

“Babe, please wake up. I promise things will be different, but I can’t show you unless you wake up. Wake up; please wake up! Jenn, listen to me, damn it, and wake the fuck up!”

“You need to leave the premises now!” he said, with another security officer standing behind him as Cara ran inside.

I let go of her hand and exclaimed, “I’m not going anywhere!”

“Leave the premises now, or I’ll have no choice but to escort you out and call the police.”

“Touch me, and it’ll be the last thing you do. I’m not going anywhere!”

“Guys, please,” Cara said to the security officers.

“Becca, look at me and calm down. You haven’t slept in days, and the best thing you can do is let me and Josh take you home so you can rest. Jenn’s mom is here, and I’m sure she’ll call you if anything changes.”

I stopped looking at Becca and looked at the security officers. I hadn’t slept in days, and the last thing I needed was an assault charge. I apologized to the security officer and followed Cara out of the intensive care unit.

As we walked out of the intensive care unit, Jenn’s mother, Veronica, walked passed me as if I didn’t exist, not that I should have been surprised. She never liked me, and I sometimes felt she hated me, but I didn’t need to feel that way anymore because I knew she hated me.

I was exhausted, frustrated, and felt so helpless that I burst into tears.

“Don’t cry, Beccs,” my brother Josh said as he embraced me, and I cried on his shoulder.

“If she doesn’t wake up, I don’t know what I’ll do.”

“She will wake up, and everything will be okay. Cara and I will take you home, and when we do, please shower because you stink.”

“You’re such an asshole,” I said with a short laugh because he was joking, but I also realized I could use a shower.

My townhouse no longer felt like home and hadn’t since Jenn moved out three weeks before the accident. Every inch of the house filled my mind with memories of our shared life, and I didn’t want to be there.

“Can I please stay at your house?” I asked Cara.

“You know you never need to ask, so grab some clothes, and we’ll go.”

I entered my bedroom and walked into Jenn’s closet, where most of her clothes remained. She hadn’t taken much when she left, but enough that I could notice it was no longer full.

It was my fault Jenn left our home and went home to her parents for not showing up when I should have. Had I kept my promise, none of it would have happened.

When I saw her crumpled car, it took me a moment to realize it was her car. When I realized it was Jenn’s car, I thought she was dead. The police were still on the scene and told me Jenn had been taken to the hospital but wouldn’t give me any further information.

It was no different at the hospital. Jenn was my fiancé but not my wife, and since she wasn’t my wife, they wouldn’t give me any information. I had no choice but to call Veronica to tell her the little I knew.

I paced back and forth in the waiting area of the emergency room, waiting for Veronica and Jenn’s father, Bob, to arrive. Veronica sprinted passed me, and Bob greeted me with a hug. He told me he would tell me what was happening, and soon he found out.

It felt as if time had stood still as I waited for Bob to return. Time felt like it was in slow motion as I looked at Bob’s crying eyes while he walked toward me.

“She’s in critical condition and undergoing tests. It’s going to be a long night,” he said, then broke down.

The look on Veronica’s face was a look I’d never seen before as she walked toward me.

“Rebecca, I need you to explain why Jennifer was driving tonight when you were supposed to pick her up and drive her to the restaurant.”

“The dealership was extremely busy, and I was running late. I called Jenn and asked her to meet me at the restaurant. I lost track of time, and as soon as I realized how late I was, I left the dealership and drove to the restaurant.”

“How late were you, Rebecca?”

“A little over two hours,” I cried.

“Of course you were, you selfish bitch!”

“Love, this is not the time or the place.”

“Don’t love me! Our daughter is clinging to her life because of her!” Veronica shouted at Bob and then looked at me with fury.

“I will never understand the hold you have on her! If you’re the reason my child's life ends, I will fucking end you!” she screamed.

If Bob hadn’t taken hold of her, she would have physically attacked me and had the right. Even though I was more than capable of physically hurting her badly, I wouldn’t have. I would have taken it because I deserved it.

There’s a saying that if a person loves what they do, they’ll never work a day of their life. I love what I do, and it’s never felt like work, but the truth is that I love what I do so much I’m a workaholic.

It wasn’t always that way, but the bigger the dealership became, the more opportunities there were to make sales leading to me spending more time at the dealership. As the dealership grew, so did my hours; it was my only issue with Jenn.

I’d make plans and cancel. I would promise not to cancel plans and then cancel plans. Jenn would get so upset with me that she would cry in frustration. She would tell me all she wanted was for me to put her first in my life, and I would promise I would.

I would force myself to do better, do better, and then return to my old ways. It became a cycle, and I knew it was destroying my relationship with Jenn. We went from never arguing to arguing all the time, and it was entirely my fault.

“Baby, I’ve had a rough and long week, and all I want is to spend time with you. I will make a romantic dinner on Friday night, and afterward, I will have you for dessert.”

“That sounds amazing.”

“Six on the dot, okay?”

“Yeah.”

“Babe, six on the dot.”

“I promise I will be home sitting at the table by six, but maybe I can have dessert before dinner.”

Jenn laughed with her cute laugh and smiled with her adorable smile. She kissed me and told me she loved me, and I told her I loved her. All I needed to do was get my ass home by six o’clock, but I didn’t.

I rushed home and walked into the house after eight o’clock. Food was on the table, an opened bottle of wine, and candles that had been burning but were no longer burning. I sighed, knowing I had fucked up badly.

I walked up the stairs and into our bedroom to find an open suitcase on the bed. Jenn walked out of her closet with clothes and began placing the clothes into the suitcase.

“Babe, I’m sorry.”

“Let me guess. You were trying to close a deal with a customer and lost track of time.”

“No, I closed the deal,” I responded with a poor attempt at humor. 

“You promised, Becca!” she shouted as she walked back into her closet.

“I know,” I admitted as she exited her closet with more clothes and began placing those clothes into the suitcase.

“You always know, yet keep doing the same thing repeatedly. You make promise after promise and then break promise after promise, and I need a break.”

“Where are you going?” I asked.

“My parents.”

“For how long?”

“I don’t know. I love you more than anything, but I’m tired of doing this.”

“I know I fucked up, but please don’t leave. I’ll make it up to you.”

“Yeah, you’ll make it up to me and make a promise. You’ll do better for a while, and then we’ll go back to where we are now, and I’m tired of going around in circles.”

“Babe, I love you. You are the most important person in my life, and I want to spend the rest of my life with you. I know I’m putting in a lot of hours, but it’s for us and our wedding,” I said as I ran my fingers through the side of her hair.

She gently moved my hand away and shook her head.

“If I’m the most important person in your life, you would not continuously do this shit to me. You’re the one who wants an extravagant and ridiculously expensive wedding, not me. It’s a bullshit excuse, and getting married is the last thing on my mind. Honestly, getting married is something I don’t know if I still want.”

“Babe, please don’t say that.”

“It’s the truth, Becca. How am I supposed to marry you and live happily ever after when I’m not happy now?”

“I’ll do better.”

“Promise?”

I knew I was continuously screwing up, but I hadn’t realized Jenn was so frustrated and upset with me that she was no longer sure about us getting married.

“Is going to your parents a break or breakup?” I asked with my heart pounding.

“It’s a break for now, but if you don’t change your ways, it will be a breakup.”

I knew nothing I could say or do would get her to stay, but I couldn’t let her leave without saying anything. I gazed into her eyes and said, “I will prove to you I can and will change.

When I do that, you’ll come home, and we’ll return to the happy and loving couple we once were.”

“I want nothing more but don’t promise me; show me.”

I showered, changed, and entered their family room when we arrived at Cara and Josh's house. I looked at the pictures on the wall and stared at the picture of me, Jenn, Cara, and Josh the night I first met Jenn. That particular picture stood out because I had the same picture in my home.

“You need to meet my friend Jennifer, Becca.”

“Cara, you are my best friend and sister-in-law, and I love you to death, but the only person who is a worse matchmaker than you is Josh.”

“I’ll admit I’ve missed the mark in the past, but I’m positive you and Jennifer are perfect for one another.”

“Missed the mark is an understatement, and don’t get me wrong. I appreciate your looking out for me, but I don’t want to date anyone. I’m happy being single,” I responded.

“You’re not happy being single. You’ve given up, and I’m telling you, I have no doubt about Jennifer, and neither does Josh.”

“Josh is not helping your cause,” I responded as Josh walked inside the house.

“Love, please talk to your sister about Jennifer.”

Cara saying her name brought a smile to his face. Cara rolled her eyes and punched him in the arm.

“My beautiful and stubborn twin, if you meet her, you will like what you see. She’s smoking hot.”

“I’m standing right here, Josh!”

“I’m stating a fact, and you know I am. Besides, I can find other women hot like you find other guys hot, but I only have eyes for my baby,” he said, kissing Cara.

“I understand you two are married, but I still find it disturbing to see that.”

“How hot, Josh?”

“Nope. I’m pleading the fifth.”

I looked at Cara and raised my hands.

“Jennifer is extremely attractive, but I don’t think she’s perfect for you because of that. She reminds me a lot of you, but she’s also different. You two will balance each other perfectly like Josh, and I do.”

“Is balance the new word for pussy whipped?”

“I hate when you say that, Becca. Josh is not pussy whipped.”

“Hey, Josh,” I said and made the sound of a whip cracking.

“Whatever, Beccs.”

“Please meet her,” Cara pouted like a toddler.

“Cara, I hate when you whine, so stop it.”

“Do you trust me?”

“You know I do.”

“I’ve missed the mark in the past, but I’ve learned from the errors of my ways. Besides, she thinks you’re extremely attractive.”

“Tell me you did not show her pictures of me!”

“Like I have many of those. Jennifer saw a picture of you that I have of you and me in Cancun.”

