
Cara and Tomas: Chapter One 

 

“Jesus Christ, Laura!” Cara yelped as her back slammed into the wall. 

“Sorry!” Her friend peaked up over the top of the mattress, looking appropriately sheepish. “I 
have no idea how I’m supposed to hold on to this fucking thing. It keeps trying to bend in half.” 

“We just need to drag it a little further. Almost there!” Cara leaned back and let her body weight 
pull the mattress into Laura’s bedroom door, and the girls let it flop on the floor 
unceremoniously.  

 Laura jumped on top of the bed and rolled around. “Oh yeah. I can get used to this.” Cara joined 
her, letting her breathing return to normal.  “No one can know how hard that was for us.” “Who 
would I tell?” Laura responded, sending a half-hearted kick in Cara’s general direction. “I don’t 
know. What if I decide to become a world class soccer player, but then TMZ gets wind of how I 
couldn’t move a mattress 15 feet down a hallway without passing out and then I lose my position 
in the draft and I never get to go pro?” 

 “Right. Of course. Silly me. I forgot about your dreams of professional soccer. I got distracted 
by your very public hatred for running and complete lack of coordination. But I promise my lips 
are sealed and TMZ will never hear about the Mattress Moving Incident of 2017.” 

“You get me.” Cara leaned into her friend and closed her eyes. 

“Cara?” 

“Yeah” 

“Will you tell me something honestly?” 

“Mhhmm” 

“How many times did you and Greg have sex on this bed?” 

Cara shifted onto her side, and made eye contact with Laura. “Honestly? Never.”  

Laura put her hand over Cara’s face and pushed her back. “Get the fuck out of here. Why am I 
taking the bed THE TWO OF YOU BOUGHT if you never even had sex on it?” 



“I mean, Greg wanted a king-sized bed to celebrate graduation. Said that grownups slept in 
king-sized beds.  I obviously kept it here, because it would have never fit in his dorm room. But 
then he stopped wanting to sleep over, and I’d have to go over to his place even just to see him. 
And then he started sleeping with that June girl and here we are.” 

“Is her name actually June, or do you just call her that because he cheated on you in June?” 

“I’m not honoring that question with a response.” 

“What a weird thing to be mysterious about, Cara.” 

“I’ve always wanted secrets. Let me have this.” 

“Ok. Fine. So, no sex?  I’m getting a virgin king-sized bed for nothing? Maybe I should send a 
thank you card to Greg and June.” 

“Ha ha yeah yeah.” Cara took out her hair tie and threw it in Laura’s direction as she started 
rolling herself over to the edge of the bed.  

Laura laughed and jumped up. “Ok! Let’s go out to celebrate your room officially being Greg 
free!”  

Cara looked over at her best friend of 12 years. It was like looking into a bizarro mirror. The two 
had similar features – big eyes, thin lips, little chins with the hint of a dimple. As kids, people 
would ask if they were sisters, which they both loved. But then puberty happened, and Cara grew 
to almost 6 feet tall, and Laura could barely get away with pretending to be 5 feet. Cara’s dark 
hair only got darker, and she liked to wear it straight and shoulder length, while Laura’s hair was 
so light it looked translucent, and she kept it short with a little mess of curls on the top of her 
head. Yet even with the differences, Cara still liked to say they were sisters. She never felt more 
beautiful than when people thought she was related to Laura. 

It had been a shit year, and she was ready to start a new adventure with Laura. They were both 
moving to Boston next month, and she honestly felt relieved Greg wasn’t part of that plan 
anymore. After the breakup, Laura had happily bailed on her recently found Craigslist 
roommates, and replaced Greg on the lease for the apartment in Watertown. They’d be living 
together while Cara worked and Laura started grad school. Cara knew how to live with Laura – 
they had a routine for keeping things clean, had a solid communal TV watching schedule, and 
never judged the other when they baked a whole chocolate cake and refused to share. She had 
been secretly nervous to figure out all those roommate things with Greg, in addition to a new city 
and new life. She honestly felt relieved he was out of the picture, and was finally feeling some 
excitement about the big move. 



