
        
            
                
            
        

    
  
    
      
    
  

 
   
    Since freshman year of college, Sarah and I have been friends and best friends since sophomore year. 
 
    The first time I saw her, I found her to be attractive 
 
    Sarah is of average height, standing five foot four inches tall. 
 
    She has long brown hair and always has blonde highlights that accentuate her light complexion. 
 
    She’s petite but curvy, has voluptuous lips, light green eyes, and a beautiful face.  
 
    Sarah has a slight southern accent that I’ve always found to both be pleasant and adorable. 
 
    I found her attractive from the start but never thought I would become sexually attracted to her and develop feelings for her. 
 
    It wasn’t in the snap of a finger.  
 
    It slowly developed over our years of friendship.  
 
    Sarah’s looks aside, she’s also sweet, caring, kind, humorous, and a great person. 
 
    She’s the type of girl who doesn’t judge anyone, gives everyone a chance to get to know her, and is the most optimistic person I’ve ever met. 
 
    Some optimists would say a glass of water is half full instead of half empty, but Sarah will say the glass is two-thirds full when it’s three-quarters empty. 
 
    Sarah has a bubbly personality, is always in a good mood, and smiles constantly. 
 
    Sarah made me a better person, and had I not met her, I know I wouldn’t be the person I am. 
 
    She’s as naïve as they come, and to give you an example of how naïve she can be, I’ll tell you a story from our freshman year of college. 
 
    We lived across the dorm hall from one another and were a couple of months into our first semester. 
 
    Sarah and I had gone to a frat party where this pretty girl began looking at me in that way a person looks at another person where’s there’s sexual interest. 
 
    Sarah looked at me and said, “That girl seems like she wants to be friends with you” as I looked at her with puzzlement. 
 
    The girl, Victoria, approached me, flirted with me, complimented my appearance, told me how much she liked my hair, and then played with my hair. 
 
    “I need to use the little girl’s room, but don’t go anywhere,” Victoria said to me as I smiled at her. 
 
    “Wow, she’s friendly,” Sarah said to me as I looked at her incredulously.  
 
    Sarah had told me how much of a lightweight she was, but I didn’t think she would get as smashed as she did.  
 
    One of the fraternity brothers wouldn’t leave her alone, and I knew why, although Sarah had no clue. 
 
    When he went to get her a drink, she said to me, “He’s so nice. 
 
    He’s going to get us drinks, and then he wants to show me his room.” 
 
    She was wobbling from side to side.  
 
    The guy kept feeding her shots and started to become handsy. 
 
    “There you are,” Victoria said to me with lust. 
 
    “I need to get my friend home before she gets herself into a situation she doesn’t want to be in,” I said with frustration as Sarah giggled her ass off. 
 
    “I’ll walk with you,” Victoria said to me as we walked an extremely drunk Sarah from the fraternity house back to the dorm with one of Sarah’s arms around my neck with her other arm around Victoria’s neck. 
 
    We hadn’t made it into the dorm when Sarah began to puke her guts out. 
 
    “I’m sorry, but I need to take care of her,” I said to Victoria with frustration. 
 
    “Some other time,” she replied with a wink as Sarah continued to vomit. 
 
    Victoria and I exchanged numbers, and we parted ways for the night. 
 
    When Sarah finally stopped being sick, she passed out, but I was worried she might suffocate herself by puking in her sleep. 
 
    I laid next to her until the sun came up and her roommate, Mandy, finally arrived. 
 
    That afternoon, Sarah came to my room to thank me for taking her home and told me how nice the guy was to her. 
 
    “He wasn’t nice, Sarah. 
 
    He got you wasted so he could get you into his room to have sex with you,” I explained to her as she looked at me in horror. 
 
    “Really?!” she exclaimed as I rolled my eyes and said, “Yes.” 
 
    About a week later, Victoria and I made plans and went out. 
 
    When my roommate, April, texted me that she had hooked up with some random guy and wasn’t coming home, Victoria and I went back to my room. 
 
    What followed was a night of amazing sex.  
 
    It’s not saying much, considering how sexually inexperienced I was at the time. 
 
    Victoria was lying in bed with me, with her head nuzzled into my neck, when I heard a knock on my door. 
 
    “Who is it?” I asked, waking Victoria from her sleep. 
 
    “Sarah, I have the notes from Mandy you asked for,” she replied as I then told her to come in. 
 
    “Hey, can you toss me that shirt?” Victoria said as Sarah grabbed the shirt, tossed it to her, and turned her back to place the notes on my desk. 
 
    When Sarah turned her back, Victoria grabbed her shorts from the floor on the side of the bed, slid them on, and then got out of bed. 
 
    “I’ll call you,” Victoria said to me.  
 
    Sarah turned around and waved goodbye to her as Victoria exited my room. 
 
    “Thanks for the notes,” I said to Sarah. 
 
    She smiled at took a seat on April’s bed. 
 
    “That was the same girl from the frat party, wasn’t it?” she asked me as I nodded my head. 
 
    “Want to grab something to eat?” she asked. 
 
    “Yeah, but I need to get dressed,” I said to her. 
 
    “Go ahead,” she replied with a smile. 
 
    “Sarah, I’m naked,” I said to her as she looked at me curiously. 
 
    “You were in bed with that girl, so why would you be naked under there?” she asked. 
 
    “Why do you think I would be naked under here?” I asked her with puzzlement as she looked at me with confusion and shrugged her shoulders. 
 
    She continued to look at me as she then bit down on the lower right corner of her lip and again shrugged her shoulders. 
 
    “Are you shitting me right now?” I asked in disbelief that she had no clue why I would be naked under the sheets with Victoria. 
 
    “I don’t understand,” she said to me with seriousness. 
 
    “Sarah, I’m a girl, and Victoria is a girl. 
 
    Victoria got dressed, and I still haven’t, but we spent the night together in the same bed,” I tried to explain to her. 
 
    “Okay,” she said to me. 
 
    “Think about it, Sarah,” I said to her. 
 
    “Was it hot in here last night?” Sarah asked. 
 
    “We had sex last night!” I exclaimed. 
 
    “Who had sex?” she instantly asked in reply. 
 
    “Victoria and I had sex last night,” I responded. 
 
    My words seemed to have fallen on deaf ears momentarily as her eyes then opened wide. 
 
    “Oh…” she replied with a smile. 
 
    “If you still want to grab something to eat, can you turn around or go into the bathroom or something?” I said to her. 
 
    “Why?” she asked. 
 
    “I’m nude and need to get dressed,” I replied in bewilderment. 
 
    “Right,” she said to me as she got off the bed and went into my bathroom as I quickly dressed. 
 
    Loudly, I said, “I’m good!” as Sarah then exited my bathroom. 
 
    “You still want to get something to eat?” I asked with concern as I didn’t know her personal feelings towards gay people. 
 
    “I’m hungry,” she said to me with a smile. 
 
    “You’re okay that I’m gay?” I asked. 
 
    “I don’t care about that,” she said to me with sincerity. 
 
    Sarah wasn’t lying.  
 
    She didn’t care one bit about my sexuality. 
 
    When I fell for Victoria and told her how I felt, Victoria told me she wasn’t looking for a relationship, and she didn’t feel the same way.  
 
    I was devasted and heartbroken, but Sarah was there for me and always has been. 
 
    She’s always been able to make me feel better with her kind words and genuineness. 
 
    Whenever I’ve been down, she’s been there to lift me. 
 
    Whenever I’ve doubted myself, she’s been there to erase my doubt. 
 
    I remember the first time I saw Maria at the local Thursday night hang-out bar for underage college students.  
 
    I was immediately intimidated by her. 
 
    There was this exotic and beautiful Latina giving me looks from across the bar from time to time as if she was waiting for me to approach her, but I couldn’t bring myself to do it. 
 
    “Fuck” I said in a low tone of voice as Sarah looked at me and asked me what was wrong. 
 
    “That girl at the other side of the bar keeps looking at me, but I can’t bring myself to go over there,” I admitted to her. 
 
    “Why not?” she asked me. 
 
    “She’s gorgeous and way out of my league,” I said to Sarah as she looked at Maria and then looked at me. 
 
    “She’s really pretty, but she’s not out of your league at all,” she replied as I rolled my eyes. 
 
    “I’m okay looking, but there’s no way she’s interested in me,” I responded. 
 
    “She keeps looking at you for a reason,” Sarah replied. 
 
    “I don’t know why,” I retorted. 
 
    “Trish, you’re gorgeous,” Sarah said to me. 
 
    “Thank you for saying that, but I know you’re saying that because you’re my friend,” I said to her in disbelief over what she had just told me. 
 
    “You have an extremely pretty face.  
 
    You have a great body and a smile that lights up a room. 
 
    That girl over there sees what I see, or else she wouldn’t keep looking at you as she’s again doing now,” Sarah told me. 
 
    Sarah was my friend, but her telling me what she did gave me a huge confidence boost. 
 
    I had never had the highest self-esteem. 
 
    Whenever I looked at my image in the mirror, I never saw what other people saw. 
 
    I've always thought I've had average looks at best with black eyes, long black hair, an okay face, and an average body.  
 
    My self-image issue was probably due to my older sister Tina and my imagination. 
 
    Tina is the gorgeous girl, knows it as does everyone else. 
 
    When our parents introduced us to their friends, I always felt their friends would look at Tina and smile and then look at me and stop smiling. 
 
    I remember Tina introducing me to one of her new friends back in high school. 
 
    The girl looked at me in a way that said to me, “I can’t believe you two are sisters.” 
 
    Tina and my parents hated that I saw myself the way that I did and would always tell me I was wrong to no avail. 
 
    However, having Sarah tell me how pretty she felt helped me erase my self-esteem issues. 
 
    I approached Maria at the bar that night, and we became a serious couple not too long after. 
 
    She was pretty, smart, fun, and the first girl I ever said the words, “I love you,” to who then said those words back to me. 
 
    We didn’t end our relationship on bad terms. 
 
    If it weren’t for circumstance, she might have been the one. 
 
    Maria and I ended because she needed to transfer to a college close to home in Texas to help care for her ill mother. 
 
    All summer long, I knew something was wrong when we video chatted. 
 
    I could see sadness and pain in her eyes, but she told me it was due to her mom’s health condition whenever I asked. 
 
    She didn't tell me that she wasn’t coming back until a few days before it was time to head back to campus. 
 
    Maria said she didn’t know how to tell me and repeatedly apologized as we cried our eyes out. 
 
    We both knew what it meant, with a close to an eight hundred-mile distance and a state separating us. 
 
    We said goodbye to one another that day, one of the worst days of my life. 
 
    Victoria had rejected me, but Maria and I were in love and couldn’t be together because the circumstance made me feel even worse. 
 
    Sarah was there for me as she always has been. 
 
    She listened to me vent, wiped my tears when I cried, and comforted me. 
 
    After my experience with Victoria and Maria, I decided that trying to have a serious relationship while in college wasn’t worth the effort. 
 
    I decided that while in college, I would enjoy the college experience, and falling in love again was not something I would do. 
 
    I was going to party and get laid as much as I could. 
 
    Being a lesbian is hard enough.  
 
    Being a lesbian who is only sexually attracted to girly girls is harder. 
 
    My type of girl has will always have long hair, wear makeup, dress like a girl, smell like a girl, and act like a girl. 
 
    In other words, I’m a lipstick lesbian who’s only into lipstick lesbians. 
 
    However, I’ve always been a magnet for butch lesbians, the girls who dress and act like guys.  
 
    Lipstick lesbians were far and few between, but a large supply of butch lesbians seemed to be present. 
 
    Sarah wasn’t looking to date anyone as she said college was for education, not the place to find love. 
 
    That’s what she said, but I knew it was because she still had feelings for her high school boyfriend, Eric. 
 
    Sarah went away to college, and Eric joined the armed forces 
 
    She was asked out and approached by guys all the time, but she would always politely decline. 
 
    Sarah liked to party, but for lack of a better term, she was a good girl. 
 
    Whenever I was out partying with my friends, I would get approached by guys who took it as a challenge to turn the lesbian girl. 
 
    When it wasn’t guys approaching me, it was butch lesbians. 
 
    All I wanted to do was have a good time with my friends without being sexually harassed all night long. 
 
    Sarah wanted the same thing as I did, so we decided to pretend that we were a couple whenever we went to a bar or frat party. 
 
    We pretended to be a committed lesbian couple with eyes only for each other. 
 
    Whether bar or frat party, we would enter holding hands or with our arms around one another. 
 
    Sarah and I would rescue each other if approached by an interested person. 
 
    I would tell a girl, “I’m flattered, but I have a girlfriend,” and would either point to Sarah or Sarah would approach me. 
 
    I did the same for her. 
 
    Sometimes, a point to Sarah was enough, whereas other times, Sarah would need to hold my hand and wrap her arms around her. 
 
    Sometimes, a point to me was enough, whereas other times, I would need to hold her hand and wrap my arms around her. 
 
    It worked well for a while until it didn’t. 
 
    Our college may have been the size of a small city, but we would run into familiar faces from time to time who were skeptical over our “relationship.”  
 
    It was one hundred percent my idea. 
 
    We were in my dorm room before a night out together with our group of friends.  
 
    I knew that butch lesbian Brianna, also known as Brian, would be harassing me all night long, and I was at my wit's end. 
 
    I’ll give her credit for being so determined to get me into her bed, but I had zero interest. 
 
    “Sarah, I need your help badly,” I said to her. 
 
    “I’m all ears,” she replied with a smile. 
 
    “I want to let loose and have a great time tonight, but I know Brianna is going to be there, and she’s not going to leave me alone. 
 
    I understand if you’re not comfortable and say no, but I need to ask,” I told her. 
 
    “Ask then,” she responded. 
 
    “How would you feel about kissing me?” I asked her. 
 
    “Kissing you how?” she inquired. 
 
    “Kissing me, like you place your lips onto mine,” I replied. 
 
    “Why?” she asked. 
 
    “This girl will not leave me alone, and she’s told me that she knows that we’re not a couple and I’m playing hard to get. 
 
    I figure if you were to act jealous and then kiss me, it’d convince her,” I answered. 
 
    “Yeah, I can do that,” she replied. 
 
    “Are you sure?” I questioned. 
 
    “I can act jealous and give you a closed-mouth kiss without an issue,” she replied. 
 
    “Great!” I exclaimed with relief. 
 
    As I had foreseen, Brian was laser-focused on me as soon as she entered the party. 
 
    “Trish, my place or yours?” she asked. 
 
    “I don’t know how many times I need to say this, but you and I are not happening. 
 
    I have a girlfriend,” I told her. 
 
    “Please, Trish. 
 
    Pretty little Ms. Southern is not you’re girlfriend. 
 
    That girl is straight as an arrow,” Brian said to me. 
 
    “I can assure you she’s not,” I replied with a smirk. 
 
    “Let’s see,” Brian said to me as she scanned the room. 
 
    I watched as she waved her arm but didn’t know who she was calling over. 
 
    Sarah danced her drunk self to us and then placed herself behind me. 
 
    She wrapped her arms around my waist and asked, “How may I be of assistance?” as she looked at Brian over my shoulder. 
 
    “Who is Trish to you?” Brian asked Sarah. 
 
    “My biatch,” she replied. 
 
    Biatch? 
 
    As soon as Sarah said the word “biatch,” I knew she was wasted and working on nonfunctional. 
 
    “Your name is Sarah, right?” Brian asked. 
 
    “That it is, and stop hitting on my biatch. 
 
    I don’t appreciate that every time you see my girl, you sexually harass her,” Sarah said and then laughed drunkenly. 
 
    After her drunken laugh, Sarah looked at me and winked. 
 
    I looked at Brian and smiled. 
 
    Sarah unwrapped her arms from around me, took hold of my hand, and spun herself in front of me. 
 
    Sarah winked and then kissed me, pressing her lips against mine. 
 
    Brian laughed and shook her head. 
 
    A logical person would realize that sexual attraction is not a one-way street.  
 
    She couldn’t get it through her head that I had no interest and never would. 
 