“We went to Cancun for spring break during junior year of college. I was twenty then, and I’m twenty-seven now and don’t look like that anymore.”

“Your face looks the same, and you have bigger tits now.”

“Yeah, I have bigger tits and fatter ass because I’m not the same size now.”

“Nobody looks the same as they did at twenty, and she knows that. She told me you have beautiful eyes.”

“Tell me about her.”

“Not a chance. You can find out whatever you want about her by asking her when you meet her.”

“She’s seen a picture of me, so it’s only fair I see a picture of her.”

“Jennifer hates taking pictures the same as you.”

“She must have a picture of herself on social media.”

Cara laughed and responded, “You would think so, but she uses a gif as her profile picture, and the pictures are of her friends and family since she normally is the one taking the pictures.”

Jennifer found me attractive, and we had a couple of things in common, but I still wasn’t sold on meeting her.

“At least tell me her age, Cara.”

“Same as us, twenty-seven.”

Cara could tell I was intrigued, and I could tell she wanted to convince me to meet Jennifer.

“What’s her height.”

“Five foot six, same as you, and I think that would work well for certain things.”

“Cats or dogs?”

“Cats. She likes dogs but feels they need too much attention and are much needier than cats.”

“Okay, we have a few things in common, but answer one more question, and I won’t ask anymore.”

“Deal.”

“Why is she single?”

“Same reason you are.”

“There are multiple reasons why I’m single,” I responded.

“Of course, but eliminate your superficial bullshit and think of the primary reason.”

“Shut up, no way.”

“Yes, way.”

“Seriously?”

“Seriously.”

“Really?”

“Yes, Becca.

Jennifer is a femme who is only attracted to femmes.”

“I will not do another blind date.”

Cara clapped her hands excitedly and said, “Neither will she, but I have the perfect time for you two to meet. This Friday, after work, we’re doing a let's get fucked up night. Jennifer will be there, and Josh is coming, so come with Josh.”

“I don’t want it to be weird, so please don’t tell her I’m coming to meet her.”

“Under one condition and with meaning.”

“You cannot be serious, Cara.”

“Do it, Becca,” she sang, then placed her hand over her heart.

I shook my head, laughed, raised my right hand, and said, “Cara Bella Mancuso and Rebecca Riley will be best friends forever. We will have disagreements and arguments, but nothing can ever be said or done that will end our friendship.”

“Cara and Becca for life!” she exclaimed.

“That was a great night,” Cara said as she entered the room.

“All I needed to do was what I said I would, and because I didn’t, Jenn is in a fucking coma, and it’s my fault. If she wakes up, she won’t ever want anything to do with me, which will destroy me. I need her to wake up and not end our relationship,” I sobbed.

“Becca, don’t do this to yourself. She will wake up, and you and Jenn will be fine when she does. You’ll feel better when you get some sleep.”

“I was supposed to pick her up at her parent’s house at six and have dinner at seven, but as usual, I didn't do what I said I would do. I could hear the disappointment in her voice when I called and asked her to meet me at the restaurant, and I still couldn’t get my ass there on time because a sale was more important. She must have been sitting there waiting for me and wanting to believe I would show up at any minute. She wanted to believe in me so much she waited for over an hour and a half. If she doesn’t wake up, I won’t be able to live with myself.”

“She will wake up, and you and Jenn will be fine when she does,” Cara repeated.

Cara sat on the sleeper of the sofa and placed a pillow next to her leg. She told me to lie down, and I placed my head against the pillow. She ran her fingers through my hair and told me to close my eyes.

She continued running her fingers through my hair and repeatedly said everything would be okay. I was exhausted and couldn't keep my eyes open, no matter how hard I tried to keep my eyes open.

“Wow, Becca.”

“I’m so sorry, babe.”

“Don’t babe me, Becca. I could have had an amazing job in Silicon Valley and been enjoying San Francisco, but I stayed in New York for you only to wind up like this. Why did you propose and make me think you loved me?”

“Jenn, babe, you’re the love of my life. I’m sorry I was late for dinner, and I promise it won’t happen again.”

“You’re damn right that it won’t happen again. If I manage not to be a vegetable and wake up, our relationship is over. I’ll give you your ring back, and if you want to stay in the townhouse, you’ll buy me out because you know I didn’t want to buy the place. I only agreed to buy it because you loved it, and it was close to the dealership. I’ve always done so much for you, but you’ve done nothing for me but break promises.”

“I know I have, but please wake up and be okay.”

“If I were in control of this situation, I’d be awake by now.”

“I love you, and I’m sorry.”

“You don’t love me. You would have picked me up and taken me to the restaurant for dinner if you loved me. Had you done that, I would have gone home with you instead of winding up here, and you know, I feel about hospitals. You don’t deserve me.”

“I love you so much, Jenn.”

“You don’t mean it, so don’t say it!”

“I love you, Jenn, and I need you to wake up! Wake up, Jenn!” I shouted as I awoke.

It took me a moment to realize I had been dreaming since the dream felt real. I awoke alone in the family room, sweating and shaking from the nightmare. I got off the sofa, turned on the light, and again stared at the picture of me, Jenn, Cara, and Josh the night I first met Jenn.

I removed the picture from the wall and sat back on the sofa. I ran my finger over Jenn’s image, and the memories flooded me as if it had been the day before. After having trouble deciding what to wear, I wore tight jeans and a shirt that accentuated my lady lumps but not overly.

I didn’t want my tits to look like they were about to pop out, but I didn’t want to wear anything that made me appear as if I had less than I had. Josh picked me up in an Uber, and since it was me and him without Cara, I needed answers to questions.

“How hot is she?”

“Ridiculously, and what makes her more attractive is that she’s not stuck up about it like some people I know.”

“I’m not stuck up.’

“I was talking about my wife,” he responded as I laughed.

Traffic had been bad, and we arrived later than planned. We entered the bar and walked toward Cara. I could tell that Cara was heavily drunk as she waved her hand and yelled, “My man and my bitch!

Cara ran to Josh and kissed him, and then I saw the most amazing heart-shaped ass I’d ever seen.

“Becca, meet Jennifer!! Cara exclaimed as the girl with the amazing heart-shaped ass turned around and looked at me.

I shit you not when I state my heart felt like it skipped a beat. The only way I to describe Jenn was that she had the face of an angel and the body of a demon.

“I’m Rebecca,” I immediately said.

“Jennifer,” she responded and smiled.

I felt an immediate sexual attraction to her but found her smile most attractive. When Jenn smiled, a dimple appeared on her right cheek, which I found adorable. Jenn looked at Cara and smirked, and then looked at me.

“I was going to go home after work, but Cara insisted I come, and now I know why,” she said with laughter.

“Do you want to get a drink?”

“Yeah.”

We went to the bar and took seats. She ordered a pumpkin beer with a cinnamon sugar ring, and I did the same. She told me she had a pumpkin addiction during that time of year, which was the same as me.

I was dumbfounded as we sat at the bar, drinking pumpkin beer and talking. The more we talked, the more we found common things. Her uncle, who lived in Pennsylvania, owned an automotive repair shop and fixed late models cars to sell, which is how my father and mother began their dealership.

She was as close to her best friend Tyler as I was to Cara, and like Cara and me, Jenn and Tyler knew each other for their entire lives. I found out Jenn was as close to her family as I was, and although neither of us was a huge sports fan, we both loved baseball because of our fathers.

In addition to being fans of the same baseball team, our birthdays were days apart, and we were both cheerleaders in high school. As we continued talking, I realized why Cara had told me Jennifer reminded her of me.

Jenn and I had a lot in common, but we did have differences. She had a much better sense of humor than me because of her bubbly personality, and she was far more flirtatious. I’d always been confident in my sales ability but not so much about myself, whereas Jenn carried herself with an air of confidence.

Jenn was comfortable being her, which I admired because, at times in my life, I wished I were anyone other than me. She was stunningly beautiful yet approachable, and I had never met anyone so attractive who was as humble as her.

“I need to tell you something, Rebecca.”

“Okay.”

“You have the most amazing eyes I’ve ever seen.”

I giggled like an idiot and admitted that I hated my gray eye color as a kid because kids would make fun of me and say that if I stared at them too long, I would take their souls. I found her laugh to be intoxicating, and her laugh made me smile.

“I’ve met Cara many times after work and know practically everyone she works with, so why haven’t we met before?”

“I used to be a contract worker and worked remotely from Pennsylvania. They offered me a full-time position three months ago, so I moved back to New York,” she explained.

Nothing is romantic about the first time Jenn and I kissed, but it makes for a good story. It wasn’t a moment where we gazed into each other’s eyes and waited for the other to make a move.

Jenn and I were sitting at a bar when the bartender slid a pumpkin beer across the bar to Jenn. He told her the beer was compliments of the guy on the other side of the bar. She smiled and waved, which the guy took as an interest in him. He confidently got off his bar stool and walked over to us.

“Thank you for the beer,” she said with a smile.

“I’m Steve, and you’re beautiful.”

“Thank you, Steve. I’m Jennifer, and this is Rebecca.”

“What are you doing when you leave here?”

“Hopefully, Rebecca,” she responded with a wink and smile.

“I’ve been shot down before, but no way.”

“Are you saying she’s too hot for me, and I can’t take her home?”

“If you’re not interested, it’s fine, but you don’t need to pretend.”

“You think I’m pretending to be gay,” she stated as Steve nodded.

“I’ll prove it to you, but I need Rebecca’s cooperation.”

“Why is that?” he asked.

“We just met a couple of hours ago. Rebecca’s best friend is my coworker and is trying to hook us up.”

“So you two never?” he questioned with a smile as Jenn shook her head.

Jenn looked at me with a smile, and I told her she had my full cooperation and permission. She told me to slide my stool back, and I did. Jenn got off her stool and placed herself in front of me, and I spread my legs to allow her to get closer.

