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I'm ready to be my OWN woman and not have to beg my parents for money, I thought
ruefully as I waited for my mom to pick up the phone. I anticipated the long, drawn-out
lecture about money management that was surely coming, considering I had blown
through my three-thousand-dollar allowance for this week.

“Kaiden Carter,” my mother sternly answered on the third ring. “You’re out of money,
aren’t you?” Her bland tone said she already knew the answer to that.

“Um, I can’t just be calling to see how you and Daddy are doing?” I stalled, giggling
nervously. My mother knew me all too well.

“Kaiden, it’s only Thursday. You didn’t even last a week this time! If you keep spending at
this rate, by the time you finish college, your father and I are going to be living in a
cardboard box, honey.” 

“But, Mom,” I growled. “You don’t understand. It’s so easy to go through three thousand
dollars here on campus for things I need. It’s not like I’m throwing the money away.” As I
lie through my teeth, I glance down at the designer heels I bought the other day. Well,
technically, they were a “need.” I needed to have them in my closet.

“We love you, but this time it’s gonna have to be a no. You can wait until Daddy drops
your allowance in your account on Monday.”

“Momma! That means I won’t have any money all weekend!”

“You won’t starve or end up homeless in a weekend. I’m sorry, but you need some tough
love to help you understand how important financial discipline is—”

“BUT, MOM!” I interrupted. *Dial tone* Mom had disconnected the call. 

Groaning, I threw the phone across the room and let myself fall back onto my king-sized
bed, staring up at the ceiling. I hated having to go to her or Dad for money, but I had no
choice. She couldn’t possibly understand what it takes to survive at university without a
flawless appearance! She couldn’t expect me to walk around, lowering my beauty
standards because they wanted me to "shop less.” That wasn’t financial discipline; that
was TORTURE!

Especially with the way I love to shop.

Over the next couple of hours, I spent my time wondering what I could do for extra cash.
Tutoring? I could sell some things. Maybe I could take up stripping. I giggled at the
ludicrous idea, but a girl was desperate. No matter how I tried to mentally make money
grow on trees, the truth was that my mom was probably right. I needed to learn how to
save and live like a dang college student, although I had always lived an expensive
lifestyle. With a father in commercial real estate and a neurosurgeon for a mother, I had
been spoiled rotten all my life.
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“Y’all created this monster,” I whined to myself.

A few seconds later, my cellphone rang and I stamped over to pick it up from where I had
thrown it. A peek at the caller ID and saw it was my best friend (and secret crush), Kyler
Wells.

"Hello?” I answered dryly, still pouting.

“What’s up girl!” he said with excitement. “You sound bummed. What’s wrong?”

“Just going through some things, man.”  I was probably being a bit melodramatic, but all I
could think about was how long the weekend was going to be while…*gulp*…broke.

“Aww, chica. Anything I can do?”

Yes, come over and give me what I’ve been longing for ever since I met you.
  
But that was only a thought.

“Sure! Can we go for a walk and get some ice cream? I need comfort food,” I said with a
giggle, feeling more relaxed than I had been minutes prior.

“Only if you promise to tell me what’s really wrong.” I heard the smile in his voice and
pictured his totes uber sexy face. I licked my lips just thinking about how cute he was.

“Bribing me with ice cream? That’s low, baby! It’s nothing really wrong. Just that my
parents are trying to get me admitted into an insane asylum before I’m twenty-one, that’s
all.” He laughed along with me. “Oh and not to mention, they hate me.” He laughed even
harder. We both knew that wasn’t the truth. It felt good to rant, though, and Kyler was
someone who understood my mood swings.

“Alright, I was actually already headed your way, so give me about thirty minutes,” Kyler
said.

I muted my squeal of excitement at the prospect of hanging out with him. Kyler was
always so busy with his degree program. We rarely got to spend as much time as we
wanted together, and I could tell he was just as stoked as I was. 

“Ok, see you then,” I replied and disconnected the call.

Here’s the thing. I had fallen for Kyler way back three years ago when I met him at
Mumford Hall while stumbling around, looking for the lab, but I had never had the nerve
to express my feelings openly. There was just always mild flirtation between us, nothing
over the top. Kyler was my calm after the storm, and, with him, I didn’t feel the need to
spend my time wondering if my eyelashes were curled right. 
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Thus, when Kyler showed up, I was still dressed in my "depression" outfit, as I liked to call
it. He took one look at me, whistled and shook his head. “That bad, huh?” He chuckled in
awe. It was a running joke between us that only girls would have the creativity to come up
with certain outfit for different moods.

“Oh, shut-up!” I said in a playful, laughing tone. I gave him a hug and locked my fingers
behind his neck, feeling his warm, buff chest press against my body. His hands moved
down my back to my waist, and he hugged me tighter. When I pulled back, I gazed into
his mesmerizing eyes. "Feed me ice cream," I said with a childlike frown on my face.

“OK, Ok!” He smiled. “Let me take care of you.” He fumbled for the door, but his fingers
slipped, and he laughed at himself.

“Butterfingers,” I laughed. “It’s a doorknob. You put your hand around it and turn it.”
  
“You’ve got me feeling so off kilter.”