    I was so sick and tired of Brian constantly harassing me! 
 
    I looked at Brian and smirked as I took hold of Sarah. 
 
    I kissed Sarah’s lips and then placed my hands on Sarah’s ass. 
 
    As soon as I placed my hands on Sarah’s ass, she opened her mouth and gasped. 
 
    With Sarah’s mouth now opened, I placed my tongue in her mouth and touched her tongue with mine. 
 
    Her body was stiff, as was her tongue. 
 
    I flicked my tongue against hers a couple of times, and then she kissed me back. 
 
    With my hands on her ass as our tongues touched, I squeezed her ass, and Sarah moaned in my mouth. 
 
    My body tingled, my stomach felt like it was doing flips, and my body became warm. 
 
    I almost forgot where we were as Sarah, and I passionately kissed while I groped her. 
 
    “Get a room!” I heard someone yell as I then stopped kissing and groping Sarah. 
 
    Sarah looked at me with a blank expression, and she seemed to be unsteady on her feet as the bar erupted in handclaps and whistles. 
 
    Brian shook her head and left the bar.  
 
    “I’m so sorry about that,” I said to Sarah apologetically. 
 
    “Don’t worry about it,” she said in a low tone as we stared at one another. 
 
    “That was the greatest thing I’ve ever seen in my life!” I heard a guy yell out with laughter of his own as he then walked over to Sarah and me. 
 
    “Ladies, my name is Tyler, and I’d like to get you two drinks as a thank you for me witnessing what I just did.” 
 
    I may be a lesbian, but I can look at a guy and admit if a guy is hot and Tyler was hot. 
 
    Not only was he hot, but I could see how attracted he was to Sarah in his eyes and his demeanor. 
 
    “We never pass up drinks,” I said to him with a smile as Tyler, Sarah, and I walked to the makeshift bar. 
 
    Sarah couldn’t have been more obvious.  
 
    She giggled constantly and laughed at practically anything he said. 
 
    He stepped away momentarily to talk to one of his friends as she looked at me and sighed. 
 
    “God, he’s hot,” she whispered into my ear. 
 
    “I thought guys aren’t on the agenda,” I said to her. 
 
    “They’re not,” she said to me. 
 
    When Tyler walked back over to us, I made myself scarce, leaving Sarah and Tyler alone to get better acquainted. 
 
    “What in the hell was that, Trish?” April asked me as I looked at her curiously. 
 
    “What was what?” I asked 
 
    “You and Sarah,” April answered. 
 
    “It was so Brian could finally leave me alone, is all,” I replied. 
 
    April looked at me in disbelief and then shrugged her shoulders. 
 
    That night as I laid in bed, I tried to think about why I felt the way that I did when Sarah and I kissed. 
 
    I never felt that way before when I kissed any other girl, including Maria, which left me scratching my head. 
 
    The next morning Sarah came to my room hysterically crying as I looked at her with concern. 
 
    “What happened?” I asked with concern. 
 
    “I had sex with him,” she sobbed as my concern grew. 
 
    “Did he force himself on you?” I asked in fear. 
 
    Sarah shook her head and said, “I don’t know what came over me. 
 
    We were in his room, talking and listening to music, and I attacked him.” she cried. 
 
    “Why are you crying then?” I questioned. 
 
    “I’m a whore” she sobbed hysterically. 
 
    “You are not a whore. 
 
    Fucking one guy in college does not equate to being a slut” I said to her. 
 
    “It doesn’t?” Sarah asked as I rolled my eyes and shook my head. 
 
    “How did you leave things off with him?” I asked. 
 
    “When we woke up this morning, I felt so bad I started crying. 
 
    I told him I had never done anything like that before, which I know is what most girls say who did that all the time.  
 
    He told me he believed me and asked for my number.  
 
     I know the only reason he asked was that he felt bad for me,” Sarah told me. 
 
    “He’ll probably call you, but even if he doesn’t, at least you got laid,” I said to her as she looked at me with tear-filled eyes. 
 
    “Was it good?” I asked her as she looked at me and replied, “Not so much the first time, but the second time was great.” 
 
    “Go shower, and I’ll take you out for breakfast,” I said to her. 
 
    “I can eat,” she replied. 
 
    Tyler did call later that very day, and within weeks Tyler and Sarah were inseparable. 
 
    Admittedly, I liked Tyler, but she spent so much time with him that she was no longer hanging out with me. 
 
    Over summer break, Sarah was miserable and talked about Tyler nonstop. 
 
    I knew that she was falling for him, it bothered me, but I didn't know why.  
 
    When school began again, Tyler and Sarah were a couple, and I started hanging out with the two of them. 
 
    I liked that I was again spending time with Sarah, but I felt like a third wheel. 
 
    Over time I found myself becoming annoyed whenever Sarah and Tyler were affectionate toward one another. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” April asked me after a night out with Sarah and Tyler as I shrugged my shoulders. 
 
    “Nothing is wrong,” I replied as she placed her book down on her bed and looked at me. 
 
    “You were you hanging out with the love birds,” she said as I then looked at her. 
 
    “How do you know I was hanging out with Sarah and Tyler?” I asked. 
 
    “Whenever you hang out with them, you have a look on your face,” she responded. 
 
    “What look on my face?” I asked. 
 
    “The look on your face you have now,” she said as I rolled my eyes and said, “Whatever.” 
 
    It was right before winter break, and Sarah was upset after an argument with Tyler. 
 
    I can’t remember what the argument was over, but I remember clear as day how I felt that night lying in bed, holding her as she cried. 
 
    I felt warm and fuzzy with my arms wrapped around her as I kissed her cheek from time to time. 
 
    Sarah spent the night with me in my bed as she had done more times than I could remember, but that morning I did something I had never done before. 
 
    When Sarah left my room to go to her room, I took hold of the pillow she had used 
 
    I raised the pillow to my face.  
 
    I placed the pillow in front of my nose, inhaled the scent of her hair, and sighed. 
 
    The scent of her hair present on the pillow brought a smile to my face. 
 
    I did it a couple of more times, forgetting that April was in her bed across from mine. 
 
    “I knew it!” April exclaimed as I placed the pillow down and looked at her. 
 
    “Knew what?” I asked. 
 
    “You have a thing for Sarah,” she said to me. 
 
    “That’s fucking ridiculous. 
 
    I do not have a thing from Sarah,” I said to her. 
 
    “Trish, you get upset whenever you’re around her and Tyler but not when you hang out with her alone. 
 
    I can tell when you hang out alone with Sarah because you’re disgustingly happy afterward. 
 
    She spent the night with us, and by us, I mean in your bed, crying her pretty green eyes out over Tyler. 
 
    As soon as she left, you sniffed her pillow and sighed more than once.  
 
    I know what those sighs mean,” she says to me. 
 
    “I do not have a thing for Sarah,” I said to April. 
 
    “Trish, you should have seen yourself last night. 
 
    You stroked her hair, kept kissing her cheek, and you spooned her,” April responded. 
 
    “She was upset, and I was comforting her,” I said. 
 
    “You never comforted me that way,” she immediately replied. 
 
    “Jealous?” I asked jokingly. 
 
    “Yeah, kind of,” she replied through laughter. 
 
    “Next time you’re upset, I’ll do the same for you then,” I said to her sticking my tongue out at her. 
 
    “Living in denial is a terrible way to live,” April told me. 
 
    “I’m not in denial,” I replied. 
 
    I don’t know if I was in denial, but I did know the feelings I was experiencing over Sarah confused me. 
 
    I knew I loved Sarah as my best friend, and I knew we had become increasingly closer over time, so I chalked it up to that. 
 
    It was a couple of months before the end of our junior year. 
 
    I was typing away on my computer for an assignment and decided to take a break. 
 
    I would think of Maria from time to time, and whenever I did, I’d check her social media accounts to see how she was doing. 
 
    It made me beyond upset to see her relationship status. 
 
    “In relationship with Christina Danielson,” her relationship status read. 
 
    I clicked on Christina Danielson’s profile to see picture after picture of her with Maria. 
 
    As I looked at the images of their smiling faces, holding hands, and kissing, my chin began to quiver, and then I started to cry. 
 
    “Did I leave my sweater here?” Sarah asked as soon as she entered my room as I turned in my chair and faced her. 
 
    “Why are you crying?” Sarah asked with worry. 
 
    “Maria has a girlfriend,” I cried as I left my seat, and Sarah embraced me. 
 
    As I had done for her after her argument with Tyler, Sarah did the same for me. 
 
    When April entered the room, she looked at Sarah holding me and smirked at me. 
 
    “What’s going on?” April asked out loud. 
 
    “Trish found out that Maria has a girlfriend,” Sarah replied as April continued smirking at me. 
 
    I didn’t know why April was smirking at me, but I did know that Sarah consoling me made me feel better.  
 
    When Sarah called Tyler to tell him she was staying in to take care of me, I felt special. 
 
    Sarah was choosing me over Tyler, and it made me happy. 
 
    After that day, hanging out with Tyler and Sarah became increasingly difficult. 
 
    So difficult that I stopped hanging out with her and Tyler.  
 
    I began hanging out with Sarah when she and Tyler didn’t have plans. 
 
    Seeing them together made me feel jealous, but I didn’t understand why. 
 
    During senior year, things began to become clearer. 
 
    I had met a girl Amanda at the start of the school year at a frat party. 
 
    I was her booty call, and she was mine. 
 
    Amanda and I had nothing in common, and our relationship was purely sexual, but we would meet up from time to time when we were both out. 
 
    Sarah, me, and a group of our friends when out to party before we all needed to buckle down and start studying for finals. 
 
    We were all getting wasted, and guys kept buying us shots, drinks, and beers whenever any of us girls kissed one another. 
 
    Although I was the only lesbian in our group, it was something my group of friends did.  
 
    Free drinks were free drinks, and if it meant a kiss among friends, it was not a big deal. 
 
    Our friend Michelle was probably the straightest of the straight in our group of friends, but if she got enough drinks into her, she would make out with anyone. 
 
    We jokingly called her “drunk lesbian,” and we were was racking up free drinks on this night, all night long. 
 
    Every time we kissed one another, it resulted in a free drink, but the longer and more passionate the kiss, the more drinks we received. 
 
    Michelle and I were sucking face all night long when a guy looked at Sarah and me and said, “You two.” 
 
    Sarah and I looked at one another, shrugged our shoulders, and kissed passionately. 
 
    I had been making out with Michelle all night and felt nothing but one kiss with Sarah, and every inch of my body tingled.  
 
    My head felt as if it were going to explode, and I became sexually aroused. 
 
    After Sarah and I finished our make-out session, everyone cheered, clapped, and laughed. 
 
    I felt unsteady on my feet as April looked at me with her eyes wide open. 
 
    My heart was pounding, my pulse was racing, and I felt as if my body was overheating. 
 
    “There you are, hottie,” Amanda said as she walked over to me, and we kissed hello. 
 
    I spent the rest of the night with Amanda by my side, but I couldn’t stop looking over at Sarah, especially when Tyler and his friends joined us later that night. 
 
    Tyler had his arm around her as he held onto a bottle of beer, and I felt as jealous as I had ever felt before. 
 
    I don’t know why I wanted to yell out, “Take your arm off her!” but I did know that’s what I wanted to say. 
 
    On a Saturday night, Sarah and I were in her dorm room as I waited for her to get ready to go out.  
 
    She had just got out of the shower and walked out of the bathroom in her bra and panties. 
 
    Sarah and me seeing one another in our undergarments was common. 
 
    Whenever she had trouble finding something in her closet, she always swayed her hips from side to side. 
 
    I had seen her do this more times than I could remember, but it was different on this night. 
 
    As Sarah wiggled her hips, I became fixated on her ass. 
 
    I imagined placing myself behind her, unhooking her bra, and placing my hand over her breast. 
 
    I imagined using my free hand to slide her panties down her legs. 
 
    It wasn’t until she stopped swaying after locating the pants she had trouble finding that I snapped out of it. 
 
    I had always found Sarah attractive, but I had never imagined doing sexual things to her.  
 
    Kissing her and becoming aroused was confusing but imagining stripping her nude and sticking my face in between her ass cheeks was beyond unsettling. 
 
    To prevent me from having sexual thoughts about Sarah when she changed, I stopped letting her change in front of me. 
 
    If I knew she wasn’t ready to leave, I would tell her to text me when she was ready and meet me in the hallway. 
 
    I had smelled her hair from a pillow, became aroused when kissing her during a drunken night out, and imagined doing sexual things to her as she changed in front of me. 
 
    I normally dreaded going home for winter break, and even though this would be my final winter break of college, I was relieved to go home. 
 
    It was during this winter break that I had my first erotic dream featuring Sarah. 
 
    In the dream, I did what I had imagined doing to Sarah that night in her dorm room as she looked for the pants. 
 
    I unhooked her bra and placed my hand on her breast. 
 
    Using my free hand, I slid her panties down and then placed myself behind her on my knees. 
 
    I began licking her pussy and then woke up. 
 
    I was sweating, and my heart was pounding. 
 
    I was upset that I had an erotic dream about Sarah, but it wouldn’t be the only time I did. 
 
    My feelings were becoming clearer, but I could no longer deny my sexual attraction to Sarah until a couple of months after winter break. 
 
    I had plans with Amanda and would be spending the night at her place.  
 
    Amanda and I went out for drinks and stayed out way longer than we had planned.  
 
    We started fooling around before we got inside her apartment. 
 
    Her housemates weren’t home, so we made it as far as her living room couch until I was naked from the waist down. 
 
    Amanda was going down on me as I sat on her couch with my legs on her shoulders.  
 
    As I ran my fingers through her hair with my eyes closed, I swayed my pussy into her mouth. 
 
    “That feels so good, Sarah,” I cried out. 
 
    For a split second, I thought that I had imagined calling Amanda Sarah until Amanda stopped eating my pussy. 
 
    She pushed my leg off her shoulder and quickly got off her knees. 
 
    Amanda crossed her arms and shrieked, “You called me Sarah!”  
 
    “No, I didn’t!” I yelled out, knowing full well that I had. 
 
    “I thought it was all my head! 
 
    I don’t get why you’re fucking me when you want to fuck Sarah!” she exclaimed. 
 
    “I don’t want to fuck Sarah,” I replied. 
 
    “It’s so obvious, Trish. 
 
    You don’t think I noticed you constantly looking over at her and her boyfriend that night at the bar?! 
 
    I see the way you look at her!” she responded. 
 
    I didn’t know what to say, so I remained silent, put my panties and shorts on as Amanda stared at me. 
 
    “It’s been fun, but it’s over. 
 
    I don’t want to see anymore,” Amanda said to me. 
 
    As soon as I walked into my dorm room, April took one look at me and knew something was very wrong. 
 
    “You look like you just saw a ghost, and weren’t you staying at Amanda’s?” April said to me. 
 
    “I called her Sarah while she was going down on me,” I confessed in a low tone of voice. 
 
    “You fucking did what?!” she yelled out in shock and surprise. 
 
    “April was going down on me, and I yelled out Sarah’s name,” I replied. 
 
    “I know you have a thing for her, but I think it’s fair to say that you know too,” April responded. 
 
    “This cannot be happening! 
 
    Amanda told me it’s obvious!” I exclaimed. 
 
    “Trish, it is obvious, at least to me. 
 
    You should have seen the look on your face that night at the bar when you played tonsil hockey with her for free drinks. 
 
    Then, when Tyler showed up, you looked pissed,” she explained to me. 
 
    “Okay, I have a thing for Sarah,” I confessed to April. 
 
    “Is it just sexual?” April inquired as I nodded my head. 
 
    “Do you think Sarah knows I’m attracted to her?” I asked with worry. 
 
    “Sarah is oblivious.  
 
    I wouldn’t worry about it,” she answered. 
 
    “What do I do about this?” I asked, needing advice. 
 
    “We’re graduating in a few months, getting our place together, and Sarah is going home to Georgia. 
 
    She’s your best friend, and if you come on to her, it could ruin your friendship. 
 
    It would be best if you decided what’s most important to you. 
 
