiting. I thought it was weird that he would go out even though he had me to talk to, and with his ex wife nonetheless, but I was in no position to demand him to stay. I didn't like when he drank. I didn't approve of alcohol in general. The way people act after having alcohol didn't seem at all desirable or worth it to me.   

And to make matters worse, on one of his nights out, he ran into Kristie. That slut again. It was her birthday and she was out on the prowl, drunk and having a good time. When she saw him she immediately went over to him and tried to get his attention. He didn't want that type of attention from her and knew she was drunk so attempted to dodge her. But being the slut she is, Kristie came up to him and kissed him. He pushed her away but the damage had been done.

Later when he told me what had happened I was mad. I had already begun to have feelings for him so hearing this just filled me with a mix of emotions. Yet, instead of being mad at her, I was mad at him this time. I ask him why he put himself in the environment and situation where that could happen. If we are talking, why are you going out? He replied apologizing and saying that he won't go out anymore because it’s just simply not fun anymore.

A few days later I saw pictures on facebook his friends tagged him in, from that night at the club. 9 out of the 10 tagged pictures were of him texting me on his phone. It made me laugh. Knowing he'd rather be texting me than dancing and drinking with other people made me feel loved and wanted.

But the whole Kristie thing still bugged me. 

After he quit going out to clubs and bars, he still remained the driver, dropping off and picking up his friends that were visiting. On one of these, chauffeuring nights, he texted me to let me know that he was waiting in the car for his friend at the bar and that he would call me when he picked her up. Of course this annoyed me. Someone was taking up my precious night phone call time with him. 

He didn't call me that night because it was late and I was tired after a long night of sparring practice. This made me feel a rage I’ve never felt before. My insides were boiling with anger, and I’ve never had something bother me like that. But just as easily as I got upset, I was as equally excited when I got a text saying, “go to sleep babe. Goodnight. I love you.” 

Although the “I love you” was no shocker, he has never called me babe before. Shocked, I didn’t know what to reply but just the text alone gave me butterflies. I was able to sleep with a huge smile on my face that night.  



Mid-July 2009

He was working late on a project and was busy at work. Being in a rush, he put his phone on his desk and left me there along with it. A visitor from the past visited me once again. A co-worker working on the same project came to his desk and noticed the multiple message notifications on his phone and decided to text back. This co-worker was Patrick, the same Patrick who was stuck at the club with Kristie a month or two ago. 

I didn’t want anything to do with him and promptly let him know. Shocked I knew who he was, Patrick asked why I disliked him. After explaining the whole situation, Patrick attempted to defend himself and put the blame on Kristie. And reading the texts in a remorseful tone, I quickly forgave him of his actions and began to get to know more about Patrick, besides what I knew of him from the night at the club. 

From that night, Patrick and I really hit it off. We were extremely friendly and genuinely enjoyed each other’s company. By the time he came back to his desk, he arrived to Patrick sitting down texting me. Mortified at the sight, he grabbed the phone out of his hand and proceeded to yell at him for touching his stuff. Patrick became more and more curious about me and began to ask questions, which he refused to answer, although because they were on the same projects, Patrick often asked to text me on his phone whenever they were together. This was the start of our friendship.


August 2009
August came around quickly and while the beginning was spent enjoying the last of my summer vacation, the middle marked the start of 8th grade. Reflecting back, 8th grade was the craziest, saddest, longest and most formative year of my life.

 Before I knew it, school was starting and I was feeling more confident in my looks than I ever have. I’ve been dieting and training all summer long and no one has seen me since last school year, I was excited to show myself off. But along with school restarting, it meant that the access to my grandma’s cell phone that I was using to text on, no longer existed. 

On the Sunday night before school began, he and I shared our goodbyes after a long summer of none stop texting. I sat and cried in the laundry room as I texted him that I loved him.