She leaned in and kissed my lips. I remember thinking how soft they felt; when I opened my mouth slightly, her tongue entered my mouth. My body tingled, and I felt as if my body were melting as we kissed with our tongues.

“Get a room, you two!” Cara shouted, and we stopped kissing.

“I’m working on it!” Jenn shouted back with laughter.

Steve bought us a round of shots, and Cara and I left our seats at the bar and spent the rest of the night talking, joking, and laughing with Josh, Cara, and her coworkers. By the night's end, my face hurt from laughing so much. We closed the bar at four in the morning, and all stood outside waiting for our Uber’s. I won’t say I wasn’t intoxicated, but I wasn’t falling over or anything, and neither was Jenn.

“You taking me home or what?” I asked her

“I would love to take you home, but I’m too old to sneak people into my bedroom, and my parents will be up in a couple of hours.”

“How about I take you home then?”

“Tempting, but I don’t think that’s a good idea.”

“I think it’s a great idea.”

She laughed, but I could tell she was contemplating yet hesitant about going to my place.

When my car arrived, I held the back door open and looked at her, lowering and raising my eyebrows.

“Okay, but only for a little while.”

It was a short ride to my apartment, and we talked the entire time.

As soon we entered my apartment, she said, “Nice place.”

I responded, “Thanks,” and we started going at it.

We kissed passionately and groped one another when she stopped and said, “We shouldn’t.

“You’re right; we shouldn’t,” I responded.

We stood staring at one another while breathing heavily and returned to kissing and groping. I had never been as sexually attracted to anyone as I was to Jenn, and I wanted her badly. It had nothing to do with the fact I hadn’t had sex in forever.

It had everything to do with how I felt kissing and touching her as she kissed and touched me. My entire body tingled, and I had a nervous feeling in my stomach. We removed each other’s shirts and ran our hands over each other’s breasts over our bras when she stopped again.

“I want to, I really want to, but I can’t,” she said, breathing heavily.

“What is it?”

“I don’t want you to judge me and think I normally do this.”

“I won’t judge you, and I normally don’t do this either, but I want you so fucking bad,” I said and kissed her.

“I’m not clean.”

“Huh?”

“I was running this late this morning and didn’t shower. I wasn’t going out tonight, but Cara was all over me about coming out. I was going to run home and shower before going out, but I lost track of time and couldn’t head home before going out.”

“I could use a shower myself,” I stated.

“Yeah?”

“Oh yeah.”

“Great idea, Rebecca.”

“I prefer Becca.”

“Great idea Becca and I prefer Jenn.”

We kissed while I guided her toward my bathroom as we tugged and pulled at each other's clothes. We entered my bathroom and only stopped kissing long enough for me to turn on the water. We undressed one another while kissing.

I was in awe of Jenn’s body. Her tits fit her frame perfectly, and her nipples fit her breasts perfectly. I thought my knees would give out when I looked at her vagina. I could tell she normally shaved below by the small amount of stubble. It was yet another thing we had in common.

I wasn’t sure what she thought about my body until she looked at me and said, “Good God almighty.”

We kissed erotically and sensually while washing each other’s bodies and began touching each other’s erogenous zones. Without warning or hesitation, Jenn became aggressive. She sucked on my lower lip, bit my earlobe, and then my nipples.

Jenn didn’t bite me hard, but hard enough that I felt a slight amount of pain. I hadn’t experienced it before, but I found myself enjoying it. I watched her get onto her knees, and when I felt her mouth on my pussy I moaned in immediate pleasure.

I don’t know what the fuck she was doing down there, but it was amazing. I had never had my pussy eaten like that before, and I was getting close to orgasm within minutes. She stopped going down on me only long enough to turn me around.

When Jenn began licking me from behind, I needed to place my hands on the back of the wall to prevent myself from falling. She licked from my pussy to my asshole, up and down and down and up. It was like her tongue was a paintbrush.

“Oh fuck!” I cried in pleasure when she began licking and tongue fucking my ass while finger-blasting my pussy at the same time.

My body shook as I felt my arms weaken, and then I exploded hard and loud with her tongue buried inside my asshole. She removed her finger inside my vagina and tongue inside my ass and turned the water off.

We exited the shower dripping wet while kissing as I guided her into my bedroom. She pushed me onto my bed and looked at me with the sexiest look I’d ever seen, and then we got into the sixty-nine sex position.

I locked my arms around her waist and tasted her for the first time. She tasted tremendously sweet, slightly tart, with a hint of saltiness that made me devour every inch of her. I had never orally performed as I did on Jenn that morning.

I at her pussy so good that she could not go down on me. Jenn locked her arms around my legs, and her entire body shook. She cried in pleasure as she orgasmed with my tongue inside her.

She rolled off me and ran her fingers through her wet hair as I placed myself beside her. We kissed, and then I spooned her. Jenn and I talked for hours, and I don’t know who fell asleep first.

We awoke after eight o’clock in the evening, ordered food, and Jenn again spent the night with me, but we didn’t do anything sexual. We talked about everything and anything, and when she left that night and I found myself alone in bed, I missed her.

After that weekend, we texted all day and talked for hours at night. I was completely and utterly crazy about her. I talked about her nonstop to everyone and drove Cara insane.

“Becca, if I hear her name come from your mouth again, I will slit my wrists.

The two of you are driving me crazy.

I hear your name all day long at work, and then I come home and her name all night long.”

There’s a lesbian joke that asks, “What do lesbians bring on a second date?”

“A moving truck” is the punchline.

Jenn didn’t officially move in with me, but it was like she was living with me. On average, she spent five of the seven days of the week with me. I’d never been in love before, and within three weeks, I knew I loved her.

I wanted to tell her how I felt and what I wanted, but I was afraid of scaring her. I thought she felt the same about me, but since she hadn’t mentioned anything, I didn’t want to be the one to bring up the subject.

Jenn had been practically living with me for six weeks when she came over on a Friday night and wasn’t her usual self.

“Is something bothering you?”

“I received a call last week from a recruiter, and I didn’t think anything would come of it, but something has. I had an interview during my lunch break today, and they offered me an assistant lead programmer position.”

“What studio?”

“Shadow Road Games.”

“Congrautaltions, Jenn! That’s where you’ve always wanted to work, and I don’t understand why you’re not losing your shit right now!”

“The position is in San Francisco, and they’re giving me until Monday to let them know.”

“Oh,” I responded as I felt my heart sink.

“It’s a huge salary increase, and when I prove myself on this project, it’ll lead to a lead programmer position.”

“I couldn’t be happier for you,” I lied.

“So you think I should take it?”

“It’s what you’ve always wanted.”

“Yeah, it is.”

“At least we still have some time left.”

“Not so much.

When I accept the position, I'll fly out on Monday night and need to pack.”

“You’re going to leave Deadzone without notice?”

“The project is a collaboration between Deadzone and Shadow Road, so I’ll still be on the team but just on the other side. They told me it wouldn’t be an issue and would put me in temporary housing until I find a place to call home, so I guess this is goodbye.”

“Uh, yeah, I guess it is,” I stated as I did my best not to break down.

“I will never forget you.”

“Same.”

“Can I get a kiss and hug goodbye?”

“Of course,” I responded, trying to keep myself together.

We kissed each other’s lips and embraced tightly. I didn’t want to let go of Jenn and wouldn’t have had she not pulled away. She kissed my lips again and then left my apartment. I spent the entire night crying and got no sleep. I was supposed to work the next day, but I instead called my mom and told her I needed a mental health day.

My mom knew something was wrong because I had never called in sick, and I had called in on a Saturday, the busiest and most lucrative day of the week. I wasn’t surprised when she arrived at my apartment less than an hour later.

I was lying on my couch watching the movie “You’ve Got Mail” with Tom Hanks and Meg Ryan while crying my eyes out and eating ice cream.

“Sweetheart, did you and Cara have an argument?”

“Why would you think I argued with Cara?” I cried and shoved a spoon of ice cream into my mouth.

“That’s the last time I saw you like this, and that was long ago.”

My mom stared at me, frowned, and sat beside me on the sofa.

“It’s the girl you’ve been seeing, isn’t it?”

I nodded and closed my eyes tightly as tears fell from my eyes and traveled down my cheeks.

“What happened?”

“She’s moving to California for a job.”

“I’m sorry, sweetheart.”

“Mom, I love her.”

“Say that again.”

“I love her mom. I know it sounds unbelievable, but I love her. I finally meet the perfect woman, fall in love, and instead of spending the rest of my life with her, I get to spend the rest of my life wondering what could have been, and it’s not fair.”

“Did you tell her how you feel?”

“I’ve been wanting to but couldn’t. I didn’t want to scare Jenn off, and it’s good I didn’t tell her because Jenn’s leaving.”

“Did you stop to think and consider if you told her how you felt, she wouldn’t leave?

“She studied video game development with the goal of working for that studio. It’s her dream come true, and it wouldn’t matter if I told her how I felt. She’d leave anyway.”

“You don’t know that.”

“I do know that, Mom, and it’s best that I don’t live the rest of my life knowing the woman I could see myself spending the rest of my life with chose her career over me. I appreciate you came here to check on me, but I need to be alone.”

“You’re taking tomorrow off as well, and if you need anything, call me.”

“Thanks, Mom.”

I spent the day and night watching romantic comedies and stuffing my face with junk food while going through periods of crying. I cried myself to sleep that night and was startled by the slamming of my front door. I quickly sat up and looked at Cara.

“You can’t let her leave!”

“She’s leaving, and I can’t do anything about it.”

“Yes, you can, Becca!”

“No, I can’t. What am I supposed to do? Should I kidnap her and hold her hostage?”

“Stop being a coward and tell her how you feel.”

“I’m not being a coward, Cara. What I’m doing is living in reality.”

