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For bloggers/netizens, and you.

 


~~**~~

 


What others are saying about

EyeLeash: A Blog Novel

 


 


“…It’s that slow, but
necessary transformation that I loved. When she realizes what it is
she truly wants, and what Novan wants. And I have to say, I won’t
be forgetting those last few “entries” any time soon. I was close
to tears near the end, those kind of tears when you’re sad and yet
happy at the same time.”

– namierror,
LibraryThing

 


***

 


“I’m going to be honest.
When I first heard of a “blog fiction” novel, I immediately thought
it would be another IM fluffy rom-com, like TTYL by Lauren Myracle. But, once I
read the description, I was intrigued…I think the spotlight
on EyeLeash should
be on Ms. Scott for her representation of today’s high-tech world,
capturing perfectly the John Hughes-like angst every teenager goes
through like any real teenager would — through the
internet.”

– Danielle L.,

YA blogger
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EyeLeash: A Blog Novel

 


 From: -¤ Jade AshtoN
™ ¤- (jade@pinkstar.net)

Sent: Sunday, September 17, 2006 8:36:23 PM

To: [novan]
(nc-17@hotmale.com)

Subject: for you

Attachment: EyeLeash.doc (1,998KB)

 


Hey Novan :) I was thinking abt what you said. Since you asked for it,
I’m sending you a copy of my personal blog. I know I said I didn’t
blog, but I do -- just that it’s a private one. So it’s very
personal. Rants raves and everything else.

 


I guess
you’ll learn quite a lot about me, so it’s quite a big risk I’m
taking. I mean I understand if you never want to speak to me or see
my face again after this. But if anything’s going to happen, this
is what/who I really am…so if I don’t hear from you, I’ll know it
was a mistake.

 


I’d just
like to request that you respect my privacy and not let anyone else
know about this blog of mine. I believe I can trust you with that.
All said, attachment is with this e-mail.

 


xoxo

Jade.

 


P.S: I stole your poem’s titles for the attachment. Hope you don’t
mind.

 


* * * * *

 


 [JANUARY]

 


Just-Another-Weblog

Monday, January 2,
2006 - 11.11am

 


OhLook-ImSoLoved.com is evil. I think I have
to spend more time with my real-life friendships. Simple as
that.

Writing online testimonials and comments for
people is stupid.

No one being able to figure out that
"you're" is different from "your" is stupid.

Blogging awful poetry,
daily events nobody really cares about, or ceaselessly
complaining/rambling on the same old things, is stupid.

Now I blog too, but this is a private one.
Unsearchable on Google, and password-enabled. So it’s just me. I
can be as boring and mundane as I like, talk to myself if everyone
online has the (Away) or (Busy) sign on, and not worry about
stepping on anybody’s toes.

Let’s see what I’ll record here over this
year.

 


Live XXX Free

Thursday, January 5, 2006
- 12.55am

 


Lia, Darcy and Ayumi were here earlier. We
spent three hours visiting some porn sites with horrific color
schemes and cheesy music.

Lia: “We should be going
down on each other. Now.”

LOL. We haven’t (yet). But on Xmas Eve, when
we snuck into Climax for our virgin clubbing experience, so many
people thought we were a bunch of lesbians coz we looked “soooo
close!”

We were dancing tight
circles around each other coz there was no space.
Whatever. Catholic
school girls are either lesbians or little ho’s.

For better or worse, I’m not into girls. For
now at least. Guess I’ll see what happens.

I wonder about all these porn girls...

With dicks up their vaginas, aren’t they
bound to get pregnant sometime/be crawling with STDs/be stretched
loose/get bored of it sometime/have unsightly cracked nipples from
having them sucked dry?

They don't even look like they're *really*
enjoying the sex too. All of us agreed they couldn’t be blamed for
that.

 


Update - 2.35am

 


Well so after I saw all the xxx material,
naturally I couldn't sit still.

Once I had the house to myself, I had a
great sex workout. Admired my curves and movements in the mirrors.
I was happily fantasizing. That I was hooking up with NOVAN of all
people, for the night.

We were in this dark back alley. He had sexy
razored hair. A white T-shirt, which was wet coz it was raining
slightly. It clung to, and outlined his body. He actually looked
nice: a little more muscular than his real-life scrawniness.

Oh man, how I'd LOVE to have a fling. I
wonder if he'd agree to a fling if I did go ask him.

Why would I ask
him, hmm...

I wonder if he’d agree.

Probably. He’s a guy and we all know the
body part guys think with. Ha.

If not immediately, I think I could work him
into it.

I feel like calling him out one of these
days just to chat, or watch a movie, or just hang out. Been a while
since we last talked/met up.

By the way:
I think people *should* self-service, and love
their own bodies more. It DOES serve a very useful
function...

 


Tuesday, January 10,
2006

9.18pm

 


My arms look nice. Those
Pilates and toning exercises (the dips are HELL) for the biceps and
triceps in Gymnut: Obsessed
magazine do work.

Did nails this morning, a midnight blue
shimmer. Only the last nail on my right hand looks decent. Which
means my nail painting has a success rate of 10%.

Last night as I was lying
in bed…I seriously wanted a guy. Any
guy.

