Memoir of my First Love
Cassandra Porter
A young blonde girl with magnificent green eyes stumbled upon a boy with black hair dressed in a band tee.  It was love at first sight, some might say.  But I knew better than that, I didn’t fall in love with Jessie’s appearance; I fell in love with his personality.  He was unlike anyone I had ever met, with his southern drawl and devil may care attitude. 

They say to never judge a book by its cover and anyone who did, would have missed out on the wonderfully sweet person that was Jessie Christian.  He looked dark, edgy and even possibly intimidating from the outside, but there was a slight sadness in his eyes.  I was determined to find out what had happened to him, why he looked and acted like he did.  Who had shaped this guys life?

He was older than I, but we didn’t care much about the two and a half year age difference, I was thirteen, he was fifteen going on sixteen.  We always had something to talk about and conversation flowed so easily between us, something most people lack. I could tell him anything without the fear of it getting out or being made fun of.  He didn’t judge me for the stupid things I did. 
He was my protector, in a way, my savior.  Things weren’t great at home, hadn’t been for a few years and he was something I could run too whenever I was scared or just needed someone’s shoulder to cry on.  He was there for me, always.  I was there for him in return; we were both running away from something, that much was clear.

It started out in January of my eighth grade year; he was a freshman from being held back when he was younger.  We had met and it was as though we always had each other on our minds.  We were in constant communication, either with each other, texting, or talking on the phone. 
Things between us went fast and furious, before I even knew what had happened I was head over heels in love with him.  He said he felt the same about me; I was so high that nothing could bring me down.  Or so we thought.  Things never turn out quite the way you want them to you see.  There was a lesson learned here, there was, just wait a little bit longer okay?

Things between Jessie and I were great, magnificent, superb, until they weren’t. He had started acting differently, like he was hiding something?  I was trying to dig at him, trying to find out what was going on.  Finally after enough prying he broke down, but not before he decided to end things between us.  I was heart broken at first, but when he told me what had happened it was pissed, infuriated. 

He told me that for a while he had been cheating on me with another girl, but he didn’t like her, he had no feelings for her what so ever.  I wasn’t sure whether he was telling me the truth or not, what reason did I have to trust anything he had said or did. 

I felt as though a part of me was gone after this had happened, I was empty.  He had taken a part of me with him.   My heart was shattered, not that I allowed it to show, I never allowed most of my emotions before or after. All emotions had ever done was get me hurt.

The first time you give your love to someone hoping for theirs in return is different than any of the others.  Your first love is always a strongest in the end because you love without the fear of getting hurt.  You give a part of yourself away for that first love.
They say that you will always love your first love a little bit, and I think this holds true.  Two years later Jessie and I are still slipping in and out of each other lives.  We are trying to deal with the hurt and pain we have both caused each other.  I could write more about Jessie and I, but that story is still in progress. 