“What?” My eyebrows lifted up in surprise at the admission, and he turned to me with a
sheepish smile, shrugging. “What are you talking about? Why do I have you off-kilter?”
“Nothing,” he said, shaking his head again. I shrugged, confused, but ice cream was on
my mind, and I was ready to get out of my apartment before I got cabin fever. I’d be stuck
in all weekend as it was.

On the way to the ice cream parlor, we talked and laughed about different things, which
took my mind off of my money woes. Only Kyler could do that, and that ability to take me
out of my worries was what made me want to be with him the most. It was like he fully
understood me, and on my worst days, he brought out the sun.

He parked the car, but before we got out, I felt like something had to be said about the
butterflies he was giving me. “You know what, Kyler? I really appreciate you. I know I
come off as a spoiled brat to you, but truth is...” I took a deep breath and looked deep
into his eyes, ready to make my confession. “I am!” I laughed. 

“Crazy, girl!” He laughed too and playfully tapped my nose.

“But, at the same time, I’m not a spoiled brat for knowing what I want in life and going
after it. That makes me a go-getter...Thing is, what I really want the most happens to be
YOU.”

He blinked but didn’t respond to the bomb I had dropped on him. I looked down, suddenly
shy.

I couldn’t believe the words that had fallen from my lips, words that should've remained
thoughts until they were written in my diary later that night. Damn word vomit! I groaned
inwardly and tried to backtrack. “I’m so sorry. That came out all wrong. I don’t know what
I was thinking. I mean, shit like that doesn’t happen between friends, right?” 
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Silence filled the car, and I felt even more embarrassed, self-conscious and flustered by
the insane confession until Kyler finally broke his silence. “Are you gonna keep staring at
me like you’re scared I might diss you? Or, can we get our ice cream now? I’m totally cool
with having ice cream with my girlfriend.”

“Wait --what?”

“I said, I want to have ice cream with my girlfriend. This gorgeous, intelligent, sweet,
sometimes spoiled, but oh-so-deserving woman sitting next to me. So, just say
yes...Please? Because if you don’t say yes, I’m gonna wear my ‘depression’ outfit for two
months solid and dwell on the fact that I took everything you just expressed to me the
wrong way, and I’ll never be able to ask the most beautiful girl in the world to come out
with me for comfort food...”

I laughed, pleasantly surprised by everything he was saying, but he wasn’t done. “Oh, my
gosh,” I whispered breathlessly. He took my hand and looked at me with those soulful
eyes. 

“Truth is, you’ve had my heart since I first laid eyes on you in Mumford Hall—you know,
when you were looking for the lab and the seniors sent you into the male lavatory
instead?”

I let out another laugh, along with a sigh of relief. “How could I ever forget that? It was
the first time I caught you with your pants down and your cute butt facing me.”

“Sooo... you think I have a cute ass?” Kyler joked.  

“Oh, my god! Will you stop it already?!” I yelled, giggling louder. “YES! Yes, your girlfriend
still wants to have ice cream with you.”

Girlfriend. It felt brilliant to say that. I leaned in and kissed him passionately on the lips. His
hand slid along my jawline to cup my face and deepen the heated kiss, but at that
moment my phone went off, breaking the massive face sucking session. We both took
deep breaths, staring into each other’s eyes and giggling. I got so entranced that I forgot
why we had stopped kissing.

“Your phone,” he reminded me. 

“Oh!” I grabbed it and saw it was my mom. “Hello? Mom?”

“I had a change of heart. Listen, I’m sorry about the way I spoke to you earlier. It’s just
that your father and I know that you can do better about your spending, but I may have
exaggerated a little when I said you'd have us living in a cardboard box.”

Chuckling, I replied, “It’s OK, Mom.  I understand—really—and I’m sorry for the way I’ve
been overspending lately.”
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“It’s just money. Sometimes I have to remember that. Now, how much do you need?
We'd like to give you another chance at saving and spending wisely. Should I make the
check for ten-, maybe fifteen-thousand?”

“Eh, maybe we should take baby steps. Like, five thousand. I think I need a really tight
budget to prove to you guys that I can manage to not be broke by tomorrow. Besides, I
have something—or, should I say someone—to occupy me and keep me from shopping
as much.” I smiled into the phone.

“Hmph! Are you telling me that you're dating someone? Well, I hope he's rich!” she joked.

“Mom!” I howled with laughter. Kyler looked at me, curious to know what we were talking
about. “Even if he isn’t, I still like him just fine,” I replied. He smiled, nodding. “Now, if you
don’t mind, Mother, I have an ice cream date to get back to. I'll be in touch.”

“Enjoy yourselves!” 

I disconnected the call and we finally made our way into the ice cream parlor. “What'll it
be for you guys?” the cashier asked.

Kyler announced, “Get me a double scoop of lemon custard and a Rocky Road for the
lady.”

“Um, I'll have the chocolate mint pistachio, instead,” I stated.

“You mean you don’t want your usual for days like this?”

“No, that’s my ‘depression’ ice cream. I'm happy now!”

“That’s how I plan to keep it, too.”

We both laughed as we enjoyed each other's company for the rest of the ice cream date,
a happy new couple. And, life…was sweet!
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The
End