The only downside was leaving behind the rest of their group. Cara and Laura had grown up 
together in Tulsa, and met Thomas and Colt in middle school. The four of them were fast friends, 
bonding over how much they hated the band teacher, with his creepy mustache and bad puns. 
And then in high school, they met Darren, who seemed a little too cool to hang out with them, 
but somehow fit right in. When it was time to apply to colleges, all five of them applied to one 
school without much conversation about it. Being together at the University of Oklahoma felt 
predestined – why mess with fate? They all got a little bit of money from various scholarships – 
Thomas was going to play baseball, Colt would play trombone in the marching band, Darren was 
the star physics student, Laura would sing in the choir, and Cara broke the record at their high 
school for highest SAT score and was joining the debate team.  They all had their thing, and 
they’d be close to home, so none of the parents expressed any concerns about the very obvious 
interdependent relationship the five friends had formed. 

And now, they were college graduates, and everything was changing. Thomas was staying in 
Norman to coach high school baseball, Colt was moving back to Tulsa to live with his boyfriend 
and dedicate more time to their band, and Darren was moving to California for some fancy 
internship. They had one more month together, one last hurrah before becoming those people 
who only saw each other on holidays and reunions. 

Ugh. She couldn’t think about it or she wouldn’t be in the mood to party. Snap out of it Cara! 
She sat up and reached over to grab Laura’s hand. “I’ll get the booze.  You call the boys.  Let’s 
fucking party.” 

  

***************************************************************************** 

  

Thomas grabbed his phone on the first ring. 

“Hey, Laura” 

“Hey, Tommy Boy. We have some very important post-Greg celebrating to do tonight. You boys 
game?” 

He looked around the dark room, blinking away the dryness in his eyes as he realized how much 
day had passed. 



“Well, Colt is currently snoring, and Darren and I have been staring at the TV for about 4 hours. 
So I think it’s safe to say we’re in.” 

“God. You’re all pathetic and it’s making me sad. Clean up nice, and see you in 30!” 

Thomas put down the phone and stretched out his arms over the back of the couch. His head was 
buzzing a bit, and he started to feel a flutter in his stomach. He always felt a little giddy when he 
was about to spend time with Cara, but now there was a newer feeling – a kind of nervousness - 
as the words from Laura bounced around his brain.  “Post-Greg celebrating”.  Every time he 
remembered Cara was single, he felt a little like he might throw up. It’d been a few weeks since 
her official break up, but he couldn’t quite wrap his mind around it. He’d gotten used to Greg. 
He was nice enough, didn’t seem to mind that Cara had close guy friends, didn’t overplay the 
boyfriend card.  It was easy to be around him, and it helped ground Thomas in his friendship 
with Cara. Yes, he’d loved her since they were 16. But being one of her best friends was so 
important to him, and she was always with other guys. It hadn’t seemed worth it to complicate 
things. Now with Greg out of the picture, he felt a bit unmoored and had no idea what to do. 

Thomas had always believed it was best to be honest with the people he cared about. He had 
grown up around secrets, and hated that feeling of distrust and skepticism. But he’d kept this 
secret. Valuing Cara’s choices and relationships was always clearly the right move. But what 
was he supposed to do now? Now he felt like his only excuse to stay quiet was his own fear. 
What if it changed everything? What if she didn’t want his love, and moved away hating him? 
What if she did love him back, and still had to move away and hated him for making it hard? 

Tonight did not need to be the night he figured all of this out. This was his family, and that was 
the priority. He would let loose and enjoy the time they had together and not let it get 
complicated. 

He stood up and went over to Colt and put his face very close to the sleeping man’s cheek. “Rise 
and shine, team!” he yelled in his best Coach Voice. Colt shot up, taking a swing at Thomas that 
nearly knocked him over onto the futon.  “Ooph! Easy there.”  He stumbled up and laughed with 
Darren at the startled look on Colt’s sleep-smudged face. “Morning sunshine. We have been 
beckoned. Laura gave us 30 minutes to get our butts in gear, and I do not feel like being scolded 
tonight.” 