On the first day of school, I got up earlier than I usually would and flat ironed my hair so I looked good. Walking into the elementary and middle school as an upperclassman, 8th grader, I was more confident than ever. I saw all of my friends and genuinely believed that I was “the shit.” On that day, I decided that the boy I have had a crush on since kindergarten was my boyfriend. He just didn’t know it yet. 

During that long first day of school, I didn’t have my phone so I couldn’t text him all day. I was having withdrawals, so as soon as I saw him at taekwondo practice I yelled, “Uncle, guess what I have a boyfriend. His name is Trevor.” Half of me did it because I liked Trevor and the other half of me did it to get a rise out of him. 

Realizing I couldn’t go without a phone, I took back my grandma’s phone and promptly texted him. As I had hoped, he was fixated on the boyfriend topic. He kept saying, “it has only been a day and you already have a boyfriend?” To a middle schooler, that’s basically how it works. You like someone, you tell them and if they like you back, you go out as boyfriend and girlfriend. It isn’t until one gets older you need to date someone in order to move onto something more serious. 















Mid-August 2009
School days just seemed longer and longer. A boy named Trevor has been my biggest crush since kindergarten but this year something was different. Trevor seemed inadequate. Sure he was cute but he wasn’t tall, muscular, strong or a handsome fully grown man. I found myself thinking about him throughout the day. He made Trevor look like a baby and I loved it. Everything about him made me want him.  

During class, I would constantly doodle his name or draw pictures of him. I was an obsessed girl. Even though we hadn’t made our feelings known to each other, we both knew that there was something more there. And not long after, he asked me if I wanted to go to the movies with him. Ecstatic, I said yes. 

The movie day came and I was waiting at taekwondo to be picked up. But to my disappointment, he was stuck at work and couldn’t make it. For some reason, my disappointment felt more like anger. Although I told him I understood that he couldn’t leave because he had work, I really felt like yelling at him for being inconsiderate and disappointing me. I am probably the most impatient person and him making me wait then cancelling on me felt like a bullet to the heart. But it was soon extracted, patched and healed when he rescheduled for next week.  Little did I know this would be a recurring issue. 




September 2009 
The following week was when we finally went on our first outing together. After being dropped off to taekwondo straight from school, he picked me up and took me to a movie theatre that was about five minutes away. I was still in my school uniform. At the time, I thought nothing of it, but reflecting back, it must have been extremely awkward for him. 

This was the first time we were ever alone together. Being as weird and terrified of awkwardness as I am, I tried to fill the awkward silence with conversation and laughter. I swear, I smiled the whole time I was there. It was just so easy to talk to him. It was just like texting, nothing was really any different. 

When we got to the theatre parking lot and began to get out of the car, I realized that I had no money and it completely slipped my mind. Although we were very close and had obvious feelings for each other, I never thought this was anything like a date, so I wasn’t too sure if he was going to pay for me. Luckily he did and that brought me immediate relief. 

We went to see the first GI Joe movie that came out starring Channing Tatum. Channing Tatum was one of my man crushes and I couldn’t help but comment about how good he looked throughout the movie. He jealously retaliated to my comments by also commenting on one of the female co stars, which by no surprise, in turn made me jealous. At this point, our unspoken feelings for each other were undeniable and there was no turning back. 

As the weeks went on, we continued to go see a movie, once a week, just us. The time I spent with him just kept getting better and better. Everyday we were texting, talking on the phone or talking in person; we just couldn’t get enough of each other. 

Eventually, in one of our conversations, we began to define our relationship. Somehow the topic of dating came up and he had asked about the best date I’ve been on. A little embarrassed, I said I have never had an actual official date. He then replied like he was shocked to hear me say that because he was under the impression that our movie outing was an actual and official date. Hearing that he thought that our movie outing was actually a date, the butterflies in my stomach, that I have been no stranger to since we started talking, made an appearance again.   

I went out on a date and I couldn’t believe it. I have always been attracted to older men but never thought that I would go on date with one. 