It's fun and great being single. You’re
self-reliant. It gives a “Girl Power” kinda feeling. You can do
anything you want without anyone calling to tell you that you
can’t, or demanding to know every single detail from clothes worn
to location to what you’re eating and who you’re hanging out
with.

But it must be
bliss to be in love with
someone else, and for that someone else to be in love with you. I’m
talking about really liking someone. Not just a fuzzy feeling in your chest and
being “infatuated”.

Oh, to find this person. I wonder if there's
someone like me out there.

Someone who’s not into mindless copulating.
Someone who doesn’t want a whore of a girlfriend for other
onlooking girls to aspire to be like. Someone who’ll fall in love
with me (and I with the person...).

We'd be so completely obsessed with each
other. Each time we got together, we'd probably take things off
with one smooth perfect love-making session.

I know I’ve high standards. But I'm just
being honest.

 


Lindsay and Friends need
Photoshop

Friday, January 13, 2006 -
9.41pm

 


It was more like “5 grand-aunts” instead of
"5 Foxy Babes". Was chatting with Ayumi. She sent me a link to this
funny picture online.

 


+ayumi+:
this is hilarious

¤-Jade-¤: what’s that?

+ayumi+:
www.ohlookimsoloved.com/photos/46091420/

+ayumi+:
OM<G

+ayumi+:
all of them should see my plastic
surgeon!

 


LOL. I know it’s quite mean, but Lindsay had
posted this post-clubbing pic of she and her friends with the 5
Foxy Babes caption.

Their make-up was caked.
They looked sweaty. Oily. “I think I’m sooo
beautiful and what didja say your name was agaaiinn?”
kind of dishevelled. UGLY-assed!

Lindsay’s hair in particular was a disaster.
In fact her whole look was off. Bright orange lipstick with pine
green matte eyeshadow. A sequined (?!) purple top with shapeless
black box-like skirt. Maybe she applied everything in the dark.

Hmm, I wonder if people would journal if
they didn't blog. I like the privacy of writing in a blog for YOUR
OWN EYES only, heh.

Coz I can write stuff like this:

Lindsay is...a lame excuse of a human being, with bad
taste!

Jenny is...a vapid, inane, talentless, insipid, twat of an
airhead!

Novan is...a nice guy. Who isn’t Mr. Sartorial.

Lia is smart and sassy. Certified Cool.

Ayumi and Darcy are
Certified Cool also.

 


Why Not?

Tuesday, January 17, 2006
- 10.02pm

 


On the way to Aimless Mall, I met Lindsay
and her friends. She was smoking, offered me a stick but I didn't
want any.

Her purple contact lenses scare the hell
outta me.

I was looking around at the guys of
ToxiCity. They’re as vain as females. I counted at least seventeen
guys primping - in the dark reflective glass of a bus/train, in the
mirrors of shops, in the reflection of their friends’ SHADES.

I don't think I'll be having a boyfriend
anytime soon. I just don't think it's going to happen.

Random note:
I’m seventeen and single. I’ve always
been single and at the
rate I’m going, think I’ll always be for the rest of my dismal
life.

Today I had a good shopping
trip though. I got a few essentials - one pair of Juicy Couture
jeans, couple of tops from MaxStudio, handcrafted stained glass
dangling earrings (that match my eyes), a band-tee, MaxFactor Lash
Perfection mascara, and LaLicious Sugar Soufflé body scrub
(strawberry, mmm). Oh and this round enamel virgin vintage Fossil
watch!

Now I’m not being hypocritical. I’m
not 100%-materialistic.
24/7 shopping and brand names are not what I live for.

That doesn’t mean I wanna be caught on the
streets looking fugly or out-of-place.

Looking like a fashionista gets you better
customer service.

People smile at you more, treat you better,
offer you shelter under their umbrellas when it’s raining, and
think twice before cutting you off if you’re waiting for a cab.

You can sit there looking pretty, if you’ve
nothing intelligent to say coz your mind is off somewhere, and
still be treated like royalty, with respect.

So...why not?

 


Why Does My
Heart…

Saturday, January 21, 2006
- 9.27pm

 


…Feel depressed. Lousy. Lonely.

I go round in circles. But I’m 17 so piss
off to anyone that thinks teenage/young adult life is easy. I’m so
lost. I want sex, love, and a guy, that's all mine, but...I get
confused.

I tried to make a list, in an effort to
de-confuse myself about sex/sexuality.

 


1) I Am Straight. Yup, no lesbian or bi
thing for myself (though it seems to be an effect on most of St.
Coven’s girls, especially if you’ve been there for more than ten
years straight). I think I naturally go for guys more.

2) I *would* sleep with a guy, if I feel
right, if it feels right, if he’s the right person.

3) BUT (and here’s the
“but”!) - I am PETRIFIED
of diseases, and worst of all getting
PREGNANT. To date, no
contraception is 100%-effective. I think pregnancy’s the worst STD
ever. Eighteen years of pain, poverty, and torture. Only to have
the cycle repeat again with your offspring. We’ve all witnessed it.
It’s the end of your life. So, point #2 above is going to be very,
very difficult indeed.