    Is it having sex with her or keeping your friendship intact?” April explained. 
 
    “That’s an easy answer. 
 
    Our friendship is the most important thing to me,” I replied. 
 
    I couldn’t deny my sexual attraction to Sarah any longer, but I knew I couldn’t act on it. 
 
    She was with Tyler, and we were graduating in a few months. 
 
    Nothing good could come out of me trying anything sexual with her. 
 
    Graduation was fast approaching, and the reality began to set in that my time with Sarah would soon be over. 
 
    There would be no more running across the hall to her room and no her running across the hall to my room. 
 
    There would be no more frat parties, no more breakfasts, and lunches and no more hanging out. 
 
    No more long walks, hikes, and long talks about life and our futures. 
 
    The reality was setting in for Sarah as well. 
 
    “I can’t believe this is going to be over soon,” she said to me as we sat on her bed watching television. 
 
    “I know,” I replied. 
 
    “I don’t want what happened between Mandy and me to happen with us. 
 
    Mandy and I promised to stay in touch when she transferred after sophomore year, and we haven’t,” she said to me. 
 
    “We’re different. 
 
    You’re my best friend, and things will be different, but we will never lose touch,” I said to her with sincerity. 
 
    “I love you, Trish,” she said to me. 
 
    “I love you too, Sarah,” I replied as we embraced. 
 
    As we pulled away from one another, I stared into her beautiful green eyes. 
 
    I slowly moved my lips toward hers and then realized what I was about to do. 
 
    I quickly changed direction and kissed her cheek. 
 
    “What about Tyler?” I asked. 
 
    Sarah shrugged her shoulders and then began to cry. 
 
    I couldn’t believe I had almost kissed her but was relieved that I hadn’t. 
 
    April and I had found a three-bedroom apartment not too far from campus that was reasonably priced. 
 
    There were only two of us, but we figured having an extra bedroom would be a good idea to have as a guest room. 
 
    Sarah entered my dorm room as April, and I watched television with excitement. 
 
    “What are you so happy about?” April asked Sarah. 
 
    “My dad sold his company, and my parents are selling the house.  
 
    They’re moving to Florida and asked that I go with them.  
 
    Since I’ve been living in California all these years and most of my friends are here, I told them that I wanted to stay here. 
 
    We talked about it, and they agreed! 
 
    They’re giving me money to help me out! 
 
    I thought that since you and Trish have a three-bedroom apartment, maybe you’d both want another roommate,” she said as April looked at me. 
 
    “You want to live with April and me?” I asked as she excitedly nodded her head. 
 
    “It would be great!” she yelled. 
 
    April looked at me with concern as I looked back at her. 
 
    “I’d be living with my two best friends, and the apartment isn’t very far from Tyler’s parent’s house,” Sarah said to me with an ear-to-ear smile. 
 
    Sarah then stared at me as her smile slowly disappeared. 
 
    “I know you’ve both had your plans for a long time, and I’m throwing myself into it at the last minute. 
 
    I understand if you don’t want to do this,” Sarah said with sincerity and sadness. 
 
    “Don’t want to? 
 
    I would love to,” I said to Sarah. 
 
    “April?” Sarah said. 
 
    “Sounds great!” April exclaimed in reply. 
 
    Sarah jumped up and down with excitement, then jumped into my bed and hugged me tightly. 
 
    April leaped from her bed and jumped onto Sarah as we all hugged and laughed. 
 
    After Sarah left, April asked, “Are you sure about this?” 
 
    “Yeah, it’ll be fine,” I answered. 
 
    “Are you positive?” she asked with concern. 
 
    “I’m sexually attracted to her, but as I told you, my friendship with her is the most important thing. 
 
    I’m just crushing on her, and it’ll go away,” I explained to April. 
 
    When I told April I felt my sexual attraction to Sarah would go away, I didn’t know if I necessarily believed it. 
 
    One thing I hadn’t counted was that Tyler moving back home to his parent's house would result in him being at our place all the time. 
 
    Tyler was always at our apartment, and he knew I was bothered by his constant presence. 
 
    “Do you always need to look so annoyed when I’m over?” he asked one day. 
 
    “I look annoyed because I am annoyed that you’re always here!” I snapped at him. 
 
    “You sure that’s the only reason?” he asked me with a smirk. 
 
    “Positive!” I yelled in response. 
 
    “As soon as I save up a little more money, I’ll get an apartment. 
 
    You won’t have to be annoyed since I won’t need to be here to spend time with Sarah because she’ll be with me at my place,” he said to me with a wink. 
 
    “Can’t wait,” I replied. 
 
    April and Sarah both found jobs. 
 
    April was hired at a magazine making advertising sales, and Sarah became a customer service representative for a large insurance company. 
 
    Tyler was working at his brother’s company, and I was the only unemployed person in our group. 
 
    I had gone on interviews and had been offered a couple of positions but declined both. 
 
    It was a Monday morning when I exited my bedroom to find Sarah’s bedroom door still closed. 
 
    She always left her bedroom door open when she left for work, so I opened her door and found her sound asleep. 
 
    I shook her awake and said, “It’s close to 9 AM!” as her eyes opened wide, and she became frantic. 
 
    She quickly got out of bed, ran into the bathroom, showered quickly, dressed for work, and ran out of the apartment. 
 
    Sarah had been in such a rush that she left her panties, shorts, and tee-shirt on the bathroom floor. 
 
    I picked up her clothes, went into her bedroom, and tossed the shorts and tee-shirt into her hamper but held onto her panties. 
 
    As I held her panties in my hands, I slowly raised them to my nose. 
 
    As I had once done with the pillow she slept on in college, I sniffed her scent off her worn panties. 
 
    I found myself becoming aroused due to her scent. 
 
    I immediately realized what I was doing and placed the panties inside of her hamper. 
 
    I stood in her bedroom staring at her hamper and then removed her panties from inside the hamper.  
 
    I went into my bedroom, locked my door, and masturbated to the scent of her pussy and ass present in her panties. 
 
    As I smelled her panties, I imagined myself in between her legs and in between her ass cheeks. 
 
    It was the first time I had used Sarah’s panties to masturbate, but it wouldn’t be the only time. 
 
    Whenever April and Sarah were at work and I was home alone, I’d go into Sarah’s room and take a pair of her panties. 
 
    I’d get myself off and then put the panties back into her hamper. 
 
    I eventually became a sales assistant at a financial services firm, and even though it wasn’t a job, I wanted I couldn’t pass it up due to the compensation. 
 
    With me not being home alone very often, I couldn’t masturbate to Sarah’s scent as much, but I continued to do so whenever I was home alone. 
 
    I made friends at the company and began spending Friday and Saturday nights out partying with them and April as Sarah spent all her free time with Tyler. 
 
    I would see Sarah and April for a few hours after work during the week, but I wasn’t spending much time with Sarah on the weekends.  
 
    As I hadn’t spent much time with Sarah, I felt that my sexual attraction toward her was lessening. 
 
    We had all been living together for a little over six months when I realized I couldn’t have been more incorrect in my thinking. 
 
    Sarah had purchased a new outfit and wanted my opinion on how she looked in it. 
 
    “How do I look?” she asked with worry as I scanned her body. 
 
    Her breasts looked amazing in the shirt.  
 
    I asked her to turn around to see how her backside looked in the pants. 
 
    Her ass looked so amazing I imagined pulling them off and licking every inch of her from behind. 
 
    My body felt warm, and my pulse was racing when I told her, “Tyler will have fun getting you out of those.” 
 
    She smiled and didn’t reply to my statement, but I could tell that something was bothering her from the look on her face. 
 
    “Are you okay?” I asked as she again smiled but replied, “Yeah, I’m good.” 
 
    She had told me she was good, but I knew her well enough to know she wasn’t truthful. 
 
    “Sarah, from the look on your face, I know you’re not good, so talk to me,” I said to her. 
 
    “I missed my period,” she said to me as she then looked as if she was going to cry. 
 
    “How late are you?” I asked with worry. 
 
    “A little over a week,” she admitted to me. 
 
    “Does Tyler know?” I asked. 
 
    She shook her head and said, “He told me that if I ever were to get pregnant, he wouldn’t want me to have the child.” 
 
    “If you are pregnant, would you want to keep the baby?” I questioned. 
 
    “I can’t kill an innocent life,” she replied as she broke down and began to sob. 
 
    “We need to find out if you are pregnant or aren’t,” I told her. 
 
    “I’m too scared,” she whaled as I held her in my arms with her crying on my shoulder. 
 
    What I felt holding her in my arms as she cried in fear over her possibly being pregnant was something I had never experienced. 
 
    My heart ached.  
 
    I wanted her to stop crying and felt that I would soon cry as well.  
 
    I was lusting over her body minutes before, but now, I needed to make her pain go away. 
 
    I wanted to kiss her lips and tell her that everything would be okay because no matter what, she had me. 
 
    Instead, I stop hugging her, told her to stay put, and went to a pharmacy to purchase pregnancy tests. 
 
    It took me over an hour to convince her to take a pregnancy test, but she was inconsolable as we waited for the results. 
 
    Sarah couldn’t bring herself to look at the results, so I did for her. 
 
    “We need to go out and get wasted,” I said to her with a smirk as she looked at me. 
 
    “Pregnant girls can’t drink,” she said to me. 
 
    “I know they can’t,” I replied as she looked at me with puzzlement for a moment when a look of relief finally came across her face. 
 
    “Thank you for your help, but I don’t want to drink and need to lay down,” she said to me as she slowly walked into her bedroom and closed the door behind her. 
 
    After that night, I became concerned that what I felt toward Sarah was beyond sexual attraction. 
 
    It was like my emotions were in tune with hers. 
 
    When she was sad, so was I. 
 
    When she was happy, I was also happy. 
 
    When I was around her, I was overjoyed. 
 
    When I wasn’t around her, I thought about her all the time, constantly. 
 
    As I felt in college, I would become annoyed when she was out with Tyler. 
 
    However, it was also different than back in college. 
 
    In addition to being annoyed, I was also upset.  
 
    April, Sarah, and I shared the apartment for a little over a year my feelings toward Sarah continued to become stronger. 
 
    During that time, I began using dating apps to go on dates with girls with no intention of dating any of them seriously. 
 
    I wouldn’t need to answer the question by April or Sarah about why I wasn’t seeing anyone by going out on these dates.  
 
    Going on the dates also served another purpose. 
 
    I would text Sarah to rescue me with an “emergency” phone call but more often have her “ruin” my date by pretending she was my girlfriend who found me on a date with another girl. 
 
    Having Sarah walk in on my date meant I wouldn’t need to think about her being with Tyler, and more importantly, I would be spending time with her. 
 
    Tyler didn’t mind the text message for a rescue call but wasn’t fond of Sarah showing up in person during my dates. 
 
    Every time she bailed me out, I would tell her any reason I could think of that was believable for the rescue.  
 
    Afterward, Sarah and I would go out for drinks and talk about everything, including plans for the following weekend. 
 
    The weekend was Tyler and Sarah's time, but I went out of my way to plan things that I knew she liked to do that Tyler didn’t and wouldn’t want to do. 
 
    I would ask her what she was doing on Saturday.  
 
    She would tell me something with Tyler, and then I would tell her that I would do something that would make her want to be with me instead of him. 
 
    “Sarah, what do you have going on Saturday afternoon?” I asked. 
 
    “Not sure, but Tyler was talking to me about going to a baseball game,” she replied. 
 
    “In that case, forget it,” I responded. 
 
    “Forget what?” she inquired. 
 
    “I’m was going to ask you to come horseback riding with Tina and me, but you have plans with Tyler,” I answered. 
 
    “I’m sure Tyler would rather go the game with one of his friends instead of me, so I’ll tell him I made plans with you and Tina,” she replied. 
 
    I would change my approach often to assure Sarah wouldn’t catch on to what I was doing. 
 
    If she didn’t have plans with Tyler and asked me what I was doing on the weekend, I would reply with something I knew she enjoyed doing. 
 
    “I’m going to check out this new winery” or “I was going to take a dance class with Melissa, but she can’t go now” are a couple of things I’ve used in the past. 
 
    The thing about it was that although I would make plans to do things Sarah enjoyed doing, I also enjoyed doing those things but even more because it was with her. 
 
    Enjoying doing the same things was a major reason why Sarah and I were best friends.   
 
    I would try to get Sarah to hang out with me over Tyler as much as I could, and as a result, a rivalry grew between Tyler and me for Sarah’s time. 
 
    It was during this time that April started to show an interest in Ryan. 
 
    Ryan was an editor at the magazine where April worked, and she was attracted to him from the start. 
 
    “There’s this adorably cute guy at work who keeps looking at me as if he’s interested but then nothing,” she said to me. 
 
    “You’re intimidating,” I replied with a grin. 
 
    “You know I hate that,” she retorted as I nodded my head and laughed. 
 
    “I know you do, but it’s the truth. 
 
    What’s the first thing I ever admitted to you?” I asked. 
 
    “You told me the first time you met me, you felt intimidated by me,” she answered with a roll of her eyes. 
 
    It wasn’t just April’s looks that made her intimidating.  
 
    It was her resting bitch face. 
 
    The first time I met her, I thought it would be the longest year of my life. 
 
    This beautiful, tall girl looked pissed off and annoyed that I was her roommate as she unpacked her clothes. 
 
    With my heart racing, I looked at her and said, “Hi, I’m Trish. 
 
    You must be April.” 
 
    An ear-to-ear smile instantly replaced her look of annoyance and anger as she stopped unpacking. 
 
    She hugged me, said, “It’s so nice to meet you,” and then stopped hugging me. 
 
    “You’re so pretty,” she said as I looked at her and replied, “Thanks, but you’re one to talk.” 
 
    April rolled her eyes and giggled. 
 
    The amusing thing about April is that although her normal facial expression says, “Fuck off,” she’s bubbly, sweet, and personable. 
 
    I couldn’t blame guys who found her attractive to be intimidated by her as that was my immediate feeling the first time I met her. 
 
    “You never had a problem approaching a guy before, so what’s the issue now?” I questioned April. 
 
    “I’m not in college anymore, and it would be nice to have him approach me and ask me out. 
 
    It’s not like I’m going to bite his head off,” she answered. 
 
    If not for Sarah, April would have been my best friend. 
 
    April was one of my best friends, which is why we roomed together for our entire time in college and decided to move in together after college. 
 
    “What’s he like?” I asked. 
 
    “He’s tall, about six feet tall, has short black hair, light blue eyes, and he’s muscular. 
 
    He’s not a muscle head, ripped, more than anything. 
 
    I’ve always found guys with glasses a bit of a turn-off but not with him. 
 
    Ryan is intelligent, and for as good looking as he is, I think he’s shy or possibly gay,” she replied. 
 
    “Why do you think he may be gay?” I asked. 
 
    “I’ve tried to make small talk and have even made slightly flirtatious comments, but he won’t bite,” she answered. 
 
    April would often mention Ryan with frustration, and for as many times as I told her to make the first move by asking him out, she wouldn’t. 
 
    It was an early Wednesday morning when April called me in a panic to tell me she forgot her work cell phone in her bedroom. 
 
    April told me she had a morning meeting and an appointment.  
 
    If she went back to the apartment for the phone, it would make her late for her appointment. 
 
    I grabbed her cell phone and brought it to her office.  
 
    I walked into the office as she was finishing her morning sales meeting. 
 
    “You are the best!” she exclaimed as she took her phone and hugged me. 
 
    “I owe you big time, so drinks on me after work on Friday,” she said to me as I looked at her with fake lust. 
 
    “Drinks on you sounds amazing,” I responded with a wink as I saw someone in my peripheral vision. 
 
    April hugged me again and left the office in a rush as I turned my head to see the guy who April had described to me time and again. 
 
    I walked to him and said, “You’re Ryan, right?” 
 
    “Yeah, I’m Ryan…. who are you?” he asked with apprehension.  
 
    “I’m Trish, April’s pal and roommate,” I replied with a smile as we shook hands. 
 
    “Ryan, are you gay?” I asked as he was sipping a cup of coffee. 
 