“If you don’t tell her how you feel, our oath is over.”

“Don’t try that bullshit with me! I forgave your ass after what you did, so how dare you threaten me!”

“I married him, Becca!”

“Yeah, after you strung him along and friend-zoned him for seven long fucking years!”

“You stubborn bitch! I was right about you and her from the start, and I’m right about this now! You love her, and she loves you!”

“She doesn’t love me, Cara.”

“I’ve been wrong about many things, but I know I’m not wrong about this, Becca. If you tell her how you feel, she won’t go.”

“How do you know?”

“I spend more time with her than I do with you. She’s been as happy, if not more than you’ve been.”

“Why hasn’t she said anything?”

“Why haven’t you said anything?

“You know why!” I shouted.

“I understand how you feel, and you know that for a fact. If you let Jenn leave, you’ll regret it for the rest of your life but don’t expect to bitch and moan to me about it. Jennifer gave you the perfect opportunity to tell her, and you didn’t, so the ball is in your court. Stop being afraid,” Cara told me and left my apartment.

I was angry at first until I replayed our conversation in my head. Ending our oath was what I did during our last year of college when I found out she was sleeping with Josh. It was the only time Cara and I wasn’t on good terms during our lives.

The summer between junior high school and high school, I noticed that Josh looked at Cara as more than his sister's best friend. I was sitting in Josh’s beanbag chair and surfing the internet on my laptop while Cara and Josh played video games.

Cara loves video games more than anyone I’ve ever met other than Jenn, but it’s close. When Cara’s mother came to pick her up, she put the controller down, told me she’d call me later, and walked to the door.

How Josh looked at her as she walked toward the door confused me. He didn’t take his eyes off her, and then he sighed when she closed the door.

I thought it was my mind playing tricks on me until school began. I saw it over and again and wasn’t happy about it.

“Oh my God, Josh! Cara is like your sister, and you cannot like her, like her!”

“She’s like your sister, not mine.”

“So you do like her that way.”

“I didn’t say that, Beccs.”

“Look me in my eyes and say that again.”

Josh was incapable of looking me in the eyes and lying to me. I knew it, and he knew it, but it didn’t stop him from not looking me in the eyes. Being a twin is hard for people who are not twins to understand. It didn’t take Josh not looking me in my eyes to know how he felt about Cara because I felt it.

Josh's go-to joke was, “There’s a reason Beccs and I hardly look alike. She was made from the best ingredients, and I was made from whatever was left over.”

I’ve never found the joke funny because it was how he truly felt. I always wished my eyes were lighter because having bright gray eyes made me the soul steeler, and kids made fun of me.

Josh wished he could eat whatever he wanted and not gain weight. He wished he didn’t suffer from horrible acne and didn’t need eyeglasses. It was horrible knowing my brother wanted to be more like me when I wanted to be anyone other than me.

Cara was always the prettiest and most popular, but she went to another level in high school. Cara became the girl all the other girls hated yet envied and who all the boys wanted. No boy wanted her more than my brother. I hated that my best friend was also my brother's dream girl, with who there was no chance.

“It’s a crush, and it’ll pass, Becca.”

“Being the way you are with him gives him false hope.”

“It’s Josh.”

“You need to treat him no different than any other boy.”

“I can’t do that because he is different from every other boy. He’s Josh.”

Seeing Josh cry his eyes out when Cara began dating Lucas was gut-wrenching. It was worse to hear him tell me how it made sense that she was dating Lucas because he wasn’t a fat loser. When it became obvious Cara and Lucas were having sex, he became so depressed he stopped caring about how he dressed.

The only place where Josh was comfortable being him was at Karate. It was a terrifying experience when Josh lost control of himself in our dojo during training. Josh was bigger and stronger than everyone else, and when sparring, he was required to hold back for everyone’s safety.

Cara walked with Josh and I to class as she had done more times than I could count. Josh was called on to spar with Terrence by our sensei at the exact moment Lucas met Cara outside. As I watched Lucas greet Cara with a tongue kiss, I realized Josh saw the same thing.

Josh struck Terrence with a front kick to Terrence’s chest and didn’t hold back. Terrence flew backward through the air and landed hard on his back. Terrance gasped for air but couldn’t breathe.

“I don’t know what happened! Tee, I’m sorry, man!” Josh cried.

Josh broke Terrance’s sternum and didn’t want to attend Karate class again, although everyone tried to talk him into going back, including Terrance.

“You love it more than I do, Josh.”

“I almost killed him, Beccs! I lost control, and I can’t risk it happening again!

I thought I could talk him into returning until he placed his karategi and black belt into a garbage bag and threw it outside with the trash. I took it out of the trash and placed his belt and karategi in my closet, but Josh never returned to class, and it wasn’t the same without him. I stopped attending a few months later.

The talk of the school was when Lucas cheated on Cara with Nicole Scott, and Cara broke up with him. It was senior year, and prom was approaching. Cara had plenty of boys who wanted to take her, but she was distraught over Lucas and decided she wouldn’t attend. I had a date but didn’t want to go to prom without Cara and Josh.

“Threesome!” I exclaimed as Josh and Cara played video games.

“Incest is not best, Beccs.”

“That’s disgusting, and you’re such an asshole. The three of us should attend prom together.”

“That’s why you’re my bitch!” Cara shouted.

I thought it was a great idea and had an amazing time until I saw how my brother looked at her when she was voted prom queen. It was like, at that moment, he realized what he wanted would never happen.

Cara and I attended college together and were roommates. Josh didn’t attend the same college, but it was like he did since his college was within walking distance of mine. Kara and I were attending a state university, and Josh was down the road at a private college because he had earned a full academic scholarship.

When sophomore year came, Josh’s skin was no longer acne filled. He wore contact lenses instead of eyeglasses and became serious about his weight because of his friend, Jackson. Jackson talked Josh into starting a Karate club, and when Josh began the club, he changed.

My brother did a complete one-hundred-eight-degree turn. He began dating, which was something he had never done. Josh became confident and carried himself differently.

“Beccs, this is my girlfriend, Medina. Dina, this is my twin sister, Rebecca.”

“It’s so nice to meet you,” I said with pride.

She was pretty and seemed nice, and how she looked at Josh made me happy.

“I’m Cara.”

“My bad. Dina, this is my sister's best friend for life, Cara.”

“Oh, we’re not friends, Josh? Okay, whatever.”

“Yeah, uh, um, we’re going to catch a movie, but we’ll hang out soon,” Josh responded.

Josh, Cara, Medina, and I did hang out, and afterward, Cara did nothing but talk shit about Medina. After Josh stopped dating Medina, Cara talked shit about every girl, and I’d be lying if I stated it didn’t bother me.

“Cara, I’ve had enough. No matter the girl, all you do is talk shit about her, and I don’t want to hear it anymore.”

“It’s Josh, and none of those girls are right for him, especially this girl he’s dating now. I hope he’s using protection because that girl is a whore.”

“Whatever, Cara.”

The only thing that hadn’t changed with Josh was his feelings toward Cara. He thought when his face cleared, he dropped weight and became more confident Cara and began dating would look at him differently, but she hadn’t.

“She won’t want to be with me, right?”

“Josh, she doesn’t see you that way. Do what you’ve been doing and keep dating, and I know you’ll find the right girl, but it’s never going to be Cara. Besides, you’re dating Jessica, and it’s going well.”

“I’m not seeing her anymore.”

It was a few weeks after winter break during our junior. I left for class but wasn’t feeling well and decided to return to my dorm room. I felt like I was having an out-of-body experience as I watched Josh and Cara make out while standing outside my room and then go inside.

I remained in the hallway and watched my brother walk out of my dorm room over half an hour later. He was in a rush and fixing his clothes as he walked quickly toward the staircase on the far side of the hallway.

It was like my brain short-circuited. It was obvious that Cara and Josh hadn’t been playing video games. I was infuriated that Josh hadn’t told me anything, nor had Cara. I opened the door and slammed it shut behind me.

As soon as I slammed the door, Cara’s eyes opened wide, and she covered herself with the comforter on her bed. She was fast but not fast enough for me to know she was nude.

“I cannot believe you! How long have you been fucking my brother?!”

“What makes you think I’m fucking Josh?”

I watched Josh fix himself when he left here, and you’re butt-ass naked!” I shouted as I tossed her clothes onto her bed from the floor beside her bed.

Cara dressed under the comforter and slowly got off her bed.

“You’re unbelievable! You know how Josh has always felt about you, and he’s not one of your fuck boys! He’s sweet, caring, and intelligent, and you’re his dream girl, so how can you do this?!”

“It’s not like that, Becca!”

“Tell me what it’s like then!”

“We’re not just having sex. We’re together.”

“You and Josh have been together since when Cara?!”

“Since today. We’ve been hooking up, and Josh asked me to be his girlfriend today, and I am.”

“How long have you been hooking up with my brother?”

“November.”

“That’s why you’ve been acting so strange. You’ve seen my brother behind my back for over two months.”

“Cara Bella Mancuso and Rebecca Riley will be best friends forever. We will have disagreements…” she said as I cut her off.

“We were five when we came up that, and you’ve crossed the line. Josh is sweet, caring, kind, and compassionate, and my brother, Cara!

“So what are you saying, Becca? Am I not good enough for him?”

“Josh has been insane about you since high school, and I know how you are. You will get bored, and when you do, you will fucking destroy him. How am I supposed to stay friends with you when that happens?”

“Why stay friends with me now, huh?”

“You’re right. From here on out, our oath and friendship are over. You and I are nothing more than roommates.”

“Fuck you, Becca!”

“Fuck you, Cara!” I shouted.

I packed a backpack with clothes, left campus, and drove home. I spent four days crying my eyes out and eating ice cream.

“You two will get passed this. You two are like sisters, sweetheart.”