 


Sighhhh.

For now, I can still satisfy myself. In
fact, I think that’s better. Guys tend to come too fast, from the
little that I know :P.

When I observe people, I always think
everyone's had sex.

Sometimes I am so sick about my high-minded
view on relationships. I wanna be like everyone else! Argh.

I feel like shit I feel like shit I feel
like shit.

 


Bloody PMS

Wednesday, January 25,
2006 - 7.22pm

 


Been feeling like hell...I must eat properly
today.

It’s illogical women should bleed every
month if they have no wish to be pregnant in the first place. There
should be this ONE day every year, where you just bleed. Saves the
monthly trouble of all this cursed biological rubbish.

My stomach feels ballooned and bloated, my
boobs feel so heavy and sore. Times like this, I wish I were
male.

You know, if guys had PMS
(which I think 80% of females do
have), I bet every single PMS day would be a
holiday.

The fate of a female is simply, being
female. UGH.

 


 [FEBRUARY]

 


Wednesday, February 1,
2006

1.07am

 


I messaged Lia online. She’s got the flu, oh
dear. Told her to drink lots of water.

Then Novan (ha!) came
online and messaged me first. He’s in a band now?! ROFL. I bet they
sound (or at least look) prep-rock. EWWWW!

I saved the chat, coz I should be going for
one of the band’s gigs later this month and the deets of the gig
are somewhere inside. And how come I’ve never heard of “Sid
Vicious” before my GOD. He’s a total hottie, with that devilish
smirk, punkish hair and trim body.

It’s always nice catching up with nice
friends :).

 


~ Download THIS Messenger Today! ~

Conversation started on [31 Jan 2006,
11:30PM]

 


[novan]:
hey hey

¤Jade¤:
helloo

¤Jade¤:
haven’t seen u online in a while =)

[novan]:
oh yea

[novan]:
i’ve been busy with a friend’s band,
lol

[novan]:
so how u doin

¤Jade¤:
i’m good. how abt u?

¤Jade¤: and wow cool ur in a band??

[novan]:
been listening to the same song for hours...
trying to get the tabs right

[novan]:
yea!... we’re ‘the blah blah blahs’ (super
creatively thought of by myself)

[novan]:
every band names already being used,
yknow

¤Jade¤:
yeah, u should rest. ooh what’s the
song!

¤Jade¤:
what instrument do u play too?

[novan]:
i play bass

[novan]:
get on top // rhcp (chili peppers)

[novan]:
know the song?

¤Jade¤: not really

¤Jade¤: got the mp3?

[novan]:
sure

 


[novan] sends: "05 Get On Top.mp3"

 


¤Jade¤: so how’s this chili peppers song
coming along

[novan]:
well my fingers are killing me...

[novan]:
and the song on repeat is insane

[novan]:
but i shld be all gd in a bit :)

¤Jade¤:
hey when did u learn to play bass?

[novan]:
hmm

[novan]:
15?

[novan]:
music was a rebellion

¤-Jade-¤: ooh, how so

[novan]:
my ’rents are always busy makin money

[novan]:
thats the most important thing for them... cash,
cash, cash

[novan]: i don’t wanna be like
that

¤-Jade-¤: well that’s good

¤-Jade-¤: that you’re not like that =)

[novan]:
yea

[novan]:
lol

[novan]:
still remember how it started

[novan]:
with sid vicious... he’s the bass player for sex
pistols

¤Jade¤: sex pistols?

[novan]:
yea a REAL punk band from the 70s... i saw sid
& was like ‘damn, i have to play
bass’

¤Jade¤: LOL

[novan]:
google his picture

¤Jade¤: ok

¤Jade¤: i think bass players are cool :P

[novan]:
:) *nods in
agreement*

¤Jade¤: how’s it like?

[novan]:
we keep the rhythm, with the drums

[novan]:
if we make a mistake... u’ll hear it right
away

[novan]:
and we’ve less antics than say, *cough* the lead
guitarist *cough*

¤Jade¤: LOL

[novan]:
bassists are very good with their
fingers

[novan]:
and some of us sing backup vocals, so that means
we’re good with our mouths too...

¤Jade¤:
awesome *that goes for your last sentence too
;)*

[novan]:
haha :P

¤Jade¤:
oh my i’m looking at some pix of sid
vicious

¤Jade¤: he’s
SO bangable

[novan]:
ROFL. it’s too bad a preppy punk poseur of our
day compared herself to sid in a SellOut Magazine
interview.

 


**You have successfully received
C:\Documents and Settings\Owner\My Documents\My Received Files\Red
Hot Chili Peppers - Get On Top.mp3 from [novan].**

 


[novan]:
hey btw we’re having a gig this month

[novan]:
a few local bands are playing

[novan]:
u free?

¤Jade¤: ooh!

¤Jade¤: when? where?/

[novan]:
we’re playing a couple of songs

[novan]:
it’s a long way more... weds 22 feb, 6pm. tix are
free.

[novan]:
it’s at that open concourse, across from
junkie’s

¤Jade¤: Casbah?