    He immediately began to choke as he then placed the cup of coffee onto his desk. 
 
    “No, I’m not gay,” he answered. 
 
    “Great, ask April out then,” I responded. 
 
    Nervously, he asked, “Ask her out?”  
 
    “April thinks your cute, and I agree. 
 
    If you’re interested, ask her out,” I responded. 
 
    “Does she want me to?” he asked. 
 
    I rolled my eyes and stared at him. 
 
    “It was nice meeting you, Ryan,” I said to him with a wink as a smile slowly appeared on his face. 
 
    That Friday, when April came home, she was both excited. 
 
    “I know I told you drinks on me tonight, but Ryan finally asked me out,” she said to me. 
 
    “I know where you live, so another time,” I told her. 
 
     April went on that date with Ryan and spent both Friday night and Saturday night with him at his place. 
 
    She was over the moon with happiness when she finally came back home early Sunday evening. 
 
    “How many times did you give up the goods?” I asked. 
 
    “We slept in the same bed, but we didn’t sleep together,” April answered as I looked at her in astonishment. 
 
    “What in the hell did you two do all weekend?” I inquired. 
 
    “We talked and hung out,” she said to me with a sigh of happiness. 
 
    As Tyler had told me, he had moved out of his parent's home into an apartment of his own.  
 
    Tyler rented an apartment not too far from our apartment but was working longer and longer hours. 
 
    Sarah said she understood, but April and I knew it was bothering her. 
 
    April had been dating Ryan for about a month and asked that April and I meet up with them for drinks. 
 
    April told Sarah to bring Tyler, but Sarah said Tyler had already made plans. 
 
    Both Sarah and I immediately liked Ryan. 
 
    He was witty, charming, friendly, and had a sarcastic sense of humor. 
 
    Sarah looked amazing that night, and it was nice to see her having a good time instead of sulking in the apartment. 
 
    Tyler and Sarah weren’t spending much time together, and he was canceling dates with her all the time. 
 
    The drinks were flowing, the conversation was great, and I had laughed so hard and long that my face was hurting. 
 
    April and Ryan were seated at the bar as Sarah stood next to Ryan, and I stood next to April. 
 
    We had been drinking at the bar for a few hours, and all of us were feeling no pain. 
 
    “You have an admirer,” April said to me as she nodded her head in a direction to tell me where to look. 
 
    There was a pretty woman, mid-twenties, I guessed, with who I locked eyes for a moment. 
 
    “Tell me she’s not your type,” April said to me, noticing that the woman and I were looking across the bar at one another. 
 
    The woman was my type.  
 
    She had long blonde hair and an extremely pretty face. 
 
    “She is, but I think she’s too hot for me,” I responded truthfully. 
 
    “She looks interested, and we both know that you can use a roll in the sheets,” she said to me as she ordered a round of shots. 
 
    We all drank the shots that April ordered when the bartender looked at me and slid a drink across the bar. 
 
    “Compliment of the woman across the bar. 
 
    She told me to tell you her name is Sierra,” he told me. 
 
    It was a tactic I used to use all the time and was more successful than not. 
 
    Buy a girl a drink and give the bartender instruction to provide the girl with my name. 
 
    April smirked at me and said, “Go talk to her.” 
 
    Since Amanda, I hadn’t had sex, and my only sexual gratification was getting myself off using Sarah’s panties. 
 
    Regardless of my feelings toward Sarah, she was with Tyler, and her friendship meant everything to me. 
 
    There was a beautiful girl showing interest in me, and I couldn’t keep obsessing over Sarah. 
 
    I walked to Sarah and said, “The girl with the long blond hair across the bar bought me a drink, and I may need you. 
 
    Do you mind?” I said to her. 
 
    Sarah glanced over at Sierra and then looked at me. 
 
    “That girl is so your type,” she told me with an odd tone in her voice. 
 
    “I know her personality as just as important as her looks,” I responded. 
 
    Sarah now had an odd look on her face.  
 
    “Give me a sign for the rescue,” Sarah said with the same odd tone as before. 
 
    I walked around the bar and approached Sierra. 
 
    “Thank you so much for the drink,” I said to her as she smiled at me, staring at my lips. 
 
    “You’re welcome whatever your name is,” responded. 
 
    “My name is Trish, Sierra,” I said to her. 
 
    “I’m not too fond of my name, but I like the way it sounds when you say it,” she said to me flirtatiously. 
 
    I giggled and could feel myself blushing as I smiled at her. 
 
    Sierra finished her drink and placed the glass onto the bar.“ 
 
    “Can I get you a drink?” I asked her. 
 
    She smiled and nodded her head. 
 
    “What were you drinking?” I asked. 
 
    “Sex on the beach,” she replied. 
 
    “Sure, if you’re asking,” I replied jokingly with a wink as I ordered the drink. 
 
    Jokingly Sierra replied, “Let’s see how it goes,” as I giggled like a schoolgirl. 
 
    I could see Sarah looking at us from across the bar and then watched Sarah leave Ryan’s side and walk to April. 
 
    Sarah leaned over and said something into April’s ear as I then smiled at Sarah. 
 
    “Why did you buy me a drink?” I asked. 
 
    “You know why,” she responded as my pulse quickened. 
 
    I liked the sound of her voice as well as her body. 
 
    “Have you always lived in Los Angeles?” I asked. 
 
    “No, I moved you a couple of years ago via New York,” she responded. 
 
    “I always wanted to go to New York City,” I replied. 
 
    “How about you?” she asked. 
 
    “Born and raised,” I replied. 
 
    “What do you do when not talking to a strange woman at a bar?” she asked. 
 
    “I’m a sales assistant for a financial services company. 
 
    What do you do when not buying a drink for an average-looking girl at a bar?” I asked. 
 
    “I’m a real estate agent, but you’re are not average looking,” she said to me as I then giggled and felt warm. 
 
    I was confused as I saw Sarah quickly walk around the bar and walk toward us. 
 
    Sarah didn’t say a word as she looked at Sierra. 
 
    Sarah placed her hand on my hips, pulled me into her, kissed my lips, and then inserted her tongue into my mouth. 
 
    I felt my body melting as the noise that filled the bar was no longer present. 
 
    My stomach dropped as if I was on a roller coaster that had finished its climb and was descending. 
 
    Sarah stopped kissing me and smiled. 
 
    “Baby, finish your conversation and came back to us. 
 
    You have two minutes,” she said to me.  
 
    Sierra looked at me with confusion as I looked at her and then at Sarah. 
 
    “Sarah, I didn’t give you a sign,” I said to her as Sierra laughed. 
 
    “You looked over at me and smiled,” Sarah replied. 
 
    “I smiled because I smiled,” I responded. 
 
    “Impressive rescue,” Sierra said to Sarah and me. 
 
    “It was a misunderstanding. 
 
    I didn’t want her to rescue me,” I said to Sierra with embarrassment. 
 
    “Good,” she replied with a big smile. 
 
    “Sierra, this is my best friend, Sarah. 
 
    Sarah, this is Sierra,” I said. 
 
    “I’m sorry, I thought she wanted me to come over here,” Sarah said apologetically to Sierra. 
 
    “It’s fine. 
 
    My best friend and I used to do the same thing all the time,” she said through laughter. 
 
    “I’m going to head back,” Sarah said with embarrassment as I then watched her slowly walked back to Ryan’s side. 
 
    “It was nice talking to you, but I need to go,” Sierra said to me as she then went into her purse. 
 
    “If you’d like to talk more, over dinner or something, call me,” she said as she handed me her business card. 
 
    “Call my cell if you want to,” she said to me. 
 
    “I’m sure I want to,” I responded. 
 
    “I’m sure I want you to,” Sierra said with a smile. 
 
    Sierra kissed my cheek and then exited the bar. 
 
    I walked back to Ryan, Sarah, and April with a smile I couldn’t wipe off my face. 
 
    April looked at me and ordered a round of shots.  
 
    The bartender placed the shots in front of April and Ryan. 
 
    I watched in amazement as Sarah drank all four shots in a row. 
 
    “Sarah, that was one each,” April said with laughter. 
 
    “Another round!” Sarah exclaimed. 
 
    “I can’t believe you did that!” he yelled out loud as Sarah burst into laughter. 
 
    “We used to do that a lot in college. 
 
    Trish, I think that’s the first time we did that since college,” Sarah said. 
 
    “It is,” I responded, still trying to regain my composure. 
 
    “I wasn’t talking about the kiss. 
 
    I was talking about the shots,” Ryan responded with laughter. 
 
    “I’m sorry about that, Trish. 
 
    I honestly thought you wanted me to rescue you,” she said with slurred speech. 
 
    “Don’t worry about it,” I responded. 
 
    April looked at Sarah and then at me with a serious look and said out loud, “It’s close to closing. 
 
    Let’s finish this round and get out of here.” 
 
    We took a cab back to our apartment, and Sarah was so wasted that Ryan had to carry her inside and put her to bed. 
 
    April looked at Ryan and said, “Give me a few minutes,” as she then kissed him. 
 
    Ryan walked into April’s bedroom as I entered the bathroom and began to brush my teeth. 
 
    April walked into the bathroom and leaned against the wall. 
 
    “Are you okay?” she asked with care. 
 
    “Why wouldn’t I be okay?” I asked in reply. 
 
    “Sarah kissed you at the bar, and I just want to make sure you’re okay,” April answered. 
 
    “I’m fine,” I responded. 
 
    “Trish, we talk about everything but never about Sarah,” she responded. 
 
    I finished brushing my teeth, rinsed my mouth, and dried my face with a towel. 
 
    I faced April and said, “There’s nothing about Sarah to talk about.” 
 
    I exited the bathroom with April as we then sat on the couch in the living room. 
 
    “Trish, I know,” she said to me. 
 
    “You know what?” I instantly replied. 
 
    “That kiss at the bar tonight wasn’t a laughing matter to you. 
 
    “It was a misunderstanding,” I retorted. 
 
    Come on, Trish, if you don’t want to be honest with yourself, at least be honest with me,” April said to me with sincerity. 
 
    “You keep going on these bullshit dates as an excuse to spend time with her. 
 
    You keep making these weekend plans to spend time with her. 
 
    How long are you going to do this to yourself?” April replied. 
 
    “I know, and I know it needs to stop, and it will. 
 
    When Sarah kissed me tonight, I felt something, but I need to get past this, and I will,” I said to April, meaning every word. 
 
    “What happened with the hot woman at the bar?” April asked. 
 
    “I’m going to call her,” I answered. 
 
    “You know if ever need to talk about anything, I’m here,” April said to me. 
 
    “I know you are, and that’s why I love you,” I responded. 
 
    “I love you too, but please talk to me. 
 
    I know how hard this has been for you,” April said to me. 
 
    “I promise I will, and I promise I’m going to move on,” I said to her, not knowing if I could keep my promise. 
 
    “Well, I’m going to spend some quality time with my man,” she said to me. 
 
    “Oh my God, you’re in love, aren’t you?” I asked April. 
 
    “I am, and thank you,” she said to me with an all tooth smile. 
 
    “For what?” I questioned. 
 
    “Talking to him. 
 
    If you hadn’t, this wouldn’t be happening,” she told me with gratitude. 
 
    “Go spend time with your man,” I said to her as she winked at me. 
 
    “I’ll try to keep it down,” she said to me. 
 
    “Thankfully, Sarah’s room is next to yours, so no need,” I replied. 
 
    The next morning I awoke, and as soon as I did, I texted Sierra. 
 
    Sierra and I texted back and forth all week long and made plans to go out on a date that weekend. 
 
    She was smart, beautiful, driven, and like Maria, a Latina but unlike Maria, half Latina. 
 
    Sierra had moved to Los Angeles after having her heart shattered. 
 
    Sierra was engaged to a woman named Kirsten. 
 
    Kirsten had always been heterosexual before meeting Sierra, and Kirsten’s family did not support the relationship. 
 
    Being with Sierra meant Kirsten losing her family, and it was too much for her. 
 
    Kirsten ended both their relationship and engagement. 
 
    Afterward, Sierra moved out of their apartment and to Los Angeles to start a new life. 
 
    Sierra and I had a lot in common. 
 
    Our families were supportive of our sexuality.  
 
    She, too, had an older sister. 
 
    We were both outdoor types who enjoyed camping and hiking. 
 
    After a month of dating, I was relieved when I realized that I didn't think about Sarah when I spent time with Sierra. 
 
    “Sierra, I would like for you to get to know my friends. 
 
    Sarah is my best friend, and April is like a sister to me. 
 
    It’s important to me that you all get along,” I explained to her. 
 
    “Oh, shit, you like me,” she said with laughter. 
 
    “I would hope that you like me too,” I replied. 
 
    “You don’t need to hope because I do,” she responded. 
 
    Sierra and I had kissed and fooled around but still hadn’t had sex. 
 
    That night when I told her I wanted her to get to know April and Sarah was when it happened. 
 
    It was unlike anytime before. 
 
    It was slow, soft, caring, sensual, erotic, and amazing. 
 
    “I like you a lot, and because I do, I need to be honest,” she said to me as we laid in bed cuddling. 
 
    “I still talk to Kirsten,” she said to me. 
 
    “Why?” I asked. 
 
    “Regardless of how things ended, I still care about her, and she still cares about me. 
 
    I don’t know what I would have done if I were in her situation, but I understand why she ended our relationship. 
 
    As important as it is to you for me to get to know April and Sarah, it’s just as important that you understand that Kirsten will always be part of my life,” she said to me. 
 
    “I understand,” I truthfully said to her. 
 
    I wasn’t thrilled that Sierra had a relationship with her ex-fiancé but knowing that our relationship was contingent upon the fact I chose to live with it. 
 
    I excitedly made plans for Ryan, April, Sarah, and Tyler to meet Sierra for dinner and drinks. 
 
    I was as nervous as I had ever been as I dressed that night. 
 
    “It’s serious,” April said to me as I nodded my head in agreement. 
 
    “It's getting there, but tonight is important to me. 
 
    I can’t have a future with her if you and Sarah don’t like her,” I responded. 
 
    “If you like her, I’m sure I will, but what if Sarah doesn’t?” April asked. 
 
    “I don’t know and don’t want to think about it right now,” I answered honestly. 
 
    I was meeting Sierra at the restaurant as it was close to her apartment. 
 
    Tyler and Sarah were meeting me, April, and Ryan there. 
 
    When we arrived, Tyler, Sarah, and Sierra had already been seated. 
 
    Sierra and Tyler were talking as Sarah sipped a drink. 
 
    Sarah looked at me with the same odd look I had seen the night I met Sierra when I kissed Sierra hello. 
 
    I introduced everyone when seated but felt a tension in the air for some reason. 
 
    As we all ate dinner and drank, the tension seemed to disappear, and it made me feel relieved. 
 
    “It’s warm in here…isn’t it warm in here?” Sarah asked out loud as Tyler laughed and said, “Not at all.” 
 
    Sierra looked stunning, and I felt warm and tingly as I placed my hand on top of hers on the table. 
 
    “I need a drink 
 
    Who else?” Sarah said out loud as soon as I placed my hand on top of Sierra’s. 
 
    “Bar time,” Sierra said with her beautiful smile as Ryan was kind enough to pay the dinner bill. 
 
    Sierra got along with everyone, which made me feel relieved and happy, but something felt off. 
 
    Sarah was unusually quiet and drinking heavily 
 
    Sierra had her arms around my waist when Tyler ordered a round of shots. 
 
    Sarah drank her shot and Tyler’s and immediately said, “You’re driving!” 
 
    Tyler looked as nervous as I had ever seen him. 
 
    Ryan and Tyler kept looking at one another, and April kept looking at me. 
 
    Tyler ordered three bottles of champagne, got off his stool, and ran his hands down his pants. 
 
    “Sierra, it’s been great getting to know you. 
 
    When I look at you and Trish, I think how amazing it is that you’ve found each other and see the start of something special. 
 
    When I look at my guy Ryan and April, I also see the start of something special. 
 
    I’ve had an amazing and special relationship with Sarah.  
 