Now that I think of it when I was in middle school, my sister Scarlet had an older boyfriend, John. He was only four or five years older than her but a high school senior dating a middle school eighth grader turns heads. Scarlet would often sneak around with John because it was forbidden by my parents due to the age difference. 

The forbidden relationship caused a rift between Scarlet and my parents. She fist fought with my mom, got pinned to the wall by my dad and was thrown out of the house countless times, which was counteractive because she would just call John to pick her up. 

She loved him and wanted to be with him. I understand why she did what she did now, but when I was younger I swore I would never be like her. And look at me, I was doing the same thing but on a larger scale. 

Mid-Late September 2009
We continued to go to the movies every week. These past few weeks felt like months. It felt like I’ve intimately known him for years and he was the only person I could truly be myself around. 

After one of our movie dates, we sat in the car for a while. We just wanted to spend a little more time together and talk. 

He proceeded to ask me, “so what are we?”  

I thought to myself, we were friends. We never did anything or said anything that made me think otherwise. I loved him with all my heart but I had no clue what we were other than friends or that he even wanted to be more than friends so that’s what I told him. 

He didn’t seem to like that answer but I’m sure he did not want to push the subject any further than I allowed it. For obvious reasons right? He’s older and I’m the “young and innocent one”. 

He dropped me back off, we said our goodbyes and promised to text each other once we had the chance. 

Later that night he texted me and asked me again, “what are we?” I knew what he meant, I wasn’t dumb. But I wanted him to really ask me out so I teased it out of him. I replied “what do you mean? What do you want us to be?”  

He finally asked, “did you want to go out? Do you want to be my girlfriend?” 

I was overfilled with joy, the man of my dreams asked me out and there was only one answer in my mind, YES! September 22, 2009 was a day that would be special to me for the rest of my life. 

My personal happiness spilled over into every area of my life. I was happier in school, taekwondo and at home. The greatest difference was seen at school though. My happiness turned into confidence and as an upper class, 8th grader in my middle school, no one could bring me down. 

I began to socialize more among my peers and made an unexpected friend, named Titan. Titan was a year older than everyone in the class because he was held back a year and you could totally tell why. He came into our school two years prior and from the start was a troublemaker, but he was also sweet and fun loving. 

One day in class we had a free period to work on whatever we wanted. Titan and I settled in the back of the class and started talking. We haven’t really talked much the past two years because I was quiet and he seemed like trouble, but to my surprise our conversation was nice. And from that day on we were the best of friends.






















October 2009 
A new week rolled around which meant one thing, I got to go to the movies again. Since he asked me out, we got into more personal questions like if I had ever kissed anyone before. 

After reading that text, I thought to myself, of course I haven’t kissed anyone before. I mean it would be weird if I had because the only other “boyfriend” and I use that term lightly, I have ever had was his son. The closest thing we got to kissing was being shoved together in a forced and awkward hug. 

I let him know that he would be my first kiss if we ever did and that awkwardness was inevitable. I still had braces and knew that my first kiss would just be a horror show. 

Despite his reassurance that everything would be just fine, I was internally having panic attacks since he brought it up. And when our movie day came and we chose a romantic movie, I knew that today was the day. 

When the movie started I was nervous and sweating. I didn’t know when he’d reach over for the kiss but I knew it would happen eventually. 

Foreseeably, in the middle of the movie he reached over to give me a kiss and I kissed him back. My nerves were through the roof but it was over with and I had done it! I had my first kiss. We held hands the rest of the movie and I felt a whole lot better. 

Later that night he texted me and I asked him if the kiss was okay. I didn’t know what kind of response I would get, you know, being my first kiss and all. 

He said, “it was good, but it was quick”.

Quick? That kiss felt like a lifetime to me, but nevertheless I said that we would work on it. 

We planned that on Saturday, a day we usually don’t see each other alone, we would go somewhere and do a good kiss. 

Saturday came around and we were both excited. We were just about ready to go but then a friend of mine from taekwondo, that also knew him asked him to drive us to go get some healthy food since we were dieting. Every parent and kid had a family like relationship so doing something like this wasn’t weird. 