“We will never get passed this, Mom.”

“If you told me what the argument is about, maybe I can help.”

“It’s not my place to say.”

“It’s about Joshua and Cara,” my dad said aloud.

“How do you know, Dad?”

“You must be kidding me, Becca. Josh told me that he and Cara are dating.”

“Oh, my God! That’s amazing!” my mom exclaimed.

“How can you say that, Mom?! It’s Cara and Josh!”

“Exactly, sweetheart.”

“It’s not a good thing.

When it doesn’t work, Josh will be devastated, and I won’t ever be able to be with the same Cara.”

“Honey, stop. You’re making this about you when it has nothing to do with you.”

“How does it have nothing to do with me, Dad?”

“You’re assuming it won’t work out, and how that will affect your friendship with Cara. Maybe instead of fighting this, you should support them.”

I returned to campus on Sunday night and entered my dorm room. Cara was crying and eating ice cream with Josh sitting beside her in bed.

“Me and you outside now!” Josh shouted.

We stepped outside into the hallway, and he looked at me angrily.

“She’s been like that since Thursday night, and you need to apologize to her, Beccs.”

“Were you going to tell me?”

“Of course, I wanted to tell you, but Cara wanted to be the one to tell you. I thought she was insane to think you would freak out, but here we are.”

“I don’t want her to hurt you.”

“I don’t want that either, and I will do everything possible to make her happy.”

“I don’t doubt that for a second, Josh, but I know how she is.”

“Beccs, it’s how she’s been with other guys, not me.”

“I will never forgive her if she hurts you.”

“She won’t.”

“How do you know?”

“It’s Cara, Beccs.”

Josh sounded like Cara when she referred to him, and I felt bad that I flew off the handle and said what I had said to her.

“I need alone time with Cara.”

“Let me say goodnight.”

Josh went inside and came outside a few minutes later. I entered the room and looked at Cara, who was no longer crying but still eating ice cream.

“Hey, roomie.”

“Why didn’t you tell me?”

“I was afraid to tell you because I knew you would lose your mind, but I was going to tell you eventually. I didn’t want you to find out that way.”

“I’m sorry I freaked out.”

“Don’t be because we’re not friends anymore. We’re nothing more than roommates now.”

“I’m sorry I voided the oath.”

“That’s three oath penalty if you still care.”

“I do still care.”

“Prove it.”

I said our friendship oath three times and stared at her. As soon as I finished, she jumped out of bed, and we hugged each other tightly. We stopped embracing and sat on my bed.

“I don’t want the usual details, but how did it happen?”

“Josh poured his heart out to me and told me a lot of things I needed to hear and that he was right about. No guy would treat me the way he would and never hurt me.”

“So you’re with him because he’s safe?”

“No, I’m with him because I stopped being afraid and admitted what I had known for a while now.”

“What?”

“That I feel the same way about him.”

“But he loves you, Cara.”

She nodded, shrugged her shoulders, and looked at me.”

“You love him?!”

“I do, but I was too afraid to admit it.”

“I had no idea.”

“Well, now you know.”

It took seeing Josh and Cara together as a couple to get used to, and truthfully, it’s still a bit disturbing for me to see them be affectionate toward one another even though they’re married.

Cara was afraid to tell Josh that she felt the same about him as he did toward her and was afraid to tell me that she had been sleeping with him and they had become a couple. It took courage for her to admit how she felt, and I was doing the same thing with Jenn as she had been doing with Josh.

I showered, dressed, and drove to Jenns parent’s house. When I exited my car, I saw her father come out of the side door and place a trash bag into the garbage. He smiled and waved at me. I walked to him and greeted him.

“She’s sitting in the backyard with her mom. She’ll be happy to see you.”

“I don’t want to interrupt them.”

“Don’t worry about it and go,” he said and returned inside the house.

I took a deep breath, exhaled slowly, and made the short walk from the side door to the gate separating the driveway and backyard.

“I don’t understand, Jennifer. You’ve always wanted this, so why aren’t you happy?”

“It’s been great being home, and I like everyone at work. I’ve reconnected with so many friends, and I’m starting over. I’m moving to a city I’ve never been before where I don’t know anyone or where anything is, Mom.”

Veronica let out a short laugh and stated, “This has nothing to do with your coworkers here or moving to a new city. You’re unhappy because of the woman who sells used cars for a living.”

“Oh my God, Mom! There is nothing wrong with selling used cars for a living. She’s great at it, loves it, and it’s her family’s business.”

“You will find someone amazing in San Francisco.”

“She has a business degree, you know.”

“Please tell me you’re not having second thoughts about taking the job because of her, Jennifer. You hardly know her.”

“I know everything about her, and she knows everything there is to know about me.”

“You’ve worked so hard for this opportunity, and you’re thinking about throwing it away for a woman you’ve known for less than two months?”

“What if she’s the one?”

“Jennifer, my baby, she didn’t ask you to stay when you told her about the job; that says a lot. Besides, you haven’t known her long enough to make a life-altering decision.”

I couldn’t stand to listen to their conversation anymore. I opened the gate and walked into the backyard as Jenn looked at me with wide eyes and a surprised expression.

“Becca, what are you doing here?”

“I need to talk to you.”

“Mom, may I please speak to her privately.”

“Sure,” Veronica responded and walked passed me with angry eyes while Jenn rose from her seat and walked to me.

“I thought we said goodbye at your apartment, Becca.”

“I didn’t want to say goodbye then, and I don’t want to say goodbye now. We haven’t seen each other very long, but I’ve never felt like this about anyone. If you leave, I will be heartbroken.”

“You don’t want me to leave?”

“I want you to stay because I love you. I was afraid to tell you because I didn’t want to scare you away, but I love you. I don’t know how this would work with you being in San Franciso and me here, but I’m willing to try if you are.”

Jenn placed her hand over her mouth, and I watched tears leave her eyes.

“I love you too,” she said and kissed me.

I kissed her back, and we embraced and then let go of one another.

“Being in a long-distance relationship with you here and me on the other side country won’t work, so I’m not taking the job.”

“Are you sure?”

“Positive.”

“It’s your dream job, and you’ve worked so hard for this. I don’t want you to resent me.”

“It’s my decision, and I won’t resent you.”

“Move in with me.”

“What?”

“Move in with me,” I repeated.

“Okay!” she shouted with glee.

She held my hand, and we walked inside the house together.

“Mom and Dad, I’m not taking the job. I’m staying in New York and moving in with Becca.”

“Are you fucking insane!” Veronica shrieked.

“Love makes you do crazy things.”

“Get out of my house!” Veronica shouted.

“Mom, don’t talk to her that way!”

That started Veronica’s ill feelings toward me, but I can see her point. Jenn gave up a job she had worked so hard to get and moved out of her home to live with me in less than two months.

Jenn and I lived in my apartment for three years, and I proposed to her on the anniversary date when we told each other that we loved one another in her parent's backyard. We purchased the townhouse six months later and had been engaged for a little under two years when the accident happened.

Our relationship changed after becoming engaged, and it was my fault. I took Jenn for granted and put work ahead of her and our relationship. She didn’t want to set a date or look at venues.

She wasn’t happy, and I was in denial until she moved out. We were doing so well and were happy again, and I fucked it all up. I was terrified of her not waking up and more terrified of her waking up and ending our engagement and relationship.

It was three days shy of Jenn being in a coma for three weeks. Jenn was out of the intensive care unit and had a private room.

“Holy Shit! Can I get a picture with you?!” I heard a young boy shout.

That’s all I needed to hear to know Tyler was outside the room.

I was sitting beside her bed when Tyler entered with a backpack. He removed the backpack from his shoulder and removed a bottle of rum and a bottle of soda, and three red plastic cups.

“No one is allowed to drink in here, Tyler.”

“I’m not just anyone, Becca,” he said with laughter.

He poured the rum and soda and placed a cup on the table next to Jenn’s bed. We clicked our cups together, and he did the same with Jenn’s cup.

“I’m tired of this shit, Becca, and I can’t wait for her to wake her ass up.”

“What if she doesn’t wake up, Tyler?”

“I know she will. There is no way she’ll ever miss my opening day start, right Jenn?”

“Do you think she can hear us?”

“I know she can. Jenn, stop your shit and wake up already. I need to leave for spring training in a couple of weeks.”

He sighed we took sips of our drinks. Tyler took hold of her hand and said, “I’m looking forward to having you come and stay with me in St. Louis. You’ll spend time with Yara and me, and it’ll be the same great time we always have.”

“I never thought you would ever settle down,” I said with laughter.

“Me neither.”

“Oh shit!” he exclaimed.

“What is it?”

“Her finger twitched!”

“Are you sure?”

“Yes, I’m sure, Becca.”

“Come on, Jenn. Listen to my voice and wake up.”

I took hold of her other hand from the other side of the bed and said, “Babe, come on. Open your eyes.”

Jenna’s eyes lids began to flutter as Tyler shouted, “Nurse!” at the top of his lungs,

He let go of her hand and ran out of the room.

“Come on, babe, wake up!” I screamed.

I was scared while holding her hand and listening to her make gurgling sounds. Two nurses entered with Tyler and then yelled for Tyler and me to leave the room. We stepped outside and watched a doctor sprint down the hallway and into the room.

“The both of you need to go downstairs and wait in the waiting room,” a nurse told us.

Tyler and I were sitting inside the waiting room with my parents, Josh and Cara, when Bob, Veronica, and Jenn’s brother, Peter, arrived. We all sat silently in the waiting room, waiting for the doctor to give us news. Hours later, the doctor arrived.

“Mr. and Mrs. Helms, I’d like to speak with you.”

“I don’t want to lose anything in translation, so please, whatever it is you’d like to tell my wife and me, you can tell all of us.”