[novan]:
yea that’s the place

[novan]:
hopefully the weather’s good

¤Jade¤: yeah, it shld be

¤Jade¤: it *is* summer all-year round in
txc

[novan]:
lol yea

¤Jade¤: i shld be free =) wld love to hear u
guys out

[novan]:
tnx. there’s more info on www.2zoneout2.com

[novan]:
is ur cell no. same as b4?

¤Jade¤: yup

¤Jade¤: i’ll let u know if i’m going

¤Jade¤: i should be since i’ve nothing
on

[novan]:
alrighty :)

[novan]:
well nice talkin to ya

[novan]:
i gtg... got a long day tmr and i haven’t
showered the whole of today lol

¤Jade¤:
ok yeah ok i've got to get some beauty sleep
too

¤Jade¤:
arghhh! go bathe! HAHAHA...i can't stand that,
sweaty, icky...feel, thing

[novan]:
haha yea

[novan]:
u look about the same as before i
guess?

¤Jade¤:
lol yeah

¤Jade¤:
about the same, more or less =)

[novan]:
alright

[novan]:
c ya there if youre coming :)

[novan]:
ttyl + g’nite//

 


~ Conversation ended on [1 Feb 2006,
12:50AM] ~

 


I'll probably go support them but not sure
who I'm asking along just yet. Or maybe I'll just go alone if I
feel like.

Novan’s birthday’s around that time too.
February 24th. He didn't mention it, but I remember anyway, so
maybe I’ll get something, just to be nice.

 


Memorylane

Friday, February 3, 2006 -
9.18pm

 




I just realize I haven't
been on a date in forever.

The first proper one (and
last, SO FAR), was with Novan. Four years ago. Sad days when I
could never get my natural locks under control. He had a gross five o’clock shadow
thing going. Black plastic spectacles, a godawful clump of hair
like he’d fallen into a puddle of gel.

I still don't know how he got my e-mail
address. But we started chatting, and met for a date at Aimless
Mall.

Novan's wasn’t exactly
“boring”...but I felt he was kinda by-the-books:
I’m meeting you for a date, so I’ve got to get a
gift for you after the date, pay for everything, send you all the
way home, etc.

I thought he was full of rubbish when he
stuttered “I...I...st...still love you” (first time he said that
was...maybe I’ll blog about that another time). I mean, sometimes
“love” is used so lightly, you know?

And I know this is very
mean of me, but everyone always goes "guys only want one
thing"...so yeah, never mind how abysmal he looked. I was wondering
if that's what he
really wanted.

He sent me home after
dinner, which he paid for with a $100-note. I did most of the
talking during the busride home. Exchanged cell numbers. He gave me
a light pink cellphone case, wrapped in glossy sheets from
Gadget Lab magazine.

A few weeks later, he asked me to describe
him in 3 words.

I took five hours to reply his text message
and said he was "nervous, pensive, and nice".

WHY WAS I SO ANAL. “PENSIVE”!?!? I could’ve
been nicer in my Honesty, ugh.

A few more weeks later, we sort of agreed
things “weren’t really working out”, and that was the end of
that.

For some weird reason, we
stayed friends, which is nice. I felt he only liked me for looks. Just
liking someone for looks, is superficial.

But I gush over good looks too...argh.

Ok, forget about what I said
previously. Sometimes I do feel so
like a hypocrite.

 


1 of 100%-Woman’s Loyal
Readers

Tuesday, February 7, 2006
- 9.18pm

 


Darcy was complaining to me online about her
failed photoshoot for UltraSkinny’s. One of the modelling agents
tapped her pen on her hips and told her “these are too wide.”

Hearing her discuss dieting and exercising
makes me feel the fat in my thighs. Ugh.

Anyway, we somehow got to talking about
boyfriends and her sex life. One part of our conversation -

 


.+. SeXy nAuGhTy BiTcHy Me
.+.: i think good sex should hurt. that
means the sex was good

¤Jade¤: mmm, yeah! =)

.+. SeXy nAuGhTy BiTcHy Me
.+.: my neck and calf muscles. they’re
BURNING!!

¤Jade¤: lol. from?

.+. SeXy nAuGhTy BiTcHy Me
.+.: oh…tian xiang and i were trying this
Kama Sutra move

¤Jade¤: coool. you read that?

.+. SeXy nAuGhTy BiTcHy Me
.+.: nah. it’s in 100%-Woman

.+. SeXy nAuGhTy BiTcHy Me
.+.: u keep your legs high up in the air,
together and over your head

.+. SeXy nAuGhTy BiTcHy Me
.+.: gives a tight fit

¤Jade¤: that’s hot

.+. SeXy nAuGhTy BiTcHy Me
.+.: hope i’m doing it right...

¤Jade¤: don’t worry. as long as you’re
enjoying it =P

.+. SeXy nAuGhTy BiTcHy Me
.+.: yeah

.+. SeXy nAuGhTy BiTcHy Me
.+.: hey, you’d sleep with a guy, right?
if u felt he's the right person?

¤Jade¤: *nods* i guess so =)

 


I wanted to ask “is Tian Xiang the right guy
for you?”, but I didn’t. I thought that wouldn’t be very
polite.

Ugh. I pretend (or at least try) to “be
cool”, but when I talk to people, I hate feeling like a dumbass coz
I don’t know enough/relate well enough, to the topic at hand.