This friend however, was the type to jump in the car before the answer was given so he ended up driving us down. Our special day was ruined but as she sat in the front passenger seat and I sat in the back of him, he slid his hand down the side and was able to hold my hand. It felt nice and warm and loving. To this day I don’t really know how he did that because he drives a stick shift. 

When we got back to practice we were both disappointed but unlike me he was not impatient. This was partly due to age and characteristics. He was always so level headed and I’m always leading with my heart. This was a perfect balance for me. 

The first week of October just finished and before i knew it, it was my birth week. I love my birthday and love sentimental celebrations of my birthday. I never got any huge birthday parties or extravagant gifts, but it was a day that was all mine and this year it was special because I got to spend it with him. 

He picked me up at our usual spot but not on one of our usual days so I only had about 45 minutes to spend with him before practice. 45 minutes wasn’t long enough for a movie so we just went down to a park five minutes away and spent time together in the car. 

When we parked, he said happy birthday and gave me a hug as we sat across from each other in the front seat. I could stare at him all day. He was so handsome and most importantly, the epitome of a man. 

We sat and talked for a few minutes and he asked if he could have a kiss. I knew that it was coming but I was still nervous. I said yes and we kissed a few times. Everytime we kissed the butterflies in my stomach were uncontrollable, so wild that it almost hurt, accompanied by a sharp tickle down my back that is almost impossible to explain. And before I realized it, we only had five minutes to get back, so that’s how my wonderful birthday ended with him. 

We began to see each other twice a week. But instead of the movies I suggested that we hang out and just talk in the car like on my birthday. I didn’t need a movie, I needed his company. 

Mid-Late October 2009
His car was tinted so from the outside, the only thing that could be deciphered were silhouettes of the objects or of the people inside. Although in an utterly public place, the car became our private sanctuary.  We would sit and talk for hours and other days watch a Blockbuster movie. 

He knew that I was not comfortable kissing yet so he took it slow with me. Sometimes he would try to come in for a kiss but I would move away and other times I would be the one initiating the kiss. 

He was my first everything. Thankfully, he was the best teacher and slowly but surely I became more accustomed to the more intimate times between us. His patience was rewarded because the more comfortable I felt, the more experimental that I was willing to be. 

One peck turned into consecutive kisses, into making out, into allowing kisses on my neck. When our time together ended, immediately after I couldn’t wait till I saw him again. 

While we enjoyed being close and intimate together, we also had an extremely playful and rough relationship. One of our favorite activities together was wrestling. When we first started to see each other, I did not know anything about wrestling. WWE was the extent of my wrestling knowledge, but he was willing to show me the ropes.

Like I said before, he is the epitome of what it means to be a man with his muscles, strength and agility. I didn’t need to pull my punches with him and that’s what I loved the most. We would just go at each other. I used nearly full strength, yet he supposedly only used 25-50% at a time. I’d often jokingly say that I was only using 2% of my strength; both of us knowing that it was nearly 90-100%.

He showed me how to perform a rear naked choke, arm bars, knee bars, half mounts, full mounts and so much more. Wrestling in the car became my favorite thing to do with him and it always ended in us making out. I mean, having him in a full guard with my legs wrapped around him really helped. 

Although making out was fun, I could never win a wrestling match and it frustrated me to the point of anger. He thought it was cute when I got angry which just made me even more angry. Until one day I found out his biggest weakness which was ironically, me. Regardless if we were wrestling, if he is presented the opportunity to kiss or touch me, he will take it. 

I used this knowledge to my advantage during our wrestling matches. If I was in a tight space and needed a way out, I just had to kiss him and he would stop. Giving me just enough time to get the upper hand. I loved our playful relationship and while I know he technically let me win, knowing that he’d rather lose than stop kissing me was special.

Our time together gradually shifted from playful to sexual. One day while kissing for a bit things became more heated than normal. He was kissing my neck in just the right spot and I couldn’t get enough of him. Wanting more, I jumped on his lap and started grinding on him. His dick was so hard that for me, reaching that special point of no return was as easy as could be. 