Thomas grabbed Colt’s hand to help him up, and the boys dispersed to prep for their night out. 
Thomas shuffled through his dresser to pull out the green t-shirt that Cara had told him recently 
made his eyes pop and put it on, followed by his only pair of jeans. He checked in the mirror 
hanging on his closet door to make sure his fly was zipped and his shirt wasn’t too wrinkled, and 



took a moment to calm himself. He leaned his forehead into the mirror, and closed his eyes. He 
took a deep breath, and as he slowly exhaled, he whispered to himself. “It’s going to be ok.” 

Once he was dressed, he joined Darren in the kitchen.  

“Hey, man. Want some?” Darren was eating a piece of cold pizza, standing in front of the open 
fridge door.  

“No thanks. I hated that pizza when it was hot, no way has it improved in the fridge.” 

“Don’t be so sure. I feel like the pineapple is better when it gets hard. Like a fruit cup after you 
drink all the juice out. But suit yourself.” 

“I vote we start things off at La Huerta’s tonight. Chips and salsa is a way better hangover 
prevention plan than that gross shit.” 

“Fuck yes. Margaritas. Brilliant plan.”  Darren finished the slice in his hand, and put the box 
back in the fridge. “I’ll be seeing you again later tonight,” he said into the cold as he closed the 
door. 

  

***************************************************************************** 

Cara and Laura stepped outside right as Colt was pulling his minivan into the driveway.  

“Perfect timing!” yelled Cara, as she locked the door behind her. “Where we going?” 

The boys got out of the car, as Darren hollered. “Don’t lock that yet, I have to pee before we 
go!” 

She laughed and let him inside. Colt and Thomas walked up and joined them on the porch. Colt 
reached his arms out for a hug, and lifted her feet off the ground as he squeezed tight. She loved 
hugging Colt because he was the only person big enough in their group to make her feel small. 
He kissed her cheek as he put her down. “Hanging in, Care Bear?”  

“You bet.” She kissed his scruffy cheek in response. 

Colt then moved over to Laura and threw her over his shoulder, which was very normal 
behavior. Thomas laughed and side stepped Laura’s swinging legs, and moved over to give Cara 
a hug. She leaned into him as he put his arm around her, and she closed her eyes as he kissed her 
hair, right at the temple. Next to Laura, nobody knew her like Thomas did. He was the first one 



she told when her dad had left, that awful night in 8th grade. And she was the only one who 
really knew how mean his older brother had been. And he had kept going to church with her, 
even after the others had stopped going. Because he somehow understood that she wasn’t ready 
to let go of the idea of God.  She loved letting him take care of her. She felt so safe when he was 
around.  

“Hey you”, she said. 

“Hey yourself.” He grabbed her hand and spun her around, and she laughed herself out of the 
sentimental moment, and grabbed his other hand to lead him into a quick two step. Colt started 
humming a tune, and put Laura down so they could both dance along too.  

Darren came out of the house clapping in time with Colt’s song, and all five friends danced on 
the porch for another minute as the hot August breeze swirled around them. Finally, Laura 
started dancing her way towards the car. She sang along to Colt’s made up melody, “Let’s go eat, 
I am starving. Let’s go drink, the bar’s a-calling!” 

They piled into the minivan, with Laura taking her normal spot on Cara’s lap.  The back row of 
seats was missing from the van because Colt didn’t have anywhere else to store his drum kit. 
Thomas turned around from the front passenger seat. “La Huerta’s?” 

Cara grabbed Laura’s arms and put them up in the air excitedly. “Yes PLEASE! I literally 
dreamt about those enchiladas last night.” 

Thomas smiled at her and gave her a wink.  She settled back into the bucket seat, and looked out 
the window as the car started moving. God, she was so lucky to have these people. 


