Memory 5872
When I was 17, I was unfaithful. Well, how can you be faithful, really, when you’re 17 years old? I had two boyfriends – well, I didn’t consider them boyfriends, but they considered me as their girlfriend. I would see one and I would leave one and go see the other. Sometimes they would be so close to each other. One would be dropping me off and driving off and the other one would be driving up. That was so funny to me as I got older.