When it was time to go I could tell that he was completely shocked. Before that moment, I was reserved and didn’t seem to be too into the sexual aspect of our relationship but something changed that day. 

At school the only person I spoke to about the things I was doing with my new boyfriend was Titan. I did not disclose everything. Well, the major things like how old he was, but he was one of the only people that I confided in.

Being roughly the same age as me, he was as inexperienced as I was a few months ago and clung onto every detail of my encounters coming out of my mouth. I could tell he was curious, but he also had a look of concern in his eyes. 

Over the last few weeks Titan and I became very close. During or snack breaks, lunches and recesses we would just sit and talk. Him and I were inseparable. We had a similar connection as my boyfriend and I, but Titan just wasn’t as smart. I know being 25 years older had a lot to do with it, but Titan didn’t even have potential. And regardless of this shortcoming, he was still a sweet and caring young boy that caught my eye. 

Around Titan’s birthday in late October, I wished him a Happy Birthday on myspace and that’s when we got to chatting back and forth. He told me that he didn’t like my boyfriend and didn’t want me to end up stuck in a relationship with a guy because I became pregnant or whatnot. 

I told him that I haven’t even had sex yet, but he was convinced it was only a matter of time. He seemed unusually jealous for a friend so I called him out on it. He admitted to being jealous because he really liked me and wanted to be more than friends and asked me to dump my boyfriend. 

Of course, I said that I wouldn’t dump my boyfriend, but I did fess up to the fact that I did have feelings for him as well. This information made him ecstatic and gave him the hope that he needed that someday, we would be something. 

I am not a cheater and never will be so I disclosed this information with my boyfriend. He didn’t like the idea of this but wasn’t very controlling and wanted me to live my life. 





November 2009
Being the much older person in the relationship, my boyfriend did not want to keep me from dating other people my own age. He acted nonchalant about the progressing relationship with Titan and I and did not display signs of jealousy whatsoever.  He reassured me that whatever happens is up to me and that he will be here for me whenever I am ready for him.

He must have thought this was the right thing to do. He still loved me but again was stuck between a rock and a hard place. But I was in no rush to end things with the boyfriend that I loved, for the boy that I just liked.

Despite the Titan drama, ever since I jumped on him, things began escalating quickly in our sexual relationship. After feeling the complete bliss of jumping on him the last time, grinding and making out became our new thing. He’d touch me and grab me and I finally grabbed him. His dick was hard and thick. Everything that I expected it to be. 

I finally built up the courage and asked him to see it. He asked me if I was sure and I was. I knew what a penis looked like but not his. After he unzipped his pants and pulled it out he let me look at it and inspect it. When I touched it I couldn’t believe how soft it was. He couldn’t help but squirm as I grabbed it. Holding a man’s dick in your hand is a very powerful thing. They become like a dog when he’s pooping, -- vulnerable. We didn’t have sex this day, but I knew that I wouldn’t be able to wait much longer. 

Mid-Late November 2009
The next couple of times that we met up, we were more physical than ever. I wanted the next step to happen, but was too embarrassed to asked. And when I finally did ask he was hesitant. He said that he could wait a few years till it was legal. 

I wasn’t too fond of this idea but knew that he had more to lose than I did if someone were to find out about us. As much as I wanted more, I understood why he was hesitant.  Yet, in the midst of all his hesitation, our physical relationship continued to be as heated as ever. 

I have always wanted my first time having sex to be with my husband but the way that I loved this man, my boyfriend, I knew that I would be with him for the rest of my life. So I decided why deny the inevitable and do it earlier than planned. 

My hormones were raging, I couldn’t hold back anymore. I told him that despite his hesitations, I wanted to to take our relationship to the next level. He didn’t agree with me but the next time I saw him, I was going to have it my way, one way or another.