    The love of my life.  
 
    I know I want to spend the rest of my life with her.” 
 
    I watched Tyler drop to a knee with his left hand closed.  
 
    Sarah looked at him and opened her mouth slowly. 
 
    “Sarah Bryant, will you make me the happiest man in the world and become my wife?” he asked as he opened his hand. 
 
    He removed the ring from the middle of his hand with his right hand and looked at Sarah. 
 
    “Oh my God!” she exclaimed as she slid off the barstool. 
 
    “Yes!” she yelled out at the top of her lungs as the bottles of champagne was opened. 
 
    The restaurant exploded into cheers, clapping and whistling as Tyler placed the ring on Sarah’s finger. 
 
    I couldn’t move a muscle as I watched Sarah and Tyler kiss.  
 
    I watched Tyler lift Sarah into the air and spin her around as they again kissed. 
 
    April locked eyes with me and looked at me with worry. 
 
    Sarah looked happy, but she also looked as if she were in a bit of shock at the same time. 
 
    She kept looking at twirling her engagement ring, and more than one time, she seemed to space out while in the middle of a conversation. 
 
    “It’s getting late, and I’m going to get running,” Sierra said to me. 
 
    Sierra said goodnight to everyone and congratulated Saran and Tyler before kissing me goodnight. 
 
    I didn't say a word on the ride home with Ryan and April, as Ryan and April talked about Sarah and Tyler becoming engaged. 
 
    “Thanks for the ride,” I said to Ryan when he stopped the car. 
 
    I got out of the car and was surprised to see April get out as well. 
 
    “You’re not staying with Ryan tonight?” I asked. 
 
    “Not tonight,” she said to me with a smile. 
 
    “I’m okay,” I said to her. 
 
    “No, you’re not,” she responded. 
 
    April was right. 
 
    I was the furthest thing from okay. 
 
    “I’m going to say goodnight, Ryan, and I’ll be up in a few minutes,” April said to me. 
 
    I took a quick shower, dressed, and entered the living room, where April sat on the couch waiting for me. 
 
    I sat next to April as she then looked at me. 
 
    “You know she’s going to ask you to be her maid of honor,” April said to me. 
 
    “She could also ask you,” I responded. 
 
    “She could, but we both know she’s not,” she instantly replied. 
 
    “I know,” I admitted. 
 
    “What are you going to do?” April questioned. 
 
    “I can’t say no,” I responded. 
 
    “If you could, would you?” she asked. 
 
    “She loves Tyler, and I’m with Sierra, “ I replied. 
 
    “You didn’t answer my question,” April said to me. 
 
    “I’m going to do what Sarah wants me to do,” I responded. 
 
    “I’m glad you’re getting past this,” April told me. 
 
    “I’m doing my best to,” I reply. 
 
    “I don’t think Sarah was too fond of Sierra,” April said to me. 
 
    “Sarah likes everyone, and I didn’t get that vibe tonight,” I responded. 
 
    “Maybe it was just me,” she said. 
 
    “Are you going to be able to be her maid of honor?” April asked with worry. 
 
    “I’ll get through it,” I responded. 
 
    As me and April had discussed, Sarah asked me to be her maid of honor the next day. 
 
    I smiled, told her I would, and hugged her. 
 
    I may have looked happy for Sarah, but inside I was dying, especially when she told me how soon it was happening. 
 
    “I’m going to be married in three months,” she said to me. 
 
    “Three months? 
 
    Why so soon?” I asked. 
 
    “Tyler and I have been together for over two years, and neither of us sees the point in having a long engagement, she explained. 
 
    “My mom is flying in in a couple of weeks to help me plan and to find a wedding dress,” she replied. 
 
    “It’ll be great to see your mom. 
 
    It’s been a long time,” I responded. 
 
    It had been a week since I last saw Sierra the night of Tyler and Sarah’s engagement. 
 
    When we spoke on the phone, I could tell that something was bothering her but wasn’t sure what it could be. 
 
    When I asked her if everything was okay, Sierra told me that we needed to talk. 
 
    After work on Friday night, I drove to Sierra’s apartment. 
 
    “Come in,” she said to me with a concerned look on her face. 
 
    I entered her apartment and looked at her as she closed the door behind us. 
 
    “Trish, I like you,” she said to me as I smiled and replied, “I like you too,” 
 
    “You know that Kirsten and I talk. 
 
    When I got back from meeting your friends and seeing your friends get engaged, I called Kirsten. 
 
    I had been drinking and kept drinking as we talked on the phone that night. 
 
    I told her that watching your friends get engaged brought up painful memories for me, and I was dating you. 
 
    I told her that I couldn’t move on with my life if she were still part of my life. 
 
    I told Kirsten that continuing to be friends was with her was something I couldn’t and didn’t want to do anymore. 
 
    When I said goodbye forever to her that night, I meant it. 
 
    Kirsten showed up here on Wednesday night, and she’s been staying with me,” Sierra said to me. 
 
    “Where is she now?” I inquired. 
 
    “I told her that I needed time to talk to you, so she’s out. 
 
    I’m not sure how to say this, so I’m just going to say it. 
 
    Kirsten and I are back together. 
 
    She’s moving in with me,” she said to me. 
 
    I had been dating Sierra for five weeks, and although I knew I liked her, I wasn’t the slightest bit upset. 
 
    “I’m happy for you,” I said to her as she smiled at me. 
 
    “The truth is that I’ve never gotten over her.  
 
    For as much as I’ve wanted to and have tried, I won’t, but I’m glad we met,” she told me. 
 
    “I'm glad we met too,” I responded. 
 
    “I know this sounds cliché, but I hope we can remain friends,” she said to me. 
 
    “Had I know this was going to happen, I would have tried to have sex with you,” I said to her jokingly. 
 
    Sierra laughed and then smiled at me. 
 
    “I didn’t try to have sex with you because of Kirsten, and you didn’t try to have sex with me because of Sarah,” she responded. 
 
    I looked at her with surprise 
 
    “The night when we met when she kissed you. 
 
    Sarah kissed you to get you away from me, not because of a misunderstanding but because she was jealous,” Sierra said to me. 
 
    “That’s not true, Sierra,” I responded. 
 
    “She was jealous that night, and she was jealous the night she got engaged. 
 
    Every time we showed affection toward each other, she had a drink, and whenever she looked at me, it wasn’t in a nice way. 
 
    When she said yes to Tyler, you looked as if you were going to pass out. 
 
    Kirsten aside, I was going to stop seeing you,” she said to me. 
 
    “Why?” I asked. 
 
    “There was no point in dating a person who has feelings for someone else,” she answered. 
 
    I left Sierra’s apartment that night as confused as I had ever been. 
 
    My feelings for Sarah weren’t going away, and although Sierra was a much-needed distraction, she was no longer. 
 
    Even worse, I was now taking on the responsibility of being Sarah’s maid of honor, and I didn't know how I was going to get through it. 
 
    “It’s so good to see you again, beautiful,” Sarah’s mom, Ellen, said to me as soon as I entered the apartment. 
 
    “Stop. 
 
    You’re going to make me blush,” I replied with a laugh. 
 
    “I can’t believe my little girl is getting married in so little time,” she said to me, not sounding all too happy. 
 
    “Aren’t you and Ronald okay with her getting married?” I questioned. 
 
    “They’re so young, and we both think they’re rushing,” she answered. 
 
    “Have you said anything to her?” I asked. 
 
    “Yeah, we both have. 
 
    Maybe, you should talk to her about it,” she said with a look of hope. 
 
    “Why me?” I ask. 
 
    “The two of you have always been so close, and I know how much you mean to her,” Ellen said to me. 
 
    “It’s not my place,” I instantly replied as I then looked at her. 
 
    “Are you staying with us?” I asked, needing to change the subject. 
 
    “No, I have a suite for the week,” she answered. 
 
    As we entered the largest bridal shop in Los Angeles, I felt lost and dazed. 
 
    Esteban, one of the shop's wedding dress consultants, greeted us. 
 
    I knew he was speaking, but it was like his lips were moving, but no sound was coming from his mouth. 
 
    Esteban measured Sarah and began to show her dresses in stock that only needed to be slightly altered as my heart pounded in my chest. 
 
    As we all sipped champagne, Sarah exited the changing room in her first dress. 
 
    “Consensus?” she asked as Ellen and April told her they liked the dress as I looked at Sarah. 
 
    “Negative,” I said and then took a sip of champagne. 
 
    I’d been watching her enter and exit the changing room with one dress after another for hours, and I knew Sarah was becoming annoyed that I hadn’t like any of them. 
 
    “This is the one,” Sarah said with tears in her eyes as Ellen looked at her. 
 
    “You like a princess,” Ellen gushed. 
 
    April said, “Perfect.” 
 
    “What do you think, Trish?” April asked with hopeful eyes. 
 
    As I looked at her perfectly fitted dress and the tiara on her head, she looked gorgeous. 
 
    I tried to choke back my tears, but I couldn’t. 
 
    “You look amazing,” I admitted to her as a huge smile appeared on her face. 
 
    “Do you mean it?” Sarah asked as I nodded my head. 
 
    The realization that I was going to watch Sarah get married hit me like a ton of bricks. 
 
     “Estaban, this is the one!” Sarah exclaimed with joy. 
 
    “I’m exhausted, so can we take care of the bride’s maid dresses next weekend?” Sarah asked April and me. 
 
     “Of course,” April replied as I smiled at Sarah while wiping the tears from my eyes. 
 
    I felt relieved not to have to go through with trying on bridesmaid dresses. 
 
    “Are you going to bring Sierra to the wedding?” Sarah asked me when we arrived home. 
 
    “No, Sierra and I don’t see each other anymore,” I replied as she looked at me with surprise. 
 
    “When did that happen?” she asked. 
 
    “Last week,” I responded as I looked at her curiously. 
 
    “Why aren’t you seeing her anymore?” she asked. 
 
    “Didn’t I tell you?” I questioned Sarah. 
 
    “No, you didn’t tell me,” she answered. 
 
    “She got back together with her ex,” I explained. 
 
    As I looked at her, I watched a small smile begin to appear that disappeared just as quickly as it had started to appear. 
 
    “Why haven’t you congratulated me on my engagement?” Sarah asked me. 
 
    “I congratulated you more than once,” I responded. 
 
    “No, you haven’t, not once, Trish,” she responded seriously. 
 
    “Yeah, I have,” I replied, feeling annoyed. 
 
    “If you had, we wouldn’t be having this conversation,” Sarah responded. 
 
    “Congratulations, Sarah,” I said to her. 
 
    “Thank you,” she responded in a low tone of voice. 
 
    In nine weeks, Sarah would be walking down the aisle, and it was becoming increasingly difficult to be around her. 
 
    I decided I needed to get away for the weekend and went home to my parent's house even though they wouldn’t be home. 
 
    I needed time to think and come to terms that Sarah would soon be a married woman. 
 
    As soon I pulled my car into the driveway, I became excited to see my sister Tina’s car parked in front of the garage. 
 
    The last time I saw her was when we went horseback riding with Sarah. 
 
    “What are you doing here?” I asked as soon as I entered the house. 
 
    “I couldn’t let you spend the weekend alone, and we haven’t seen each other in a while,” she replied as wet then hugged. 
 
    “Don’t take this the wrong way, but you look terrible,” she said to me. 
 
    “Sarah is getting married,” I said to her. 
 
    “Sarah is getting married?” Tina asked me. 
 
    “I don’t know what to do,” I cried out. 
 
    “Why do you need to do anything,” she replies. 
 
    “You don’t understand,” I responded. 
 
    “Help me understand,” she responded. 
 
    “I don’t want her to get married,” I told Tina. 
 
    “I felt the same way when Rebecca was getting married. 
 
    I thought I would lose her because she was getting married, but it wasn’t the case. 
 
    Our relationship became different, but she’s still my best friend, and I’m still her best friend,” she explained to me. 
 
    “My relationship with Sarah isn’t the same as your relationship with Rebecca,” I explained to Tina. 
 
    “What’s the difference?” she asked. 
 
    April saw it, Tyler inferred that he saw it, and Sierra flat out told me. 
 
    I needed to face reality. 
 
    There was no point in lying to people and, more importantly, myself any longer. 
 
    “I love Sarah,” I told Tina. 
 
    “I love Rebecca, so I don’t understand the difference,” Tina replied. 
 
    “Tina, I’m in love with Sarah,” I confessed for the first time. 
 
    Tina smiled at me and then looked at me with a serious expression on her face. 
 
    “Sarah is the reason you’ve been single all this time. 
 
    Is Sarah the reason you stopped dating that girl…Sierra?” Tina questioned. 
 
    “For the most part,” I answered. 
 
    “Sarah is your best friend who is getting married. 
 
    Please tell me you're not her maid of honor,” Tina said to me. 
 
    “I could tell you that, but I’d be lying,” I responded. 
 
    “My God, Trish. 
 
    If you’re in love with Sarah, how can you be her maid of honor?” Tina questioned with worry. 
 
    “What was I going to say to her? 
 
    Sorry, Sarah, I can’t do it because I’m in love with you?” I asked. 
 
    “Yeah!” Tina exclaimed. 
 
    “It’s not that simple,” I responded. 
 
    “Yeah, it is that simple,” she instantly replied. 
 
    “I’m terrified to tell her,” I admitted. 
 
    “Do you think there’s a possibility she could feel the same way about you?” Tina asked. 
 
    “I’d like to think that, but I honestly don’t think so. 
 
    If she had any romantic feelings for me, she wouldn’t be marrying Tyler,” I responded. 
 
    “Well, you’re in love with her, and you’re going to let her get married without telling her how you feel, so I don’t see a difference,” Tina replied. 
 
    “Sierra told me that Sarah kissed because she was jealous and that Sarah was acting jealous when they met,” I explained. 
 
    “Sarah kissed you like back in college kissed you?” she asked. 
 
    “I told Sarah that if I needed her, I would give her a signal, but I didn’t, and she kissed me anyway. 
 
    Then Sierra met her.  
 
    Sarah was acting strange and drinking heavily whenever Sierra and I showed affection toward one another,” I explained. 
 
    “Maybe it’s just me, but I’ve been friends with Rebecca for longer than you have been friends with Sarah, and none of ever happened,” Tina told me. 
 
    “You’re not gay,” I instantly responded. 
 
    “Sounds to me that Sarah isn’t straight,” Tina said to me with a wink. 
 
    “You think she could be bi?” I asked. 
 
    “Possibly, but at minimum curious,” she answered. 
 
    “What if Sarah thinks she has romantic feelings for me only to discover that she doesn’t? 
 
    What if we have sex, and she’s disgusted by it?” I questioned. 
 
    “You can ask me all the questions you want, and I’m happy to give you advice, but you won’t ever know unless you talk to her,” Tina replied. 
 
    Spending the weekend with my sister was great.  
 
    It was even better to confess my true feelings to someone about Sarah finally. 
 
    With Sarah’s engagement party approaching, I didn’t know what to do. 
 
    How could I stand in front of a room full of Sarah’s family and our friends and lie about how happy I was that Sarah and Tyler were getting married? 
 
    I knocked on April’s door well after midnight during the middle of the week. 
 
    “Come in,” I heard a sleepy April say out loud. 
 
    I entered her bedroom and took a seat on the side of her bed. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” April asked. 
 
    “I’ve been thinking about nonstop, and I need to tell Sarah how I feel,” I told April. 
 
    “How do you feel about her?” April asked as she then sat up in her bed. 
 
    “April, I’m in love with her,” I confessed as April looked at me. 
 
    “I know you are Trish, but how are you going to tell her?” she asked. 
 
    “I don’t know, but I know that I can’t live like this anymore. 
 
    Sarah’s friendship means everything to me, but I need to tell her before it's too late, “ I replied to April. 
 
     “You need to be one hundred percent positive about this before you tell her. 
 
    It could mean the end of your friendship,” she said to me. 
 
    “I know, April,” I responded. 
 
    I thought about how to tell Sarah all night long and hardly slept a wink. 
 
    I know now what I’m going to do. 
 