“Very well. Jennifer is awake and conscious. Her vitals and reflexes are strong, but I’d like you two to meet with the neurologist now.”

“What’s wrong?” Veronica questioned.

“She appears to be suffering from amnesia, and I’m having the neurologist give her an examination. It would be helpful for her to have you present for the examination. It’s best not to overwhelm her, so please, only you and your husband,” the doctor explained.

After the examination, Veronica entered the waiting room with Bob and cried uncontrollably. Bob explained that Jennifer didn’t recognize them or know her name, age, or even the year it was.

“We’ll know nothing more until they do further testing. Ronnie and I will stay here, so it’s best you all head home. Becca, I promise to call you as soon as we know more.”

I didn’t get a second of sleep that night, and as soon as Bob told me he needed me to come to the hospital with Tyler, I called Tyler and had him pick me up. We arrived at the hospital. Peter told us she didn’t recognize him either.

Tyler went inside first, and when he exited her hospital room and told me the same thing, he was beyond upset.

“It’s unbelievable, Becca. She has no recollection of me or anything about us. It won’t be easy, but I’ll be here when you’re done.”

I nodded and walked slowly into Jenn’s room.

“Jenn, honey, this is your fiancé, Rebecca,” Bob said.

She smiled, and I thought she knew who I was for a second until she said it was nice to meet me.

“Maybe it would help if I spoke to her alone,” Jenn said.

“Okay, honey,” Bob said as Veronica looked at me like she could kill me then and there.

They closed the door as Jenn stared at me.

“May I please have a hug?” I asked.

She nodded, and I approached her slowly. As soon as I wrapped my arms around her, I cried. I cried tears of joy that she was awake but tears of sadness that she had no memory. I let go of her and wiped the tears from my eyes.

“Wow, at least I know one thing. I’m definitely gay,” Jenn said and smiled.

“How are you feeling?”

“My body hurts, and I’m scared.”

“I’m so sorry this happened to you,” I said as I cried again.

“Hopefully, this is temporary, but the doctors don’t know if it is.”

“Do you have questions for me?”

“How long have we been together?”

“Almost five years?”

“How long have we been engaged?”

“Almost two years.”

“Tell me about us. I’d like to know how we met, what we did, and how our life was. Maybe if you tell me those things, it’ll give me a memory of something.”

As was the same with everyone else, Jenn had no memory of me or our relationship. Tyler warned me it would be difficult to deal with, but living through that moment was horrible and terrifying.

“Thank you for that.”

“You’re welcome, babe.”

She smiled when I called her babe and then asked to be alone. I cried so hard as I left her room that I couldn’t see in front of me. Tyler immediately took hold of me; had he not, I would have collapsed onto the floor.

The doctor explained they were keeping her for observation for a couple more days and then would release her. After speaking to the doctor, Veronica lost in on me.

“He said she should be in familiar surroundings. That means in the home she’s lived in most of her life with her parents.”

“It should be her choice.”

“She’s never made good choices, and a serious brain injury isn’t improving that. Over my dead body, will she go home with anyone other than her father and me.

“Okay, but please don’t shut me out.”

“This happened because of you, Rebecca!”

“Ronnie, this isn’t Becca’s fault,” Tyler said in my defense.

“This is entirely her fault. Had she done what she was supposed to, our daughter wouldn’t have gone through any of this! That bitch is not welcome in my home ever again!”

“Damn it, Ronnie! We and I need to do what’s best for Jennifer, and having Rebecca disappear is not best for Jennifer! What’s best for Jennifer is to be around people who love her and who she loves! We need to work together, all of us, to get her better!” Bob shouted.

Two days later, I went to the hospital for her discharge and to follow her, Bob, and Veronica home.

“Okay, honey, we’re taking you home, and Rebecca is going to follow us,” Bob said.

“I live with Rebecca, and I’m going home with her.”

“Jennifer, the doctor said you should be in familiar surroundings.”

“I know, Mom. The most familiar surroundings are at my home.”

“You were living with us before the accident.”

“That was only for a few weeks. I’ve thought about this and feel more likely to have recent memories than childhood ones. I’m going home as in my home.”

“Jennifer, sweetie, I’m your mother, and it’s my responsibility to take care of you.”

“I’m not an invalid. I have a brain injury, and I’m going home with my fiancé.”

“Jennifer!”

“Mom, I’m an adult, so stop it!”

“Veronica, you are welcome in our home at all times. If you want to stay over, you don’t even need to ask. All you do is say that you’re staying.”

Her expression and demeanor told me Veronica wanted to explode, but to her credit, she didn’t and decided it was best not to argue with Jenn. Instead of me following Bob, Jenn, and Veronica home, they followed me and Jenn home.

Jenn didn’t say anything on the drive home; she only looked out her window. We arrived at the community, and as I drove us through the development, she said, “All the homes look the same.”

“You said the same thing when you first saw this place.”

She smiled as I stopped the car in our driveway, and Bob pulled in behind me. We went inside the house, and Jenn looked around and then looked as if she would cry. I gave her a tour of our townhouse, and when we went into her home office and game room, she sat at her desk.

“You spend a lot of time in here.”

She slowly nodded, looked at me, and said, “I’ll take your word for it.”

“Jennifer, are you sure you don’t want to come home?” Veronica asked after a few hours.

“I am home, Mom.”

“Your father and I are heading home to give you some time to acclimate, but I’ll be back first thing in the morning.”

“Okay.”

Bob and Veronica kissed and hugged her goodbye. As soon as they left, Jenn began crying. My instinct was to hug her, and I attempted to without thinking and realized I shouldn’t have when she jumped backward and away from me.

“I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be, and it’s okay.”

“I’m going to go for a walk.”

“Do you want me to come with you?”

“No, I’ll be fine.”

“Take my cell phone number and your cell phone just in case you get lost.”

I was nervous about letting her go for a walk without me, but when she returned an hour later, she was in better spirits.

“Can I make you something to eat?”

“No, but thank you, Rebecca.”

“Did I say something wrong?”

“The only time you call me Rebecca is when you’re mad at me.”

“How do I refer to you?”

“You call me baby, but I don’t expect you to call me that now. Please call me Becca.”

“Okay, Becca.”

“I’m going to get settled in the guest room.”

“Don’t we normally share a bed?”

“Of course, but I don’t want you to feel obligated to share a bed with me.”

“I need to do everything normally as if I didn’t have a damaged brain.”

“If you’re comfortable sharing a bed with me, I don’t have an issue.”

“I wouldn’t say I’m comfortable, but I should.”

“I’m fine with whatever you want to do.”

“I appreciate that,” she responded.

I went into the kitchen with Jenn following me. I opened a pumpkin beer and poured it into a glass.

“May I have a sip of your drink?”

“I don’t know if that’s a good idea.”

“What’s the worse that can happen?”

“Fair point.”

I watched her take hold of the glass, take a sip and then smile.

“Wow, that’s good.”

“We’re both pumpkin freaks.”

“What else do I like?”

We shared the glass of pumpkin beer as a rattled of the things she liked when she asked me if there was more pumpkin beer. I told her we always stocked up on pumpkin beer to enjoy it when it wasn’t available.

“How much do we have?”

“There are five more in the refrigerator, but we have a few cases in the garage.”

“Why yes, I would love a beer of my own.”

“Your wish is my command.”

“How did we meet, Becca?”

“My best friend and sister-in-law, Cara.”

“You work with her, and she played matchmaker.”

“Tell me more. Tell me what happened the first time we met.”

“We hit it off, drank pumpkin beers at the bar, and kissed for the first time when a guy hit on you and didn’t believe you were gay.”

“Guess I wasn’t playing hard to get.”

I laughed and stared at her.

“What?”

“We closed the bar and had sex at my apartment.”

“So I’m a lesbian whore,” she said, shaking her head.

“I was the aggressor.”

“I need to tell you something, Becca.”

“What do you want to tell me.”

“You have amazing eyes.”

I smiled and responded, “You said something to that effect the night we met.”

“How about we get ready for bed, and you tell me everything that happened that night?”

“Yeah, sure.”

That first night with Jenna was surreal as I told her everything that happened the night we met while lying in bed together and the first time we told each other that we loved one another.

“Six weeks after we met, I passed on my dream job and moved in with you?”

“Sounds crazy, doesn’t it?”

“Yeah, but we got engaged and have been together for almost five years, so it isn’t as crazy as it sounds.”

“Your mom hasn’t liked me very much since.”

“Were we close?”

“You and your mom?” I responded as she nodded.

“Yeah, you two are extremely close and talk every day. You’re extremely close to your entire family, and I don’t know anyone who doesn’t like you.”

“I feel horrible about Tyler. He looked like he would cry when I didn’t remember him.”

“Yeah, well, you two are family.”

“He’s attractive, so did me and him ever…you know?”

“No, never.”

“I am gay, so it makes sense that I’ve never been with a guy.”

I uncomfortably laughed while she stared at me.

“Oh, so I had a boyfriend at some point?”

“Not exactly.”

“If I didn’t have a boyfriend, how did I wind up being with a guy?”

“It’s late, and you should rest. We have plenty of time to talk about these things.”

“I want to talk about it now, Becca.”

I sighed and said, “When you were in college, you were friends with this curious girl, but she was in a serious relationship. The guy was all for it but was only supposed to watch you and her. The short story is that in the heat of the moment, you let him have sex with you.”

“In the heat of the moment.”

“She was sitting on your face and told you she wanted to watch him have sex with you, and you agreed, and it happened.”

“I’m disappointed in myself, but having a threesome doesn’t make me a horrible person.”

I again uncomfortably laughed as she again stared at me.

“I had more than one threesome with them?”

“Not with them?”

“With who?!”

“Again, you were in college and had friends with benefits thing going on with an older lesbian couple.”

“How old were they?”

“One was in her late twenties; the other was in her early thirties.”