And so the next day we got to see each other came. We met up like usual and went to the park that we frequented. I devised a plan to get both of our pants off. The plan was to wrestle and try to unbutton his pants. 

The plan worked and as we started wrestling, instead of my intense wrestling moves, my sole purpose was to get his pants off. He kept asking what I was doing and tried to stop me so I just started kissing him. Things kept getting more and more heated, to the point where he had already taken off his pants and proceeded to undo mine, but before he took mine off he asked if I was sure. And I was. 

He was already swollen and hard, we laid down and he began to stick it in. He was so thick and big that it seemed like it couldn’t fit. He went slowly and kept it near the outside of my vagina. He knew that my first time would hurt and he didn’t want to hurt me. 

Sex is very uncomfortable, especially when you don’t know what to expect and it's your first time. I didn’t know what to think at the time except it hurts and it didn’t feel good. But it was okay because he was more than into it, he loved it. 

He mainly kept it on the outside and didn’t even come close to breaking my hymen. But I semi lost my virginity that day.

We continued to have these semi-sex encounters every time we were together but it hurt far to much for me to fully commit and let him stick it all in. I was content with this semi-action because I thought it would hurt like this forever, I wasn’t too interested in sex. 

But one day during one of our semi-sex encounter he was getting really into it. He was putting his head inside of me and kept going in and out. It still hurt alot and I had my hand on his chest ready to push him off if the pain became too much. Before I knew it, he had pushed a little too hard and gone a little too deep breaking my hymen. 

I was in a world of pain, I shot upright from a reclined position to a seated position and burrowed my head in his shoulder almost in tears. I just said, “BABY THAT HURT!”. He apologized and consoled me saying that he accidentally slipped but I don’t believe him. 

When I got back to taekwondo I barely made it in time for practice. I went into the bathroom and noticed that I was bleeding. I was certain my cherry had been popped.  

And while our physical relationship was as heated as ever, his schedule became busier with work. I understood that work is important; it was his livelihood. However, much like our first scheduled movie date, he would have to bail on me because he couldn’t leave work. 

If there is one thing that I cannot stand, it is being cancelled on last minute. I absolutely cannot stand it because when I know I’m going to see him my heart begins to beat at 1000 beats per minute and the butterflies in my stomach go while. The disappointment of being cancelled on almost leaves me heartbroken. 

And despite this terrible feeling, it kept on happening… week after week. No show. 

December 2009
We kept in touch over the phone and text, yet remained disconnected physically. This was very upsetting. I missed him, the only person in my life that I was happy to see and had a connection with. 

When we finally did see each other, it only made the situation worse because remembering and feeling the happiness when I see him, only made the feeling of sadness more intense when I couldn’t. 

As a teenage girl, these emotions were ripping me apart on the inside. The only way that I felt better was to vent about everything that I felt, but the only person that somewhat knew about my new boyfriend was Titan. He became my go-to guy to vent to. 

Titan still had feeling for me and being my shoulder to cry on, I eventually began to develop stronger feelings for him. As my boyfriend and I became more and more distant, Titan and I only grew closer and closer.

I was frank with my boyfriend about my evolving relationship with Titan. He wasn’t surprised, yet sad, yet supportive. I couldn’t quite read how he was feeling. To me, it seemed somewhat like he didn’t care and wasn’t bothered. My young brain thought that jealousy was the way a boyfriend showed he cared, but I realize that he just wanted me to make my own decisions and be happy. Despite what I now know, his actions then only drew me closer to Titan. 

Titan and I were always with each other. During class, snack, lunch, recess, almost every second of the school day. Titan was physically there for me when my boyfriend wasn’t and that’s what mattered the most to me at the time. 

I couldn’t continue and pretend that what was happening at school with Titan wasn’t happening. I still loved my boyfriend, but I couldn’t have what I wanted which was to be with him and spend time with him. I didn’t want a relationship like that so I told him that we needed a break. He didn’t like the idea of a break but he told me that I could take as much time as I needed. I suggested that we probably shouldn’t talk during this time and he respected my wishes. 