    I’m going to ask Sarah to go away with me this weekend, and I’m going to tell her. 
 
    “Sarah, I thought that it would be nice to have a girl's weekend together before you get married. 
 
    You and I like we used to do all the time,” I say to her. 
 
    “What do you have in mind?” she asks. 
 
    “We had a great time camping during spring break sophomore year.  
 
    We’ve always said we’d do it again, and so let's do it again,” I tell her. 
 
    “Yosemite?” she asks as I nod my head. 
 
    “Absolutely!” Sarah exclaims with happiness. 
 
    I’ll head to my parent’s house, borrow my dad’s tent, grab a couple of sleeping bags, and we’re good to go.  
 
    Sarah and I arrive at the campsite and set up the tent. 
 
    She inhales deeply, exhales slowly, and smiles at me. 
 
    “You ready?” she asks. 
 
    “I was born ready,” I reply. 
 
    We’ve always enjoyed hiking, and it’s been a while since we had. 
 
    Sarah loves to do many things, but being one with nature is at the top of her list. 
 
    It’s only going to be for a night, and I still don’t know what I will say or how to say it. 
 
    We spent the day hiking while enjoying the sights and sounds of the park. 
 
    “It’s starting to get dark out,” I say to her as we walk by the lake not too far from our campsite. 
 
    “I’m overheating,” she says to me as I nod my head in agreement. 
 
    Sarah smirks at me, looks at the lake, and smirks at me again. 
 
    “Why do you have that look on your face?” I ask. 
 
    “When in nature, be one with nature,” she replies as she removes her backpack and places it onto the ground. 
 
    Sarah then removes her shirt and holds it in her hand as I stare at the bra-covered breasts. 
 
    “You want to go skinny dipping?” I ask her. 
 
    “No, I’m going skinny dipping,” she answers. 
 
    “The water is going to be freezing,” I tell her. 
 
    “Overheated body and freezing water is a perfect combination,” she says as she walks toward the side of the lake as I grab her backpack. 
 
    Standing a few feet away from her, I watch her quickly undress.  
 
    She folds her clothes and places them into a neat pile. 
 
    The only article of clothing Sarah has on is her panties.  
 
    She slides them down her legs and off as my heart begins to pound. 
 
    I stare at her bare ass for mere seconds as she quickly leaps into the lakes and screams out, “This feels amazing!” 
 
    I remove my backpack, undress, and leap into the lake. 
 
    The water is colder than I imagined but is exhilarating. 
 
    “This is perfect,” Sarah says as she swims over to me as my teeth begin to chatter. 
 
    “This is cold,” I reply as she giggles. 
 
    I’m glad it’s now so dark I can hardly see Sarah in front of me. 
 
    If it were not so dark, I know I would be staring at her breasts in the water, and I would have no idea what to say to her that would make it acceptable. 
 
    “I’m getting out,” Sarah tells me as she disappears from my sight. 
 
    I make sure to wait long enough that I won’t see her nude as I then exit the lake. 
 
    It’s so dark I can’t see a thing until I see the light from a flashlight hit my eyes. 
 
    “Sarah, I can’t find my clothes,” I tell her as the light from her flashlight guides me to my pile of clothes. 
 
    Using the light from the flashlight, I dress.  
 
    As we make the short hike to our campground, Sarah is dead silent. 
 
    “Why are you so quiet?” I ask her. 
 
    “Thinking,” she answers. 
 
    “About?” I inquire. 
 
    “Things,” she replies. 
 
    “What things?” I question. 
 
    “Just things,” she responds. 
 
    We’re both freezing and wet when we arrive at the campsite and decide to make a campfire. 
 
    Sarah and I grab blankets and huddle next to one another in front of the fire. 
 
    “This has been great,” Sarah says to me with her beautiful smile. 
 
    “I need to ask you something,” Sarah says to me. 
 
    “Ask away,” I reply. 
 
    “What’s it like being with a girl?” she asks. 
 
    “Being with a girl as in sex?” I answer in question. 
 
    “Yeah,” she responds. 
 
    “Soft, sensual, and wet,” I reply with a laugh as she too laughs. 
 
    “In all the years we’ve been friends, you never asked me that question,” I say to her. 
 
    “I know, but it’s something I always wanted to ask you,” she replies. 
 
    “Is there anything else you’ve always wanted to ask me that you haven’t?” I question. 
 
    “How did you know that you were gay?” she asks. 
 
    “I’ve told that you before,” I respond. 
 
    “No, you’ve told me that you always knew, but you never specified how you knew,” she replies. 
 
    “It’s the truth, I’ve always known,” I say to her. 
 
    “No, the moment you knew beyond a shadow of a doubt,” she replies. 
 
    I think about the subject for a minute as I replay the moments of my life. 
 
    Sarah is right. 
 
    She’s asked me the question before, and I did answer as I always did…that I always knew, but what was the moment? 
 
    I begin to laugh as Sarah smiles at me and shrugs her shoulders. 
 
    “When Tommy Davis kissed me in the seventh grade. 
 
    He was one of the more popular boys and took me to a school dance. 
 
    After the dance, he walked me home and kissed me. 
 
    It was my first kiss and, I realized that I wanted my first kiss to be with Jessica Harris,” I answer. 
 
    “I never knew that,” she says to me with a warm smile. 
 
    “Now you do,” I said humorously. 
 
    “At least your first kiss with a girl was with the girl you wanted it to be with,” she says to me as I nod my head in agreement and then stare at her. 
 
    “Is this your way of saying that you would have like to kiss a girl other than me in college?” I ask. 
 
    “I’m not saying that at all,” Sarah responds as she then stares at me. 
 
    “What did you say to April that night at the bar when I met Sierra?” I ask. 
 
    “I don’t remember,” she answers. 
 
    “I can’t believe you’re getting married,” I say to her. 
 
    “Me neither. 
 
    Tyler and I weren’t in a good place, and I thought at one point we were going to break up,” she says to me as I look at her in shock. 
 
    “Why?” I ask. 
 
    “We were arguing a lot,” she replied. 
 
    “About what?” I ask. 
 
    “Mostly you,” he answers. 
 
    “What about me?” I ask. 
 
    “Tyler was upset that we were spending so much time together, and then we stopped. 
 
    Why did we stop?” Sarah asks. 
 
    I should be honest and tell her that I knew I was causing an issue between her and Tyler. 
 
    I can tell her that spending so much time with her made my feelings toward her stronger. 
 
    I know what I should and could say, but I can’t do it! 
 
    We extinguish the campfire and enter the tent. 
 
    “Back home in the morning and back to work on Monday,” she says to me. 
 
    Sarah gets into her sleeping bag and closes her eyes. 
 
    Sarah suddenly opens her eyes as her teeth begin to chatter. 
 
    “I’m so cold,” she whines. 
 
    “I would say you can have my blanket, but I’m already cold, and then I’ll be freezing,” I say to her. 
 
    “We can cuddle for warmth,” she says to me. 
 
    “Your sleeping bag or mine?” I ask with a giggle. 
 
    “Yours,” Sarah replies. 
 
    Sarah gets out of her sleeping bag. 
 
    She carries her sleeping bag over to me, opens it full, and places it over me. 
 
    Sarah lays next to me inside of my sleeping bag with her face facing mine. 
 
    “I think I’m warming up,” she says to me unsurely. 
 
    I know I”m warming up, but it has nothing to do with the sleeping bags and everything to do with Sarah being so close to me. 
 
    Sarah looks at me and smiles. 
 
    As I gaze into her beautiful light green eyes and look at her pillow-like lips, I want nothing more than to kiss her. 
 
    I want to kiss her and tell her that I don’t want her to get married. 
 
    I want to tell her I’m in love with her and want us to be together. 
 
    The reason I’m here with her is to tell her, but I can’t. 
 
    “I know we’re freezing right now, but there is no other place on Earth I would rather be than here with you,” she says to me. 
 
    Sarah moves closer to me as I can now feel her warm breath on my face. 
 
    “I’m sorry things didn’t work out with Sierra,” Sarah says to me. 
 
    “Thanks, but I’m not. 
 
    She never got over her ex, and it's best that I didn’t develop feelings for her,” I explain. 
 
    “Did you and Sierra ever?” Sarah asks. 
 
    “No, not even close,” I admit as a smile appears on her face. 
 
    Sarah started to smile when I told her Sierra and I weren’t dating anymore but now smiling that I told her Sierra and I never had sex. 
 
    Was Sierra right when she told me the reason Sarah kissed me that night was that Sarah was jealous? 
 
    Was Sierra right that Sarah was jealous the night she became engaged to Tyler? 
 
    “Sarah, Sierra told me she thought you were jealous that night at the bar, which is why you kissed me. 
 
    She also told me you were jealous that night at the restaurant,” I say to Sarah. 
 
    “What if I told you she was right?” she asks in reply. 
 
    “If you told me she was right, I would say to you I don’t understand,” I respond. 
 
    “Were you jealous?” I ask with my heart pounding. 
 
    “I was jealous, but I don’t understand why?” she admits to me. 
 
    “Why do you think you were?” I ask in a low tone of voice as Sarah again moves closer. 
 
    She’s now so close to me our lips are almost touching. 
 
    “Am I doing the right thing?” she asks. 
 
    “What thing are we discussing?” I inquire. 
 
    “Marrying Tyler,” she answers. 
 
    “You love him,” I reply. 
 
    “Yeah, I love him, but I don’t know if I should be getting married,” she replies. 
 
    “If you’re having doubts, there must be a reason,” I say to her. 
 
    “What do you think the reason is?” Sarah asks. 
 
    We’re looking into one another’s eyes, and if I move an inch toward her, we’re going to kiss. 
 
    “I’m really tired,” I say as I roll over to my other side so that she’s now facing my back. 
 
    “Good night, then,” Sarah says to me as she too rolls onto her other side. 
 
    Sarah and I awake in the morning, and she’s hardly said a word to me. 
 
    When we arrive at home, she showers, changes, and leaves the apartment. 
 
    She doesn’t tell me, April, where she’s going. 
 
    “Did you tell her?” April asks. 
 
    “I think we had a moment, but I couldn’t tell her, and I’m not going to,” I answer. 
 
    “I thought you needed to tell her,” April says to me. 
 
    “I’d rather have her as my friend than not at all. 
 
    I can’t take the chance,” I admit to April. 
 
    It’s now a week until Sarah’s engagement party, and I know I need to say something at the engagement party. 
 
    I decided to take a hike at one of my favorite trails.  
 
    I take off my backpack and sit on the hill overlooking the railroad tracks. 
 
    I remove a pad and pen from my backpack as I try to think of what to write. 
 
    “Sarah,  
 
    We’ve been friends since freshman year of college and became best friends not long after. 
 
    You’ve always been here for me, and ….” I stop writing as I take a deep breath and exhale. 
 
    “I’m sorry I can’t be here for you. 
 
    I can’t be your maid of honor because I can’t stand by your side to watch you pledge your love, devotion, and life to Tyler. 
 
    I wanted to tell you how I’ve felt, but I’ve been afraid. 
 
    I’m in love with you, and I can’t watch you get married. 
 
    Your friendship is the most important thing in my life, but I can’t be a part of your life anymore,” I write. 
 
    As I reread my words, I shake my head, tear off the paper, fold it and place it into my jacket pocket. 
 
    I can’t imagine living a life that doesn’t include Sarah, and I know it’s going to be the most painful thing I’ve ever done in my life, but I need to do it. 
 
    I need to be here for Sarah as she had always been here for me. 
 
    As I stand in front of the room full of smiling faces looking at me, I take a deep breath. 
 
    “Thank you all so much for coming to celebrate Ryan and Sarah’s engagement. 
 
    In a short two months, they’ll be walking down the aisle….” I say as I begin to lose my composure. 
 
    “They’ll be walking down the aisle and begin their life together as Mr. and Mrs. Tyler Collins….” I say as I feel my chin begin to quiver. 
 
    My body begins to tremble as I look at everyone looking at me. 
 
    “Sorry…as I was saying….” I say out loud. 
 
    “Sarah has been my best friend for over three years and couldn’t be uh…um….happier for her…for them,” I say as I can no longer hold back my tears. 
 
    “Congratulations to Tyler and Sarah,” I say as I close my eyes.  
 
    I hear a clap, then a few more, as everyone then claps. 
 
    I slowly open my eyes and then quickly leave the front of the room and exit the venue. 
 
    I lean against the wall outside, realizing I made a complete and utter fool of myself. 
 
    April joins me outside as I look at her. 
 
    “How bad was it?” I ask. 
 
    “It was fine…you were emotional, is all,” she answers. 
 
    “I can’t go back in there,” I say to April. 
 
    “You can and you will,” she says to me as she extends her hand. 
 
    April and I walk back inside, holding hands as Sarah looks at me with tears in her eyes. 
 
    I let go of April’s hand as Sarah embraces me tightly. 
 
    Sarah and I stop embracing as I notice Tyler looking at me with the most serious expression on his face. 
 
    It’s been two days since the engagement party. 
 
    April went to Ryan’s after work, and Sarah is working late for a training class. 
 
    I’m surprised to find that Tyler is calling me as I stare at his name and number on my cell phone. 
 
    “Are you home?” he asks. 
 
    “Yeah, why?” I ask nervously. 
 
    “I’ll be there in ten minutes,” he answers. 
 
    I wondered when Tyler wanted to have a conversation with me but didn’t expect it to be ss soon. 
 
    “I’ll leave the door unlocked,” I said to him as he then ended the call. 
 
    Not even five minutes later, Tyler enters my apartment. 
 
    “Hey Tyler,” I say to him as she looks at me. 
 
    “Trish, there are things in my relationship with Sarah that I’ve realized I can’t ignore anymore. 
 
    I knew what you were doing with all your advanced weekend plans with her.  
 
    The issue I had was she had no problem in choosing you over me. 
 
    In the beginning, she would ask if I wanted to come, but then she stopped asking.  
 
    It became her telling me she wasn’t available because she had plans with you. 
 
    When you spend time together, the only thing she talks about afterward is you. 
 
    What you two did together, how much fun she had, and what you had planned on doing next. 
 
    When you would go on dates, the rescue calls were one thing, but she started needing to show up during your dates.  
 
    When I started working the increased hours at work and started canceling plans with her, she was upset, and then not so much. 
 
    Whenever Sarah is sick or not feeling well, it’s not me that she wants to take care of her.  
 
    I felt like I was losing her, and then seemingly out of nowhere, the weekend plans stopped, and our relationship improved. 
 
    The night I proposed to Sarah, I pretended that it didn’t bother me that she was upset as she was when she saw you with Sierra, but I was upset. 
 
    I asked questioned her about it, but she said it was all in my head. 
 
    I know it wasn’t in my head Trish. 
 
    Since your camping trip, it's like she’s been hiding something from me, and then you gave that emotional speech at our engagement party. 
 
    Did something between you two happen on that trip?” Tyler says to me. 
 
    “Are you asking me if Sarah cheated on you with me?!” I exclaim. 
 
    “Yeah, I am!” he says to me with his jaw clenched. 
 
    “I can’t believe you, Tyler!” I scream at him. 
 
    “Something is going on, and I need to know what it is before I get married,” she says to me. 
 
    “This is a conversation to be having with your fiancé, not me,” I say to him. 
 
    “I know we haven’t always seen eye to eye and been on the best terms, but I need to know,” Tyler tells me. 
 
    “Nothing happened between us. 
 
    We went hiking and took a dip in a lake. 
 
    We talked and went to sleep, Tyler,” I explain to him. 
 
    “Why has she been acting differently?” he asks me. 
 
    “I don’t know, but again, talk to her, your fiancé,” I answer. 
 
    “I’m going to, but I need one thing from you,” Tyler responds as I look at him. 
 
    “Don’t tell her we had this conversation,” he tells me. 
 
    “For her sake, I won’t,” I reply. 
 
    “What’s that supposed to mean?” he asks. 
 
    “Why are you marrying her if you don’t trust her?” I ask. 
 
    Tyler looks at me, doesn’t reply, and leaves the apartment. 
 