I wonder how long I’ll still be
“inexperienced” in “the ways of the world”...

What can I do, apart from wait for the right
person to come along? If he even exists in the first place!!

 


Thursday, February 9,
2006

2.26pm

 


I wish I had someone to share my dreams
with. Someone to hear you wishing yourself away on a
round-the-world trip, and being rich and famous,
whatever.

And speaking about dreams, I dreamt about
Novan.

I don't know where we were.
Something like a school hall or in the middle of a carpark. We were
lying side by side. I think
we were both nude.

My foot brushed past his a couple of times.
The second time I realized it was his foot and I (rising several
octaves) went "I'm so, so sorry!"

He went very smoothly "it's okaaay." THEN
something like "let's make some sugar.”

OMG! Tacky, wacky and sexy all at once.

I wonder what he'd make of that whole
dream.

Whether he'd be
pissed/insulted/disgusted/chuffed/horny. I don't have a clue.

 


Update -
11.13pm

 


i was hugging my pillow just now -

thinking halfway (i was asleep on the sofa
outside)

if it were a guy, how nice...

 


Lonely Hearts Club
:P

Tuesday, February 14, 2006
- 10.12pm

 


V-Day: where you can’t step out without
being bombarded with stupid pink fluffy hearts balloons and
teddy-bears all over the place.

V-Day: a Vicious Hallmark holiday to spite
depressed singletons. An overrated day for businesses to milk
customers’ money. A commercialized piece-of-crap meaningless dumb
mindlessly entertaining
cheap-pink-red-heart-displays-in-retail-stores-best-day-of-the-year-(my-foot)-holiday!

I think if you truly love someone, you’d
show them any day at anytime. If you need this one day in a year to
show everyone else you truly care for “your loved one” I think it’s
quite stupid.

I hate this commercialism. It’s all
artificial, and has nothing to do with real love.

 


Update -
10.45pm

 


I think I’ll be one of those women who’ll
die an old maid.

 


Womanhood

Friday, February 17, 2006
- 6.22pm

 


I borrowed Darcy’s past
issue of 100%-Woman.

As usual the issue was all
on sex. Tantric sex, tips to “Be 100%
Sexy!”, exotic “Dance Sex Goddess” moves.

Something on the annual Durex sex
survey.

 


1) People are having sex an
average of 105 times a year with women (108) having sex more frequently than
men (102).

2) The French are having the most
sex.

3) On average, people
across the world spend 17.9 minutes
on foreplay.

 


The centerspread featured
the five most common male and female erogenous zones (I know what a
'perineum' is now). And, uh, I don't know if I even
have a G-spot. It sounds
so complicated to locate I’m put off from even trying.

A pull-out called
Naughty Moves -
mind-blowing fantasies, how to take off your clothes sexily, how to
eat something sexily, 8 steps to orgasmic first-night
sex.

A feature on hotel packages
(without having to break the bank) for couples on Valentine’s Day.
Rendezvous Hotel for a lush, exotic spice
setting (my fav of the whole lot). Ikkyū for a sleek Zen getaway, complete with bed covered in red rose
petals, and some botanical sensuous warm oils concoction that will
“set your Soul on Fire and leave you Begging for More”.
Yarrrrr.

PS: Doesn’t it make you wonder how good the
foreplay was, if those people were more interested in timing, than
enjoying it??

 


FastFixx

Monday, February 20, 2006
- 8.17pm

 


Texted Novan I’d be going for his gig.

 


My text (5:22pm):
“Hey. Is the gig still on?”

His reply (5:22pm):
“yea... it is :)”

My reply (5:24pm):
“Ok, I’ll be there. C ya! =)”

 


He replied so fast, within
a few seconds. When his message came in, my FIRST thought
was *gasp* my sex partner!!
but I slapped it out of my head. That “let’s make
some sugar” dream seemed real but he’s not really my sex partner
and I don’t think he’ll ever be, gawddd.

Anyhoo. I was roaming
around Aimless Mall and bought him some FastFixx hair wax which
cost me $26 for his b-day. And a “Happy 18th” birthday card that's blank
inside. Will scribble standard greetings.

I also got my first *real*
bottle of perfume for myself: Secret Wish by Anna Sui (it’s always been gifts and/or little samples).
Secret Wish smelt so mysterious, and
“enchanting” as it said on the product label. I just
had to get it.

I don't know what his hair's like now. But
FastFixx is cool and reliable so why not.

OH I must write about last night…I
Surprised Myself.

I made sure my room
curtains covered every part of the window, no gaps, not even a
crack. And this was in the dark. So yeah I tried new positions,
using various props in the room. Straddled across a chair, humping
the edge of the bed, anywhere usable. Multiple times, god how my arms are tired from
taking my weight, and so are my calves from straining.

Still, I felt gooooooooood. I was knocked
out until 9.33am this morning.

Then I thought:
if I had a sex partner...the poor
guy...I'd be too involved in how much I was
enjoying myself I think. Think it’d make a difference? Somehow, I
think NOT.

Nowadays I climax slower,
but it's more "whoa"! I’m getting better at this ;).