“How long did that last?”

“About a year.”

“A year! I was fucking two women at the same time for about a year! I am a whore.”

“No, you are not a whore. If you were a whore I wouldn’t have fallen in love and proposed to you. Your body count, including me, is only six, and we were both twenty-seven when we met.”

“You and the two threesomes equals five, so who’s missing?”

“Her name was Amanda. You met her about a year after college and were with her for over two years.”

“Why did it end?”

“It was a mutual decision. You both wanted different things and decided it was best to go your separate ways, but you’re still friends.”

“I’m still friends with my ex-girlfriend. How do you feel about that?”

“I’m fine with it. You don’t talk too often. We see Amanda and her girlfriend twice a year at most.”

“What about you?”

“What about me?

“You know everything about me, but I don’t know…remember anything about you. What’s your body count, and who were you with before me?”

“Including you, my body count is three. I had two short-term girlfriends, one in college and one after college. I wasn’t a complete loser. I dated here and there but never met anyone I wanted to be with seriously until I met you.”

“I need to sleep, but thank you.”

“You’re welcome, and I need you to know I’m here for you.”

“Goodnight, Rebecca…Becca.”

“Goodnight, Jenn.”

The first week of Jenn being home from the hospital was extremely difficult, and the second was as difficult. It was Jenn I was living with and sharing a bed with, but it wasn’t. Telling her things that used to be common knowledge was no longer common knowledge, and seeing her so frustrated made me feel helpless.

Looking into her eyes and knowing my Jenn wasn’t there was like a nightmare come true. My mind was going haywire, and I didn’t know what to do.

“I was terrified that she wouldn’t wake up and also terrified that she would wake up and end our relationship.

Now I’m dealing with this shit and the possibility that Jenn won’t ever be herself again.”

“How off is she?”

“It’s hard to say, Cara. Jenn does things she never did and doesn't do what she used to do. She looks the same, but she’s not the same.”

“Becca, it's been two weeks, and I can’t imagine what this is like, but you need to be strong for her.”

“I know I need to, but I don’t know if I can,” I responded and broke down.

I composed myself before walking into the house, smiling bravely. I entered the house and was shocked to see Jenna dancing and singing as she cleaned.

“I kissed a girl, and I liked it, the taste of her cherry Chapstick,” she sang as I stared at her. She had her headphones on and dressed in her raggedy sweatpants that I hated and a men’s white teeshirt.

She was behaving and wearing what she always did when cleaning, and for the first time, I felt hope until she spoke. Jenn removed her headphones, smiled beautifully, and said, “Hey. Becca. How was your visit to your bros and besties?”

“It was good.”

She never said the word bros or besties because she hated slang terminology, and it made me realize Jenn was no longer Jenn.

“Shit, I did it again, didn’t I?”

“You didn’t do anything, Jenn.”

“Don’t bullshit me! I can see it on your face when I do things I’m not supposed to do!” she shouted in frustration.

“Babe, please calm down.”

When I called her babe, she immediately calmed down and smiled.

“Call me babe from now on.”

“Why?”

“I like how it sounds.”

“Not a problem.”

“Hey, Becca, I think it’s time for you to return to your life.”

“You are my life.”

“That’s sweet, but I don’t want to be a burden. Normalcy is best, and if I’m going to progress, I need you to do what you normally do, so go back to work.”

“You’re not a burden, and my job is safe.”

“Becca, I appreciate you taking me to all my appointments and catering to me, but I need time alone.

It's like I'm under lockdown between you, Tyler, Cara, Josh, my brother, Mom, and Dad. I need to fend for myself in case this is permanent.”

“It’s not permanent, babe.

It’s only been two weeks.”

“I need time on my own!” she shrieked, looked at me, and said, “I’m sorry, but I’m frustrated. I’m grateful and appreciative that everyone is bending backward for me, but I feel like a child. You leave, and my Father comes over. He leaves, and then Tyler, my brother or father, is here. If you’re not here, someone always is.”

“I know this is difficult.”

“Difficult?! It’s a living nightmare! You have no idea what this is like! All these people care and love me; they’re all strangers to me!”

She dropped to her knees, screamed at the top of her lungs, and sobbed. I dropped to my knees, embraced her, and told her everything would be okay.

“I’m sorry,” she said lowly through her tears.

“It’s okay, babe. You’ll be okay.”

“What if I don’t ever get my memory back?”

“Don’t think about it, babe. We’ll continue ahead one day at a time.”

A week later, I reluctantly returned to work. Going about normal life with Jenn at home and not having improved didn't feel right. The neurologist couldn’t tell us if her condition was temporary or permanent. The only thing any of us could do was to keep Jenn positive and hope for the best.

Tyler left for spring training, and her brother had no choice but to return home for work. Cara talked Jenn into having a day out with her that weekend. Cara had been the most positive of us, but Cara was not as positive after spending that day with Jenn.

“Cara, are you okay?”

“Spending the day with Jenn was strange. Jenn was always joking and laughing; now, she’s quiet and serious. I forgot that Jenn isn’t Jenn at different times throughout the day.”

“That happens to me daily.”

Jenn wasn’t Jenn, and I didn’t want to think about her never getting her memory back, but I couldn't help it. It had been three weeks, and her condition hadn’t changed. I would see flashes of Jenn doing things she normally did, but those things hadn’t happened often.

As I showered, my mind went haywire, and all I could think about was that Jenn would never be herself again. It was my fault Jenn was in her condition, and the guilt and despair overwhelmed me. I cried until I felt I had no more tears left and cried some more.

I didn’t want Jenn to know I had been crying, so I calmed down and composed myself before exiting the bathroom. I was stunned to see Jenn watching a reality television show. I sat beside her on the couch, and she looked at me.

“What are you watching, babe?”

“I have no idea what this is other than awful, Becca. I can’t imagine why anyone would consider this crap entertaining.”

I began laughing as she stared at me in confusion.

“What’s so funny?”

“You’ve never liked reality television and never watched it.”

“That’s good to know.”

“Cara and Josh are having a party at their house next weekend, and I’d like to attend if that’s okay.”

“Yeah, it’s more than okay. It’ll be nice to leave the house and have fun for a change.”

“You want to go?”

“Yeah, I want to go.”

“Do you think that’s a good idea? I mean, there will be people who know you who you won’t remember, and it could be a lot for you to deal with,” I responded with concern.

“It can only help.”

“Well, okay then.”

I was extremely worried about Jenn attending Josh and Cara’s party. The house would be full of people who were our friends and coworkers of Jenn and Cara. I wanted to take her home within minutes of our arrival because I could see how overwhelmed she looked.

However, it was the first time that Jenn’s normal personality appeared. As Josh and Cara introduced her to people who had been her friends for years, she smiled and said, “It’s nice of you to see me again, and great for me to meet you for the first time.”

Jenn was comfortable, and Josh, Cara, and I were stunned when she wanted to play beer pong and played as she always did. She called her cups and talked shit as she tossed the ping ball into cup after cup.

“Hey, I want a shot of that,” Cara said to her friend and coworker, Brenda.

When Brenda looked at me for approval, Cara said, “Becca isn’t my mother, so give me a shot.”

I watched Cara take hold of the plastic shot glass and drink it. When she swallowed, she yelled out, “That’s horrible!”

Brenda laughed and said, “You asked for the tequila shot.”

“I don’t ever want another one.”

“You never liked tequila,” Brenda said with a smile.

Seeing Jenn smile, laugh, and have a good time was amazing.

“Babe, are you about ready to go?”

“Yeah.”

“Alright, I’ll order an Uber, and we’ll hit the road.”

“Let’s walk.”

“I can’t walk straight.”

“So let's stumble home. We’re not far from home, and the sky is clear.”

“If you want to do that, we’ll walk home.”

It was about a ten-minute walk from Cara’s house to our townhouse, and Jenn looked up at the stars in the sky as we walked. We walked over halfway home silently when she said, “That was fun, and I’m glad I went.”

“It was nice to see you have fun.”

“Everyone has been so supportive, and I feel bad that all I’ve done is think about myself.”

“Babe, it’s understandable.”

“I guess, but I’m sorry I haven’t considered your feelings. You’ve been amazing since I was released from the hospital, and I need you to know that I appreciate you and am grateful that you’re in my life.”

“Thank you for saying that, but don’t worry about me. I’m fine.”

“Yeah, you’re so fine that you’ve been crying practically every time you’ve showered this week.”

“You’ve heard me?”

“I have a brain injury but am not blind or deaf. I still know when someone has been crying by looking at someone, and my hearing is good.”

I shrugged my shoulders and flashed a smile as we continued walking.

“It’s been a month, and I haven’t made any improvement, and maybe it would be better if I stayed with my parents for a little while.”

“It’s best that you’re home with me.”

“It’s hard enough dealing with this, but I feel horrible seeing how unhappy you are.”

“I’ll do better.”

“You need a break from me.”

“No, I don’t need a break. I promise you I’m fine.”

“Okay, but tell me if and when you need a break, and I’ll understand.”

“I promise I will.”

I awoke, looked at the clock, and realized Jenn was not in bed beside me. It was only past five, and I couldn’t think why Jenn wasn’t still sleeping. I got out of bed, exited the bedroom, and checked the guestroom to find Jenn wasn’t inside.

I walked down the stairs, and Jenn wasn’t in the kitchen or living room. I opened the door to Jenn’s office and was shocked at what she was doing. Jenn had her headphones on and bobbing her head as she typed away on her keyboard.

When Jenn programmed, she always listened to music and moved to the music she heard, but I couldn’t fathom she could be programming. I slowly walked toward her and placed my hand on her shoulder. She jumped, spun her chair around, and looked at me with her hand over her heart.

“You scared the shit out of me and think I may have peed a little.”

“What are you doing?”