    It’s been two weeks since I had that conversation with Tyler, and I haven’t said a word to Sarah. 
 
    Sarah has been acting differently, but I don’t know what to make of it. 
 
    I’ve had a long week, and all I want to do is decompress. 
 
    I take a long hot shower and then enter my bedroom. 
 
    I hear the front door open and close, as well as April and Sarah, talking.  
 
    I don’t know what they’re talking about, but Sarah sounds upset. 
 
    I exit my bedroom to find April drinking a bottle of water in the kitchen. 
 
    “Where’s Sarah?” I ask. 
 
    “In the shower,” April replies as she looks at me with worry. 
 
    “What’s going on?” I question. 
 
    “Sarah’s upset, extremely upset,” she answers. 
 
    “Did she and Tyler argue?” I ask. 
 
    “She was running late the other day and accidentally grabbed your jacket. 
 
    She found a letter inside your pocket,” April explains to me. 
 
    “What letter?” I ask. 
 
    “It was a letter about how you can’t be her maid of honor,” she answers as I feel my heart sink. 
 
    “It was just something I wrote when I was trying to write a speech for her engagement party,” I explain. 
 
    Did you read it?” I ask April with panic. 
 
    “I read it, and you two need to talk. 
 
    “I’m going to make myself scarce and go to Ryan’s. 
 
    Let me know how it goes,” she says to me. 
 
    April hugs me and says, “Good luck,” as she exits the apartment. 
 
    I hear the water in the shower turn off as my heart pounds in my chest. 
 
    I watch as the bathroom door opens and Sarah exits. 
 
    She walks to me and looks at me with glassy eyes, and shakes her head. 
 
    “You’re my best friend. 
 
    You’re supposed to be able to talk to me openly and honestly about anything,” she says to me with her voice shaking. 
 
    “You were never supposed to read that letter,” I try to explain. 
 
    “It doesn’t matter if I was supposed to or not only that I did,” she responds. 
 
    There’s no point in making excuses. 
 
    Sarah knows, and there’s no going back. 
 
    “I’m sorry you found this way,” I say to Sarah. 
 
    “Were you ever going to tell me?” she asks. 
 
    “I’ve wanted to, but I was afraid,” I answer. 
 
    “Answer my question, Trish,” she says to me. 
 
    “No, I wasn’t,” I confess. 
 
    “Was what you wrote in the letter all true?” Sarah questions. 
 
    “Everything except not being part of your life,” I answer. 
 
    “You were just going to keep hiding how you feel,” Sarah says to me. 
 
    “You’re in love with me, Trish?” she questions. 
 
    I wouldn’t admit it to myself, but yes, I am,” I answer honestly. 
 
    “How long have you felt this way?” she asks with her chin trembling. 
 
    “A while,” I confess. 
 
    “When we went camping, I was throwing myself at you. 
 
    Why did you turn me away?” she asks. 
 
    “What would have happened if I kissed you that night and told you how I felt?” I ask with my voice now trembling. 
 
    “My sexuality was never something I had questioned, and you know I’m not sexually experienced. 
 
    I’ve had sex with two guys my entire life,” she says to me. 
 
    “I know,” I say to her. 
 
    “Can we have a seat on the couch and continue to talk?” she asks. 
 
    “Of course,” I reply as we take seats on the living room couch. 
 
    “You said your sexuality had been something you had never questioned, meaning you have questioned it,” I say to Sarah. 
 
    “When we started the bailout thing in college, holding hands, hugging, or even a peck on the lips, it wasn’t a big deal. 
 
    The first time you kissed, kissed me, it was confusing to me. 
 
    At first, I was shocked and all tense.  
 
    Then I was even more shocked when the tension left my body because I realized I liked you kissing me and me kissing you back. 
 
    As if that first French kiss wasn’t enough of a mind screw, you also squeezed my ass, and I liked that too. 
 
    That was also the night I met Tyler,” she confesses to me. 
 
    “I remember, but what does Tyler have to do with anything?” I question. 
 
    “What happened with Tyler and me that night?” she asks. 
 
    “You had sex with him,” I immediately answer. 
 
    She takes a deep breath, exhales slowly, and then looks at me. 
 
    “I had sex with Tyler that night because I became aroused when you kissed me that night. 
 
    My mind was doing backflips that I became aroused.  
 
    I had only had sex with Eric, and it had been a long time.  
 
    I was confused, so I had sex with Tyler,” she says to me. 
 
    “You’re telling me that had I not kissed you that first time you wouldn’t have had sex with Tyler?” I ask. 
 
    “That’s what I just said, Trish,” she tells me. 
 
    “Why didn’t you tell me?” I ask. 
 
    “I guess for the same reason you never told me you didn’t want me changing in front of you because I was doing it for you,” she answers. 
 
    “I never told you that was the reason,” I reply. 
 
    “I may be naïve, but I’m not stupid,” she responds. 
 
    “You’ve known I’ve been sexually attracted to you the entire time,” I say in shock. 
 
    “Again, Trish, I’m naïve, not stupid. 
 
    Not to toot my own horn, but I know I’m pretty, I have a decent body, and you’re a lesbian. 
 
    I’d honestly be insulted if you weren’t sexually attracted to me. 
 
    You know I’m not vain, but I know I’m better looking than most of the girls you’ve dated and had sex with, especially that skank Amanda,” she says to me. 
 
    “You thought Amanda was a skank?” I ask. 
 
    “I know she was a skank, and I was honestly glad when you stopped messing around with her,” Sarah replies. 
 
    “I stopped messing around with her because I said your name while we were fooling around,” I confess. 
 
    Sarah looks at me and begins to laugh as I, too, start to laugh. 
 
    “I can use a drink. 
 
    How about you?” I ask Sarah. 
 
    “Yeah, that would be great,” she replies. 
 
    I go into the kitchen to make drinks. 
 
    Sarah enters the kitchen and sits on the counter as I make two Vodka and cranberries.  
 
    I hand her a drink, take my drink, and lean against the refrigerator. 
 
    “You’ve known since college that I’m attracted to you,” I say to her. 
 
    “You smell my hair all the time,” she says to me with a grin. 
 
    “The first time I smelled your hair was off my pillow in college. 
 
    You argued with Tyler and spent the night with me. 
 
    When you left, April caught me doing it,” I confess. 
 
    “Since we’re having the most open and honest discussion of our lives, why did you French me the night we met Ryan for the first time?” I ask. 
 
    “You spent so much time and effort keeping me away from Tyler, and I thought it was because you had feelings for me. 
 
    Then we went out that night, and you were into Sierra. 
 
    I was jealous the same way I was jealous the night Tyler proposed to me,” she replies. 
 
    “You also knew that I was making plans to keep you away from Tyler,” I say to her. 
 
    “It was obvious. 
 
    I knew, and Tyler knew it. 
 
    We were arguing all the time about it, but then you stopped. 
 
    You started dating Sierra, and I was confused. 
 
    I didn’t understand why you went out of your way to make sure I didn’t spend time with Tyler only to have you stop and begin to date Sierra. 
 
    Then you stopped dating her and didn’t seem to care. 
 
    Then you gave the speech at my engagement party. 
 
    Sarah sips her drink and stares at me. 
 
    “That night, my mom told me she felt you had feelings for me.  
 
    My mom and I went for a walk.  
 
    I told her how confused I was over my sexuality, your feelings toward me, and my feelings toward you.  
 
    She told me she and my dad felt I was too young to get married, and I was rushing for no reason, especially since I was confused. 
 
    We had a heart-to-heart, and I asked her how she and my dad would feel about me being with you instead of Tyler. 
 
    She told me that all they wanted was for me to be happy. 
 
    I’ve been thinking about us non-stop since that night, and then I found the letter. 
 
    “I’m in love with you, but I’m worried,” she confesses to me. 
 
    Hearing her say she’s in love with me is what I’ve wanted to hear for so long but hearing that she’s worried makes me worry. 
 
    “What are you worried about?” I ask with fear. 
 
    I know how I feel about you, but the reality is that if we’re not compatible in the bedroom, we won’t work,” Sarah admits. 
 
    “I said the same thing to Tina, and it’s one of the major reasons why I never told you how I felt,” I reply. 
 
    “I’ve thought about it for a long time. 
 
    That’s why I asked you what it was like to be with a girl that night at the campfire,” she responds. 
 
    “Have you imagined having sex with me?” I question. 
 
    “Yeah, a lot…” she says to me. 
 
    “Why do I feel that you’re holding back?” I inquire. 
 
    “I am because I don’t want to gross you out,” she says to me. 
 
    “You know it takes a lot to gross me out, so don’t worry about it. 
 
    Don’t hold back and tell me,” I tell her. 
 
    “Remember the day I gave you back a pair of your panties that I had washed?” she asks.  
 
    “Yeah,” I respond. 
 
    “Your panties didn’t get mixed in with my things as I told you that day. 
 
    I forgot to put them back,” she says to me. 
 
    “Why did you have a pair of my panties?” I ask with intrigue. 
 
    “I can’t…I can’t tell you,” Sarah says to me. 
 
    “Now, I don’t want to know.  
 
    I need to know,” I say to her. 
 
    Sarah finishes her drink without removing her lips from the glass. 
 
    She closes her eyes tightly, inhales, exhales, and opens her eyes. 
 
    “I saw a porn scene where a girl caught her stepsister sniffing her panties. 
 
    In the dialogue, the stepsister confessed she was curious, and it made me curious. 
 
    I thought about having sex with you, but I knew I wouldn’t be able to go down on you if your scent grossed me out. 
 
    I took a pair from your hamper so I could sniff them. 
 
    I sniffed them, liked the scent, and then used them to masturbate. 
 
    It wasn’t the only pair I ever took. 
 
    I used to take your panties all the time, but I forgot to put those back,” she says to me as I look at her in disbelief. 
 
    I can’t help but laugh but feel bad as Sarah looks mortified. 
 
    “Don’t feel bad…I ‘ve done the same thing with your panties,” I say to Sarah as she looks at me with a smirk and then laughs. 
 
    We continue to stand in the kitchen but now in silence. 
 
    Both our largest concerns revolve around our sexual compatibility, and I know there’s only one way to find out. 
 
    From the look on her face, I feel she knows it as well. 
 
    “We need to have sex!” Sarah yells out as she then looks at me nervously. 
 
    “I know we do, but it’s a huge risk. 
 
    I know I’m going to like it, and after we have sex, it will make me want to be with you even more. 
 
    If you don’t like it, that’s it.  
 
    Remaining friends is going to be difficult at best,” I explain. 
 
    “It’s the only way, Trish,” she says to me as I nod my head in agreement. 
 
    “Okay, let's do it then,” I say to her. 
 
    “Can we do it in your room?” she asks. 
 
    “Yeah,” I reply. 
 
    Sarah and I enter my bedroom as I then lock the door behind us. 
 
    We walk to the foot of my bed as I place my hand on Sarah’s hips. 
 
    “We’ve never kissed without alcohol involved before,” she says to me. 
 
    “I know, Sarah. 
 
    Are you nervous?” she asks. 
 
    “Extremely nervous,” she admits. 
 
    “We don’t have to do this now,” I tell her. 
 
    “I need to do this now,” she says as she closes her eyes, wraps her arms around me, and pulls me into her as I too close my eyes. 
 
    As our lips press together and her tongue enters my mouth, I feel excited and nervous as my body tingles. 
 
    I place my hands on her ass as she places her hands on my ass as we kiss passionately. 
 
    Sarah stops kissing me and then smiles at me as she places herself onto the bed moves into the middle of it. 
 
    I place my body on top of her as we kiss.  
 
    I then place my hand under her shirt. 
 
    I slowly move my hand toward her breasts and feel my fingers on her nipple for the first time. 
 
    As I run my fingers across her nipple, she sticks her tongue deep inside my mouth and places her hand on my ass. 
 
    I stop kissing her as I get onto my knees and remove my shirt, exposing my bare breasts to her. 
 
    Sarah bites down on her lower lip and removes her shirt.  
 
    With lust, I gaze upon her small pink hard nipples. 
 
    I place my body on top of hers again as our bare breasts touch for the very first time. 
 
    I slide myself off her to her side as I take hold of her tit and lick her nipple as she moans in pleasure. 
 
    I flick my tongue across her nipple as she runs her fingers through my hair and gazes into my eyes. 
 
    I caress her stomach as I continue to flick her nipple with my tongue and slowly move my hand toward her vagina. 
 
    I stop licking her nipple and kiss her lips as I slide my hand under her shorts and toward her pleasure zone. 
 
    I’m engulfed in passion and desire as I run my fingers across her clitoris and feel her wet pussy for the first time. 
 
    As I play with her, she moans and spreads her legs wide as she kisses my lips and then touches my tongue with hers. 
 
    It’s been so long since I’ve had sex, and I’ve wanted Sarah for what seems like forever.  
 
    I can hardly contain myself. 
 
    I stop playing with her, place myself between her legs and tug on her shorts. 
 
     “Let me,” she says as I get off the bed to the right as Sarah gets off the bed to the left. 
 
    She removes her shorts as I look at her cleanly shaven crotch and pussy with a smile. 
 
    I, too, remove my shorts as she looks at my nude body and exhales slowly. 
 
    “Seeing you nude like this is much better than in the dark with a flashlight,” she says, followed by a laugh. 
 
    “You checked me out,” I say to her. 
 
    “As if you didn’t check me out before I jumped into the lake,” she responds. 
 
    “Fair enough,” I say to her as she again places herself into the middle of the bed. 
 
    I feel like a kid in a candy store as I look at Sarah’s nude waiting body and face. 
 
    I lay on top of Sarah and kiss her with my tongue. 
 
    I then caress her breasts and nipples simultaneously. 
 
    I slowly and teasingly lick down her stomach and back up to just below her breasts a few times, making her more excited each time. 
 
    I’m going to taste Sarah, hear her moans and make her orgasm. 
 
    I slowly lick down her stomach and then stop. 
 
    I get onto my knees, ties my hair into a bun, and place my mouth inches away from her wet pink pussy. 
 
    I kiss the inside of her thighs and am about to taste her for the first time as she suddenly yells out, “No…Trish, don’t!” 
 
    I get back onto my knees as she swings her legs over my head and gets off the bed. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” I ask with worry and fear. 
 
    “I’ll like receiving oral from you, but it won’t tell me what I need to know. 
 
    I need to go down on you,” she says to me. 
 
    I feel relieved as I place my hand over my pounding heart and then smile. 
 
    “Whatever you like,” I tell her.  
 
    I flash a smile as I place myself into the middle of the bed. 
 
    Sarah places herself next to me and tongue kisses me as I feel her trembling hand touch my breast. 
 
    I stop kissing her and say, “Sarah, you’re shaking.” 
 
    “I’m nervous, but I’ll be okay,” she says to me in a convincing tone of voice. 
 
    She places herself on top of me and does what I had been doing to her. 
 
    She kissed and the licks my stomach.  
 
    Sarah licks down and back up again as I yearn for the feel of her tongue on my pussy. 
 
    Sarah moves her body down between my legs.  
 
    Her mouth inches away from my sopping pussy. 
 
    Her mouth is so close I can feel her warm breath as she then licks my inner thighs. 
 
    I moan in anticipation as I feel Sarah’s tongue flick my clit.  
 
    My body trembles as I feel her tongue begin to explore me. 
 
    She suddenly stops and gets onto her knees as she locks onto my face with the most serious of expressions. 
 
    She hates it! 
 
    I was worried about this, and now it’s happening. 
 
    I watch as she gets off the bed, walks to my dresser, and ties her hair back with one of my hair ties. 
 
    Sarah smiles at me from the foot of my bed, places herself in between my legs, and proceeds to bury her face, mouth, and tongue into me. 
 
    “Oh shit!” I exclaim as she begins to devour me. 
 
    I straighten my arms above my head and take hold of the wooden slats in my headboard. 
 
    She inserts her tongue inside of me and begins to tongue fuck my pussy as my mind goes blank. 
 
    Sarah rubs my clit as she continues to tongue fuck me as my body squirms in gratification. 
 