 


Second First
Impression

Tuesday, February 21, 2006
- 9.22pm

 


Ok I've plonked
so much stuff on my face
for these past 3 days.

 


1) Face toner - I’ve been a bit lazy with
this lately. There was so much gunk on the first swipe. I had to
swipe my face twice to get all the oil out properly.

2) Nivea Essentially Enriched
Moisturizer.

3) Neutrogena on-the-spot Acne treatment
(Vanishing Formula, really works).

 


As I’ve been told: girlies should always
look good and care for their appearance.

I picked my outfit also, so that I won’t
need to make some last-minute rush tomorrow:

 


1) White FCUK strappy top.

2) My fav True Religion faded low-rise which
fits my butt really well.

3) Shoes: Red Diesel sandals. Chic low
profile.

4) Underwear
*most important...starts with the
inside*: My second-skin, removable-strap
baby pink Victoria’s Secret set .

 


Accessories: Maybe my big silver pair of cat
earrings that I haven’t used yet. Oh and of course the trusty
vintage watch that goes with everything.

I guess I look kinda different, since Novan
last saw me. Though when he asked during our last chat, I simply
went "yeah, about the same, more or less".

Hopefully I do look better now, as with most
other people with how they looked at age 13 or 14, versus how they
look like at age 17+/18.

I wonder if he's seeing anyone now. If he
is, good for him. =)

I can’t really remember how he looks like
exactly. Quite tall, last I saw him. Then again, that's partly due
to me being “vertically challenged”. Tsk.

Ah well, we’ll see how he looks like
tomorrow. Ciao.

 


WWWWWWTTTTTTTFFFFFFFFFF

Wednesday, February 22,
2006 - 10.55pm

 


OMG I never
dreamed I would
ever say this...but Novan
looked SO HOT!!! What the hell happened?! I mean oh man what am I
trying to say I mean who'd have known years ago he could look like
this?!?!

He was clean-shaven,
alleluia. He's gotten
even taller. It must be his height. It gives that Confidence. No
wait there’s other things. He’s slightly more tanned. He got rid of
his glasses. Best of all he has the lanky build of a
MAN.

Oh how could I miss out on
his HAIR. Layered, slightly spiky. Copper. Dash of blonde on
oh-so-cute bangs. Bangs are longer and cover one of his eyes a
bit, meeeeowww.

Here’s what happened minute-by-minute.

 


THE GIG

 


I sat somewhere near the back. The seats
were round the stage in amphitheater style. I was fiddling with my
hot pink bag...catching whiffs of my Secret Wish...

I didn't even know Novan was on stage when
the band came on.

The frontman at the mic was screech-yelping
incoherent lyrics (did he say “I’ll kiss the sky” or “I’ll kiss
this guy”?!)...and trying to create some distortion on the
guitar.

Then I noticed the best-looking
killer-shouldered one on the left side of stage. He was doing some
smooth fingerwork on the neck of the funky black-white bass, which
was hung south of his waist.

This droolworthy specimen
was in a Warhol banana print tee, frayed worn-in jeans ripped
across at the knees, and even more
worn-in red Converse shoes.

I was like,
whoa.

Suddenly I realized it
was Novan.
I wouldn’t know if my jaw literally dropped to the
floor...my mind was blank, except for three words -
He's so HAWT.

When the gig was over, I told myself to
"RELAX" and at the same time to "WORK IT!" Made my way to the side
of the stage. Everyone was mingling at the mixers/soundsystem
stuff.

He was easy to spot. I wish I had worn
heels. I gave a stupid wave.

Me: “Hi! You all sounded great.”

He: "Hey,
Jaaadde!"

Oh, my god. Colgate-advert smile. His voice.
He no longer sounds like a duck.

Handed him the present, he
looked surprised. "Hey man, thanks..." and he gave me a HUG I was
like lol ok my boobs touched his hard tight chest thank goodness
I’d chosen to wear VS. I smelt his, scent. He must’ve been sweating
during the gig...but it wasn’t unpleasant. Far from that...it was a mix of his
natural scent, a little bit of sweat, and a hint of
bodywash.

It was just
HIM, 100%.

“When’s your birthday?” I told him when. He
said "Ok, won't forget.”

Took a couple of pictures together on his
Nikon Coolpix. Hope I looked decent.

 


CAFÉ

 


We went to Sinners Synonymous after that. He
was hauling the bass guitar in a black case over his shoulder with
him.

I couldn’t take my eyes off his banana print
which was so god-damned dis-trac-ting. Didn’t help that the print
was GINORMOUS. I was drinking so fast (so was he!). It was so
embarrassing!!

Bits and pieces of our convo still fresh in
my head –

 


He: “You’re not in college too?”

Me: “I'll give it the miss. For now.”

He: “You passed the AP exams though.”

Me: “Yeah. Did you?”

He: “Yup.”

 


He ordered another iced tea when he was done
with the first.

 


He: “I hate MTV.”

Me: “Yeah. They repeat the same things.”

He: “Like reality crap.”

Me: “Anyone can write for an MTV reality
show. Just make it as stupid as possible.”

He laughed. "Kinda sad."