Mid-Late December 2009
After a weekend of no communication with him, by the time Monday came around I had to text him. I missed him so much, but not much has changed. Our situation and the circumstances behind them remained the same. We still weren’t able to see each other, maybe 10-15 minutes of alone time a week.

In school Titan and I also remained the same, we were into each other but I never wanted to do anything physical with him or make any changes to our relationship status. I could tell that he was getting frustrated that our relationship was going nowhere, but just because my boyfriend and I had our issues it doesn’t mean that I loved him any less.
 
Titan began to become visibly distraught by our situation, so much so that one of the younger male teachers gave him a word of advice which was to “not fall for my trap. She will never go out with you”.

He was shaken up about the advice from our teacher and became more and more distant from me. I didn’t want to lose him as a friend and more of my attention was put to him. I knew that if I wanted to still be friends  with Titan I would need to break things off with my boyfriend and see if he and I could be something.

On a Friday, most of our class went on a JPO (Junior Police Officer) field trip including our homeroom teacher. This left a few of us that weren’t in the JPO program back at school, in our classroom and unattended. I told my boyfriend that we needed to talk so I told him to meet me at my school briefly. 

When he came, I decided that I needed to break things off and see what else there was. My heart was broken that we couldn’t resolve our issues, but I loved the closeness that I had with Titan. 

Later that day, when I went to check my messages I found this:
Hi Babe,
I just saw you today. I was really happy to see you. But I didn’t get the same reaction from you. My heart dropped. I don’t understand babe. It felt like I lost you already. I tried fighting back the tears while I was walking back to the car. Thinking this might be the last time I see you. It’s not a good feeling. I haven’t felt so much pain in my chest. Yes, there’s a big hole in my heart and only you can fill it. I know you think I don’t give you enough attention. So I’m going to pour my heart out now. Sitting here thinking about you, trying to hold back the tears. But I can’t. They’re falling and I can’t make it stop. I can’t stop thinking of you. I can’t get you out of my head. I love you so much that it hurts. You were right there in front of me. I wanted to pull you close and hold you. I wouldn’t have let you go. I hope we did the right thing with this break. But it doesn’t feel right. I hope you come back to me. Not being able to talk to you is going to be impossible. So if you want to talk, please text me or call me.

Please, don’t forget that I LOVE YOU. I can’t live without you. ­

· Just Me

I was heartbroken. His words pierced me and I suddenly realized that I did something wrong. I still loved him, but I made my choice and I couldn’t play with Titan’s emotions by just running back to my boyfriend. The week after we broke up, I still remained in contact with my now ex-boyfriend. I was open with him about all the things between Titan and I; and while he was jealous, he always listened and always first and foremost wanted me to be happy.

The week that Titan and I were more than friends, I found myself underwhelmed by him and overwhelmed by the wanting to talk to my ex-boyfriend. I began to recognize that I didn’t want to be with Titan, I wanted to be with my ex-boyfriend and was just frustrated by the whole situation. 

As soon as I had this revelation, I asked to meet up with with my ex-boyfriend before school started. This was the last week before my Christmas Break therefore the last time that I could see him. 

I remember how excited I was when we finally reconnected. When I got in the car, I gave him the biggest hug. He held me so tight, it was like he never wanted to let me go. Our embrace turned into a kiss, then making out and then eventually I grabbed his dick, pushed my underwear to the side and we started having sex. 

This time was not like any other time. It felt so good. I was wiggling and moving; just trying to get all of him in me. When I left the car and began to walk away, I could feel the moistness in my pants and how it was a little sore from finally having all of him inside me. 

During Christmas break, Titan refused to talk to me after hearing the news that I was back with my ex-boyfriend. I was sad, but understood why he felt the way he did.

My boyfriend and I remained stronger than ever and instead of constantly having a negative outlook, I began to cherish the time that we were able to spend together.