    “Sarah…Sarah…oh my God!” I yell out. 
 
    It has been a long time since I’ve had sex, but I’ve had enough sex in my lifetime to know that Sarah is a natural. 
 
    Sarah stops going down on me, gets onto her knees, and penetrates me with her finger. 
 
    She begins to finger fuck me while playing with my clitoris at the same time. 
 
    She has a look of determination on her face that I find sexy as can be. 
 
    “Faster…please,” I beg as Sarah complies with my wish and begins to finger fuck me faster while also rubbing my clit in a faster motion. 
 
    “Sarah…Oh, God…I’m so close. 
 
    Make me cum…please…more,” I cry out in ecstasy. 
 
    My eyes roll to the back of my head as my body locks and then tremors as I orgasm hard and loud. 
 
    I can hardly catch my breath as my pussy throbs. 
 
    Sarah slowly removes her finger from inside of me and stops rubbing my clit. 
 
    I release my grip from the headboard as my arms crash to my side as I barely have the strength to move. 
 
    Sarah seductively crawls up my body and enters my mouth with her tongue.   
 
    I can’t get enough of the taste of myself present in her mouth. 
 
    “I made you cum,” she says to me, followed by a giggle as I smile at her with a huge smile. 
 
    Sarah gets off me and lays next to me as I sit up. 
 
    I look at her and ask with uneasiness, “Be honest with me. 
 
    Did you like doing that?” 
 
    She laughs and looks at me with her face still wet from my juices. 
 
    “I fucked you with my tongue,” she says to me. 
 
    “I know, but then you stopped,” I say to her with worry. 
 
    “I wanted to make you orgasm,” she says to me. 
 
    “Don’t say that because you know it’s what I want to hear. 
 
    If you didn’t like it, I’d understand,” I say to her. 
 
    She sits up in bed and looks at me with a puzzled look on her face. 
 
    She sighs, shakes her head, and then looks at me with a devilish grin. 
 
    “Get on your knees, Trish,” she says to me. 
 
    “Why?” I ask. 
 
    “Just got on your knees,” she says to me with an annoyed tone. 
 
    “Fine,” I reply as I get onto my knees, locking my arms at the same time. 
 
    I look over my shoulder to see Sarah place herself behind me on her knees as well. 
 
    She kisses and licks each side of my ass cheeks as I feel her wet tongue lick around my asshole. 
 
    “Sarah, what are you doing?” I ask as she ignores my question. 
 
    No way. 
 
    She’s not going to do what I think she’s going to do? 
 
    Is she? 
 
    Yeah, she is! 
 
    Sarah rims my asshole a few times when I feel her tongue enter my ass. 
 
    “I love this!” I exclaim as Sarah licks, rims, and tongue fucks my ass. 
 
    When I feel her fingers on my clit at the same time, I can no longer keep my arms locked as I crash onto the bed onto the side of my head. 
 
    Minutes ago, I had worried that Sarah didn’t enjoy eating m pussy.  
 
    I feel foolish as she now has her tongue inside of my ass. 
 
    Not only can’t I believe Sarah is doing this to me, but I’m again close to climax! 
 
    My body again begins to tremble as I now feel that I’m in freefall. 
 
    “Fuck!” I yell out as I again have an intense orgasm. 
 
    She removes her tongue from inside my ass and then her fingers from my clit. 
 
    She gets off the bed and exits my bedroom as I straighten my legs and attempt to catch my breath. 
 
    I hear Sarah renter my bedroom closing the door behind her. 
 
    She sits next to me as I slowly roll over onto my back. 
 
    She hands me a bottle of water and takes a large drink from her bottle of water. 
 
    “Convinced now?” she asks with a wink and a smile. 
 
    “Any doubt I had is now erased,” I admit to her as she laughs. 
 
    “So, what now?” I ask Sarah. 
 
    “Your turn,” she says to me as she places her water bottle onto my nightstand. 
 
    “Stay exactly where you are,” she says to me as she places herself over my face. 
 
    I place my hand on her ass and pull her down closer to my face as I taste her pussy for the first time. 
 
    Her taste is extremely sweet, with a hint of tartness and saltiness. 
 
    The salty taste isn’t overpowering, and I like it. 
 
    As she rides my face and tongue, I want nothing more than to hear her orgasm. 
 
    I find her moans adorable and a huge turn-on as I reach up with my arms to feel her tits. 
 
    “Pull on my nipples!” she cries out as I lightly tug. 
 
    “No hard!” she commands as I tug on her nipples with force. 
 
    “Hold it there!” she instructs me as she begins to ride my face so fast and hard, I’m having difficulty breathing. 
 
    “Tongue fuck my pussy!” she screams out. 
 
    I’ve never had a girl tell me exactly what she wanted me to do.  
 
    I find Sarah ordering and instructing me on how to please her both erotic and enjoyable. 
 
    “Make me cum, Trish!” she screams as I take hold of her clitoris with my mouth and begin to suck it with force. 
 
    “Bite!” she demands as I place her clit in between my teeth and nibble on it. 
 
    “Don’t be gentle…suck it and bite it!” she commands. 
 
    Sarah exploded into cries and screams of pleasure as I release my grip on her clit. 
 
    She removes herself from over my face and looks at me with her face entirely red. 
 
    Sarah sits up on the bed and smiles at me with a look of satisfaction. 
 
    “You’re a freak,” I say to her through laughter. 
 
    “You have no idea,” she says to me. 
 
    “I’m going to find out, aren’t I,” I respond. 
 
    Sarah laughs and says, “You and I are not close to being done,” 
 
    “Do you like eating ass?” she asks. 
 
    “I’ve honestly never done it,” I reply. 
 
    “Ever?” she asks with astonishment. 
 
    “It’s just one of those things I’ve never done,” I admit to her. 
 
    “It’s something I need to have done,” she says to me. 
 
    “Is that a deal-breaker?” I ask with shock. 
 
    “No, it’s not a deal-breaker, but it would be disappointing if it were something you didn’t like to do,” she explains. 
 
    “I’ll give it the college try,” I say to her. 
 
    Sarah excitedly gets herself into position and wiggles her ass as I place myself behind her. 
 
    I’ve thought about and have wanted to lick an asshole before, but I never did it. 
 
    I had never wanted to go ahead and do it and freak anyone out, and asking never felt right. 
 
    I hope I enjoy doing it. 
 
    I rim Sarah’s ass as she had rimmed mine earlier and then lick across her asshole from the bottom to the top and back down again. 
 
    “In!” she demands as I stiffen my tongue and slowly insert my tongue into her ass. 
 
    I’m not sure what I excepted her asshole to taste like, but I am surprised to find it hardly has any taste. 
 
    There’s a slightly metallic taste, but I don’t mind the taste. 
 
    I was worried that I might not like doing it, but I do. 
 
    “Tongue fuck my ass!” Sarah instructs me as I stiffen my tongue much as I can and begin to tongue fuck her ass. 
 
    “Oh yes…just like that,” she says in a pleasure-filled voice. 
 
    I attempt to play with her pussy, but she gently smacks my hand away when she feels me close to her. 
 
    I can hardly see her hand but can see enough of it to know that Sarah is playing with herself as I fuck her ass with my tongue. 
 
    My tongue is starting to hurt, as is my jaw as I push forward, hoping she’s going to orgasm shortly. 
 
    “Leave it inside,” she instructs me as she stops moving and is playing with herself so fast I can hear the sound of her fingers moving across her wet vagina. 
 
    Sarah makes a loud grunt and then cries out softly as I feel her asshole expand and contract against my tongue. 
 
    I remove my tongue from her ass and get off the bed as she too slowly gets off the bed. 
 
    Sarah looks at me, takes hold of my bun, pushes my head back, and tongue kisses me. 
 
    It will take getting used to Sarah being rough, but I’m able and more than willing. 
 
    She stops kissing me and then grins. 
 
    “It’s okay,” I tell her. 
 
    “Just okay?” she asks with disappointment. 
 
    “It’s more than okay…I enjoyed it,” I admit to Sarah as she again kisses me. 
 
    “Lay down, baby,” she says to me as I look at her in bewilderment. 
 
    “Sarah, it’s almost 1 AM, and I’m honestly tired,” I say to her. 
 
    “It’s okay that you’re tired. 
 
    I’m going to do all the work,” she says to me as she licks my lips. 
 
    “If you put it that way, okay,” I reply. 
 
    What follows is close to two hours of Sarah pleasing me over and again. 
 
    I’ve never orgasmed so many times in one day in my life. 
 
    Four orgasms in total! 
 
    Sarah made me cum four times and would have kept going had I not told her that I was sore. 
 
    I slowly open my eyes to find Sarah holding my strap on. 
 
    “Why do you have that?” I ask. 
 
    “I was looking for my shoes that you borrowed and came across it,” she answers. 
 
    “Okay, but why do are you holding it?” I ask. 
 
    “When I found it, I realized the being with you means that I will hopefully never have sex with a guy again. 
 
    However, I know I like having a penis inside of me. 
 
    A strap-on dildo is a penis substitute, and although we know we’re sexually compatible, I don’t know if I can live with a penis substitute,” she explains. 
 
    “You want me to fuck you with it,” I say with laughter. 
 
    “I need you to fuck me with it,” she immediately replies. 
 
    “I feel like I’m in the middle of a sex test,” I tell her. 
 
    “No, you’re at the end of a sex test,” she says with a smile. 
 
    I haven’t even brushed my teeth yet,” I say to Sarah. 
 
    “I’ll wait,” she says to me with seriousness. 
 
    “Is April home?” I ask. 
 
    “Nope,” Sarah replies. 
 
    I get out of bed, with exhaustion, enter the bathroom and begin to brush my teeth. 
 
    I rinse my mouth and look at myself in the mirror. 
 
    “Last test, Trish,” I say to myself at my reflection. 
 
    I exit the bathroom and renter my bedroom, making sure to close it behind me. 
 
    I affix the harness to my body as Sarah sits at the foot of my bed, with her legs spread. 
 
    I get onto my knees, placing myself in between her legs, and lick her pussy to get her wet enough to penetrate her. 
 
    The plan was to eat her until she was wet, but I don’t want to stop. 
 
    “Fuck me,” Sarah says to me with lust as I get up from my knees. 
 
    Sarah bends herself over the side of the bed as I slowly insert the dildo into her pussy as she sighs with pleasure. 
 
    “Don’t hold back…pound me,” she says. 
 
    I start by slowly fucking her for a minute and then steadily pick up my pace as she takes two handfuls of the bedsheets. 
 
    “Pull my hair!” she demands. 
 
    I take a handful of her hair and violently pull her head so far back she’s looking up at the ceiling. 
 
    I know she’s close to cumming, which makes me surprised when she removes the dildo from inside her pussy. 
 
    “Put in my ass,” she says to me. 
 
    I place the head of the dildo onto her asshole and slowly insert it into her ass. 
 
    Sarah cries out as if she’s in pain but then says, “Fuck my ass.” 
 
    I slowly fuck her ass, but already knowing how rough she likes it, I pull her head back as far as I can and pound her ass. 
 
    “Don’t fucking stop!” she screams out at the top of her lungs and then exclaims, “Fuck my ass!” 
 
    I stare at my alarm clock as I watch the time change a few times as Sarah finally cums at an ear-piercing level. 
 
    I remove the dildo from her ass as I watch her pull her hand from in between her legs. 
 
    I let go of her hair and then remove the harness from my body.  
 
    I toss it to my bedroom floor as Sarah looks at me with pain present on her face. 
 
    “If it hurt, why did you want me to fuck you in the ass?” I question. 
 
    “I figured I’d kill two birds with one stone,” she says to me as she takes a seat on the bed. 
 
    “Ouch,” she says to me as she stares at me and then laughs. 
 
    “Honestly, a dick feels better.  
 
    On the flip side, at least I don’t need to worry about it going soft before I get off,” she says to me as I take a seat next to her. 
 
    “There are dildos on the market that I hear are extremely close to the real thing but are expensive,” I say to her. 
 
    “My birthday is coming up soon,” she says to me with a smirk. 
 
    Sarah gazes into my eyes, kisses my lips gently, and says the words I’ve always wanted to hear in the manner I’ve always wanted to hear. 
 
    “Trish, I love you,” she says to me. 
 
    “I love you too, Sarah,” I reply as we gently kiss again. 
 
    “I want us to be together,” she says to me as I smile and again kiss her lips. 
 
    “What about, Tyler?” I ask. 
 
    “Tyler and I are over. 
 
    I gave him the engagement ring back,” she explains to me. 
 
    “When?” I ask. 
 
    “Last night. 
 
    I thought about my conversation with my mom and how she and my dad felt. 
 
    I kept reading the letter and knew I couldn’t marry him. 
 
    I love him, and part of me always will, but I’m not in love with him. 
 
    I’m in love with you,” she answers. 
 
    At this moment, I realize that when she came out of the bathroom last night, she wasn’t wearing her engagement ring. 
 
    I should have noticed that she wasn’t wearing it.  
 
    Sarah hadn’t removed it from her finger since Tyler had put it on. 
 
    “Trish, just so there’s no confusion or the possibility of a misunderstanding, I’m going to say this one time only. 
 
    If you even as so much look at another girl, I will murder you in your sleep,” she says to me with seriousness. 
 
    I smile at her, expecting her to smile back at me, but she continues to look at me with the same expression.  
 
    She then raises her eyebrows while continuing to look at me the same way. 
 
    “Sarah, looking is not touching,” I say to her as she suddenly bursts into laughter. 
 
    “You should have seen the look on your face,” she says with nonstop laughter. 
 
    She puts her shirts on shorts as I do the same. 
 
    “Trish, I’ve always wanted to be dominant in the bedroom, but I’ve never felt comfortable to be dominant. 
 
    I hope it’s not too much for you,” she says to me. 
 
    “I don’t mind it at all. 
 
    It makes me hot and bothered in a good way,” I say to Sarah with a wink and a smile. 
 
    We exit my bedroom to find April sitting in the living room and texting on her cell phone. 
 
    April looks at me and says, “I was so pissed off you didn’t call me last night and was going to let you have it. 
 
    That was until I heard you let Sarah have it. 
 
    Don’t fucking stop, fuck my ass! 
 
    Sarah, you’re a freak!” April screams out in laughter. 
 
    Sarah’s face becomes bright red as she looks at April and then looks at me. 
 
    “I’m going to take a shower,” she says as April yells out, “Take one with Trish.” 
 
    “Trish, you want to?” April asks. 
 
    “Yeah,” I answer. 
 
    “I was joking! 
 
    Not when I’m home!” April yells out. 
 
    Being with Sarah was everything I had always wanted and more. 
 
    Had Sarah never come across that letter, I don’t know if I would have ever told her how I felt. 
 
    Had Sarah never come across that letter, she may have married Tyler. 
 
    Sarah proposed to me on a camping trip at the same campsite we spent that day together all those years ago. 
 
    My sister Tina served as my maid of honor, and April served as Sarah’s maid of honor. 
 
    Sarah, April, and I lived in the apartment for another year after we married until Ryan and Sarah married.  
 
    When Ryan and Sarah married, we pooled our money together with April and Ryan and purchased a duplex. 
 
    The purchase price was ludicrous, and the house isn’t very big, but that’s life in Los Angeles. 
 
    The listing and selling real estate broker was Sierra. 
 
    Sierra and Kirsten broke up again a litter over a year after they got back together. 
 
    Kirsten moved back to New York, and Sierra fell in love with a real estate agent named Susan a few years later. 
 
    A year after Sarah ended her engagement to Tyler, he left Los Angeles for good to start his own company in Austin, Texas. 
 
    Ryan keeps in touch with Tyler, and April speaks to him once in a while. 
 
    Tyler has no intention of settling down soon, plays the field, is happy, and is doing well. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    A MESSAGE FROM THE AUTHOR – ANTOINETTE SAX 
 
    Thank you for reading “Before She Gets Married.” 
 
    If you enjoyed this story and would like to read more of my stories, please visit my Amazon Author Page by going to www.AntoinetteSax.info 
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