Me: “Yeah. So how are your bandmates?”

He: “Tristan and Alex are so fucking
lazy."

He sighed. "I mean, they can be so
lazy.”

 


LOL. How utterly polite.

Later he started mumbling and zoning out coz
he was getting tired...had a long day since 8am or so.

I caught myself looking at
his crotch, once...and for a second...I
wondered...hmm, what does his cock look
like. Slim/thick, short/long? Uncut/smaller-than-average/monster
huge?ARGH.

I went to the restroom,
before we left. He was facing the entrance of the café, so when I
got back, he looked at me and for a split second (which lingered for a
split second more), he gave me this…’look’. A time-stopping,
freezing your thoughts and movements word missing from the
dictionary you know is going to stay for days and nights in your
head, kind of ‘look’. I wonder what that look was, lol.

He was a bit quieter on the
way back (again! - like on our first date!). Oh and he paid for
everything again,
including the cabfare back.

Okay, okay. Phew.

Conclusion:
he looks really good, and I’m glad I went to see
the band perform.

Alrighty, guess I’ll log off now.

Got to get some much needed ZZZZZZ’S.

 


Update -
11.55pm

 


Since I can't sleep (what's new?), I shall
just scribble here a bit more.

That...‘look’, from Novan...

His...smouldering eyes seemed to become just
a little bit “sleepier”...

It would make me quite happy, if I read it
correctly.

Let’s see if I can get it
right. It was something like an "Oh God,
Jade. Can I have sex with you right NOW", look.

HAHAHAHAHA.

It really sucks that Novan liked me a lot
before. Now I'm not too sure, but yeah.

I wouldn't be able to be so calm if I were
with someone I crushed on really badly before. If I have to keep
initiating the conversation, it means the other person is being too
quiet. I didn't have to do that *too* much...

Hmm, you know…it's not easy chucking aside
"mmm you look nice" and whatever, while talking to the person.
Hmph!

Ok I’m going off now, ta.

 


Update -
11.59pm

 


PS: I felt after that ‘look’, Novan wanted
to say something, but didn’t. He looked down, and sighed softly. Or
did I make that up in my mind?! Argh. He was quieter after that.
Though he could’ve been just tired. Does he want something? From
me? I dunno. Could I give it? But I’m not so sure what that is
myself so how can I give it? Hmmm...ok, gtg sleep.

 


Eeep

Thursday, February 23,
2006 - 6.01pm

 


Seriously.

I think I’m a
chronically insane person.

If I can type this out on my cell while
waiting in line to buy some groceries, whatever’s bothering me must
really be bad:

Why's it like this. You can read ALL the
books and hear ALL the advice the world has to offer, but shit
still happens. I wish I could give you what I want, but I don't
know if I can. Please stay away from me. I don’t want you to want
me coz I don’t wanna hurt you.

 


I'm a Drama Queen, blowing
things out of proportion. I’m making up stories from
thin H.O.T air. Okay,
before I continue, I must try and explain myself better.

It was all fine yesterday. Until I sashayed
(tried to), like the catwalk model cellphone-throwing hissy-fit
divas, back to my seat from the restroom.

It’s like this: on one hand, I worry
endlessly about how I look, blah blah blah.

On the other, I want to just be friends with
Novan (I think we're better off as friends). If that’s the case, I
shouldn’t be bothering about “how I look” (to him at least).

And then, I think about how nice his
physique is and all now, and automatically link that to anything of
a predominantly sexual nature.

Then I’ll think about what is it I really
want, and how I can't treat a person like that but whether he'd
mind at all, and then it's not what I want but what's best for all
involved.

And Life Just Sucks.

 


Update -
11.42pm

 


Yo, DAMN, I've had my first "hangover"! It's
terrible. By far I think it’s the absolut last time I eveeeeeer
attempt to drink (alcohol) it wasnt even much, just four LARGE wine
glasses. I took the red wine from my stash, the one supposedly for
“special occasions”. I could feel my brain cells dying, my senses
slowing, the tipsyness setting in after the dumb drink. I can still
taste/feel the wine in me! I want to scream, run, play, fly, kill,
sleep, cry, celebrate! Uh, madness. GAHHHHHHHhhhhhH. I WANT NOVAN
dammit. Does he know? I want to kiss and neck with him. I wanted
him to squeeze my thigh, then slide his long slender fingers up
from under the table yesterday. I’m a migraine. I still feel sick.
My poor body and head. I feel so tired. This entry gets a Star I
feel like CRAP -my stomach, digestive tracts, my bloodstream and
gullet. DAMN! Oh well., oh least

 


Novan's b-day

Friday, February 24, 2006
- 4.12am

 


I just drank two bottles of water.

Note to self:
Do not blog when intoxicated.

I wish I’d sat
next to Novan, instead of
across the table at Sinners. You know how it’s like, when you’re
next to a person, and don’t really need to make eye contact that
way.

 


Update - 9pm

 


I’m thinking too much.

My head’ll explode if I continue with this
escapism. What’s going on?

For the first time, I
actually considered Novan as a boyfriend today. I thought about why
I hold back from getting into a potential relationship, with
Novan.