January 2010 
This was my first New Years with my boyfriend and there was nothing more that I wanted than to spend it with him. But I couldn’t. New Years was a time that my sisters and myself were expected to spend as a family with all of my extended family. I at least wanted a New Years kiss from him. We didn’t know how we would do it,but he promised to make it happen. 

On New Year’s Day, he waited on the street and right before the clock struck 12, I walked up to him and was able to get a brief kiss from him. Everything felt so right and so good. The start of my year was amazing. 

When school started up again a few weeks later, Titan was still pissed off with me. He didn’t look at me, come by me or even acknowledge me. He was actually very mean to me and began to talk behind my back. 

This made me so sad. But I luckily had my shoulder to cry on. 

February-May 2010  
The only two things that filled my life for the next few months were taekwondo and my boyfriend. 

I was still intensely training for the Junior Olympics in the summer. This meant 20 hours of exercise a week and a strict 1,000-1,200 calorie diet to reach my target weight. 

My training was miserable, but for those few month I sought refuge in him. My boyfriend and I saw each other once, maybe twice per week. It wasn’t much but the time spend with him meant the world to me. We would just do our usual things; talking, wrestling and of course, naked wrestling. This man was my favorite person in the world and nothing could ever change that. 

With the only friend that I spoke to at school shunning me, I spent most of my time texting my boyfriend in class and talking on the phone in the girl’s bathroom stall during recess.

Texting was prohibited during school hours and was required to be put away or would be taken away. I took the chance and just kept it on me or in my bra. The risked seemed worth the consequences...until the day I got caught. 

I was caught texting during library and had my phone confiscated. The librarian took it upon herself to read my text messages and lets just say that we weren’t talking about unicorns and rainbows and more along the lines of finally laying down in a bed next to him.

My uncle used to pick me up from school and he had to go up to her and get the phone. Luckily the teacher didn’t say anything to my uncle and he was cool and didn’t say anything to my parents but warned me not to text in class again. 

And while the librarian did not say anything to my parents or uncle, I did get a sit down talk with the health teacher/counselor about what I was texting about and who I was texting about. I talked my way through this incident but realized that I had to be more careful. 

June 2010
The last few months have been magical. Every week we spent together felt like a month and every month together left like a year. I would trade any year of my life to relive these past few month with him. 

And before I knew it, my middle school days were over and my 8th grade graduation day came. I was so excited, I bought a nice dress and my first pair of wedge heels for the reception. My whole family was there taking pictures and celebrating with me. 

After the graduation ceremony, the graduates changed their clothes from gown to party wear and caught a limo to a nearby hotel. My parents took my bag of belongings while I went in the limo. 

When I got to the reception, I asked my parents for my bag so that I could get my camera out and they were infuriated. They had gone through my camera to look at some pictures from earlier and they stumbled upon a video of me mounted on top of my boyfriend because I had pinned him down in a wrestling match.

They were furious. I didn’t know what to do. My heart sank to the bottom of my stomach. A million thoughts were running through my mind and I was so scared that something would happen to him. I couldn’t hold it in, I excused myself from the table and began balling my eyes out. 

I called him and he calmed me down even though he was frazzled himself. I had to be strong and talk my way out of this one too. I had to pull myself together. After my small break down, I pulled myself together and walked out like nothing ever happened. Everything went by so fast. I can barely remember that night. As if it were so traumatic my brain chose to forget it.

Later that night, I went home and tried to lie and explained to my parents that this was normal and another friend of mine was there with me. I don’t think that they believed me so I went and deleted every trace of him from my camera, phone and computer. No evidence equals no conviction, I knew that much.

I didn’t know what was going to happen. I didn’t know if my parents would call the police, if they’d tell anyone… I didn’t know anything. 

The next thing I know, my mom is walking into taekwondo and requesting to speak with my instructor. My only thought was that they were planning to contact the police. My heart sank and I was powerless. I had no clue what would happen next.

I can tell you that our relationship didn’t end here though. We have only gone through the first year. My story has just begun and the rest is to be continued...