“If you have feelings for a friend, you’re
doomed!!” Well, that’s what I’ve heard from so many people.

Now people will tell me I’m thinking too
much, because after all, NOTHING really DID happen. Right? Yes, I
know. But that ‘look’, I noticed it. I felt it. I think he might
have “felt” something too.

If you think ahead and think of what *might*
happen, then I say it’s fine to have thought about and anticipated
it from before. I’m not gonna go around bitching/whining to
everyone about how/why nothing works out for me after everything
comes crashing down and it’s too late to do anything about it.

I want, let’s see: love, mutual
understanding…damn, where are all these things coming from?

I don't want a "typical"
relationship. I don't want a relationship based on "I like you coz
you look hot and oh, you're a really nice person too.” Yeah even
though that sounds fine and fun, it’s not good enough for me. Coz...isn’t that a
little shallow? Argh!!!

OK I’ve been typing here and aimlessly net
surfing for one hour already.

Damn my ridiculous-ness. I don't want to
ruin a friendship. I've been walking around in a daze the entire
day. Lia and Ayumi are online. I need to talk to somebody.

Oh god. Now I'm writing and chatting at the
same time.

If he has no feelings for me, I'll be ok and
"bleh" at the same time.

If he does, I'll laugh and go "oh shit" at
the same time.

STUPID MIX OF EMOTIONS.

What’s happening???

Another reason I don't want to go steady is
that I think it's too much trouble.

Can you imagine stressing out, thinking of
the other person all the time, ignoring your other friends while
you're dating whoever it is? That always happens. Then when there’s
a breakup, they’ll look for you and disappear once the old or new
guy/partner comes along.

Okay, okay. What else. Worrying endlessly
that you look ugly and stuff. In fact I still think sometimes that
I look like shit. And I look like shit in most photos I appear in
so yes.

Do I like him? I don't know.

Yes, and no. What kind of a dumb answer is
that.

Would he still like me? Hmm.

If things are too good to be true, they
probably are.

I’m chatting with Lia and Ayumi about Novan
now.

 


¤-Jade-¤: i met a guyfriend 2 days back

¤-Jade-¤: he’s too unbelievably HOT!!!

+ayumi+:
WHO is this?!

¤-Jade-¤: novan

¤-Jade-¤: he asked me out on a date once

-lia-: oh yeah, i remember you mentioning him before.

-lia-: what’s he doing now?

¤-Jade-¤: he’s in a band

+ayumi+:
ZOMG ok, he must be really melt-your-panties
hot

+ayumi+:
how did u get 2 know him? what does he look
like??

¤-Jade-¤: yeah yeah yeah XD

¤-Jade-¤: he gave me this look

¤-Jade-¤: i dunno what it was

¤-Jade-¤: when we were leaving the café...he
looked at me, there was this “change” in his eyes

¤-Jade-¤: i think i’m insane

-lia-: change?

¤-Jade-¤: I DUNNO

-lia-: hm. how long have u been friends.

¤-Jade-¤: 4 years...i knew *about* him
before, but got to know him better later

+ayumi+:
he was prob thinking of what humans do best!
;)

¤-Jade-¤: ROFLMAO

-lia-: it didn’t work out with him, right?

¤-Jade-¤: yeah tho that was *before*

-lia-: right.

-lia-: i guess no one can really say what’s gonna happen.

 


Yes. He’s a nice guy...I can get what I
want...in some ways it’s right in front of me. WHAT am I talking
about, ughhhh.

Everything was fine (with
him, it seems) until that
‘look’...arghhh why did I walk out like
that!! My bad *bangs head on
tabletop*.

Will these nonsensical feelings fade?

Will I tell him anything?

Does he still like me?

Will I change my mind next week?

I feel like kicking myself in the gut.

OK I’ve been typing here off and on for TWO
AND A HALF HOURS.

I hate this.

 


Just Breathe

Monday, February 27, 2006
- 11.36pm

 


I’m not obssessed, I
am not.

He came online.

We had a 10-min chat before he signed off
super fast. I *sound* fine online. No one can see me go HMMM, when
I see his screename pop up on the messenger alert.

He has a blog. Wtf would he tell me that out
of the blue.

I do too but I lied to him.

I don’t know why.

 


~ Download THIS Messenger Today! ~

Conversation started on [27 Feb 2006,
9:22PM]

 


[novan]:
hey

¤Jade¤: hiya!

[novan]:
tnx for coming by tt day

¤Jade¤: no prob

¤Jade¤: enjoyed ur company

[novan]:
same here :)

[novan]:
hey i wanted to ask...

[novan]:
do u blog?

¤Jade¤: lol no

¤Jade¤: i stuck to journalling

[novan]:
hmm

[novan]:
so thats, not online?

¤Jade¤:
yeah. i like to keep my personal thoughts, uh,
private ^^

[novan]:
hahaha

¤Jade¤:
online...i keep thinking of prying eyes,
uhhh

[novan]:
haha ic

[novan]:
yea makes sense... but i was terribly
bored

[novan]:
and have contemplated blogging

[novan]:
and so i did

[novan]:
lol

¤Jade¤: heh XD

¤Jade¤: what’s the blog add?

 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/2864
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!
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