“I have no idea.

I woke up and couldn’t fall back asleep, and I felt an uncontrollable feeling to come inside here. As soon as I sat down, I opened my laptop, and it was like my fingers and hands began moving without me thinking. Something felt off, and then I wanted to listen to music.

“How long have you been down here?”

“I have no clue.”

I looked at her laptop screen and was dumbfounded she had been programming.

I felt like passing out when I asked her what she had been doing, and she answered she would explain it to me, but I wouldn’t understand. I asked her to try and explain what she had been doing, and she was right.

I didn’t understand anything she told me, which always happened when I tried talking to her and Cara about programming. I immediately called Cara and tried to explain what Jenna told me she was doing. Cara told me she would be at my house in five minutes.

Cara was in her pajamas and fluffy slippers when she arrived with Josh, who was still half asleep. Cara told me she wanted to talk to Jenn alone and entered the office. She exited over half an hour later and looked astonished.

“I can’t explain it, but Jenn is working on what she had been working on before the accident. Not only that, but she could tell where she stopped programming, and Dean took over. I’ve been talking to her about game physics, and although she can’t explain how she knows, she knows.”

“That’s amazing!”

“Beccs, don’t get your hopes up. We don’t know what this means.”

“Somewhere deep inside her brain, my Jenn is in there. I’ve seen flashes, and I know she’s in there. She cleaned in her normal cleaning outfit, dancing and listening to music. Jenn still loves pumpkin beer and dislikes tequila and reality television. I know you and Cara saw the way she was last night. She was her usual bubbly and humorous self, and she played beer pong the same way she’s always played,” I explained excitedly.

“Beccs, that’s all fine and well, but none of that means she’ll regain her memory.”

“She spent one night partying with a few of her coworkers, and then she woke early and started programming. I’ve been worried about overwhelming Jenn by throwing too much at her. Maybe that’s what I should have been doing all along, but it’s what I will do moving forward.”

“Becca, I understand why you’re excited, but as Josh said, we don’t know what this means. It’s been one month, and so far, slow and steady seems to be winning the race.”

When I went to Jenn’s parent's house later that day, Veronica agreed that it would be best for us not to hold back any longer, although Bob didn’t agree.

“The family is dying to see her, so I’m going to invite everyone over next weekend and throw Jenn a welcome home party!” she exclaimed and began making phone calls.

I knew Bob was right as soon as we arrived. I couldn’t blame Jenn’s family for wanting to see her and being excited about seeing her, but she was emotionally overcome, especially when interacting with her grandmother.

Jenn’s grandmother on her mother’s side kept telling Jenn stories about her childhood and saying, “You remember,” as if Jenn could remember.

“Mom, she doesn’t remember,” Veronica kept saying after each story.

“Of course, she remembers,” Grandma Joann kept responding.

“I don’t remember! I don’t remember any of these fucking stories, damn it!” Jenn snapped and ran out of the house and into the backyard.

I gave her a moment and then went outside to the backyard, where Jenn sobbed uncontrollably.

“Becca, please take me home. I need to go home right now,” she pleaded as she held me tightly.

“Sweetheart, grandma is getting on in years, and she doesn’t fully understand,” Veronica said as soon as she joined us outside.

“You are home, sweetie. Inside your home is your family who loves you. It’s good for you to hear those stories, sweetie, so come back inside.”

“I can’t do this, and I’m going to my home with Becca.”

Veronica looked at me with anger and disdain as Jenn let go of me.

“Come back inside, sweetheart.”

“I’m not returning inside because Becca is taking me home.”

Veronica looked as if she were about to erupt, and all it took was for Jenn to take hold of my hand for Veronica to lose her mind.

“She’s the reason you had the accident, and you have no memory, but nothing has changed! Rebecca still has a hold on you that I will never understand! Instead of spending time with your family and getting better, you want to leave with her! You’re holding the hand of the woman who has ruined your life in more ways than one!”

I was tired of Veronica’s dislike toward me, and as badly as I wanted to bite my tongue, I couldn’t. I pulled my hand from Jenn’s hand and pointed at Veronica.

“Say one more word, and I will give you the ass-whooping of your life!”

“Why am I not surprised that instead of using words you first thought is of physical violence?”

“I’m done talking to you because no matter what I say, it’s never good enough!”

“That’s because no matter what you say, you will never be good enough for my daughter! All you needed to do was let her leave for California, and she would have an amazing life!”

“She has an amazing life here in New York. She loves her job, friends, and life with me!”

“She did love her job and friend but not her life with you! If she loved her life with you, she wouldn’t have moved back home to her father and me!”

“Relationships aren’t perfect, and we had our issues, but we were getting passed them!”

“Until you chose not to do what you should have done!”

I didn’t have an immediate rebuttal because I felt she was right. It was my fault that Jenn had the accident and had amnesia. I looked at Veronica and said, “I know.”

She looked like she had plenty more to say to me, but my response threw her off. Veronica and I had been so locked in and caught in the heat of the moment that neither of us realized Jenn was no longer with us.

“Where did she go, Rebecca?”

“I don’t know,” I responded.

Our eyes opened wide when we heard the rumble of Jenn’s car engine. Without saying a word, we both took off toward the garage. We heard the tires spinning and watched Jenn speed down the driveway and drive off.

“How does that car still work?!”

“Bob had it fixed. He planned to surprise her with it.”

I wondered for a moment how she got the key to the car until I remembered. The key to the car had always been on the same key ring as her house keys.

“At least she still knows how to drive,” Jenn’s aunt Maryanne said aloud.

“That car is thirty-six years old. It has no airbags or a GPS. She doesn’t have her cell phone, and who knows where is she driving? I should call the police,” Veronica replied.

“She’s not doing anything illegal, honey. The car is registered and insured by her.”

“Jenn wanted me to take her home, and she knows how to get home from here, so I’m sure that’s where she went. I’m going home, and I will call you.”

“Honey, Becca is right. In all likelihood, Jennifer is driving home and will arrive safely.”

“You call me as soon as you get, Rebecca.”

“I will, Veronica.”

Something deep down inside told me Jenn wasn’t driving home. I knew Jenn’s memory was absent, but whenever she was upset and needed to think, she always went to the same place.

My heart pounded at the thought she wouldn’t be there. It was a short drive, but I was relieved when I saw her Camaro parked in her high school parking lot. I parked my car beside hers, exited, and walked toward the baseball field.

Jenn was sitting where she always sat. I didn’t say a word and took the seat next to her. I took hold of her hand, kissed the top of her hand, and squeezed her hand tightly.

“You know me better than I know me. I don’t know why I’m here. When I turned out of the driveway, my brain knew where it wanted me to go, even though I didn’t, and here I am.”

“This is your high school, and you’re sitting in the spot you always sat in when you watched Tyler pitch. You come here whenever you need to clear your head.”

“My head couldn’t be clearer since it’s practically blank.”

“Your dad didn’t think it was a good idea, but your mom and I did, and I apologize for putting you through that. I should have talked to you about it instead of surprising you.”

“It’s okay. I would have agreed to go had you or my mom told me.”

“That makes me feel better,” I admitted.

“Has my mom always treated you the way she did tonight?”

“Not exactly, but close enough.”

“Becca, why do I feel safer with you than anyone?”

“I don’t know.”

“That makes two of us,” she responded with laughter and kissed the top of my hand.

“Let’s take the car back to your parent's house and go home.”

“It’s my car, so I’m taking it home.”

“How do you know it’s your car?”

“The key is on my key ring and the license plate.”

“I’ve always said it’s a clever personalized license plate.”

“My dad thought the “LZ” in “LZGOFAST” stood for lets,” she laughed.

“What did you say?”

“I said my dad thought the “LZ” in “LZGOFAST” stood for lets.”

“I know that, but how do you know that?!”

“I have no idea.”

“Babe, that is called a memory!”

“Shit, you’re right!”

We both rose from our seats, held one another, and squealed while jumping up and down. We let go of each other, and I gazed into Jenn’s eyes as she gazed into mine. Jenn wasn’t Jenn, and one memory didn’t change that fact.

I wanted to kiss and pull her body into mine, but I didn’t want to ruin the moment. I was no longer a stranger to her but I wasn’t the woman she was to me.

“Since you’re taking the car home, follow me home. Better yet, drive my car, and I’ll drive yours.”

“You can’t drive a stick shift, so I’ll drive my car home.”

I stared at her with my eyes opened wide.

“Sorry, I couldn’t resist,” she said with laughter.

At that moment, I was as hopeful as I had been about Jenn recovering. She had displayed traits that made Jenn her, had a memory, and looked into my eyes as she did when she wanted to give and receive affection. It was her only memory after seven weeks of being released from the hospital.

“Becca, that young couple over there is close to pulling the trigger, but I can’t get them to commit."

“You want to be a sales manager; a sales manager doesn’t ask for help.

If you can’t close them, do yourself a favor and walk out the fucking door, Andy.”

“You’re not going to help me?” he asked with surprise.

“If helping you means making the sale, I’m keeping your fucking commission.”

“Andy, I got you, buddy. Work on them and give me a few minutes with my sister,” Josh said.

“He needs to get his shit together!”

“Andy has his shit together, Beccs. The kid worked his way from washing cars to the service department, and into the most talented salesperson this dealership has ever had, excluding family. You’re his mentor, and what you said to him is out of line.”

“Tough love, Josh.”

“Making Andy feel like shit isn’t tough love, Beccs.

It’s called you being a bitch, and that’s not you. Go home because you’re here but not here and haven’t been for a while.”

“If Jenn were Cara, you wouldn’t be able to function, so spare me the fucking speech, Joshua!”

“You’re right. I can’t fathom what this has been like for you, but shitting on Andy doesn’t change anything.”

“Loud and clear, Josh. I’ll help Andy close the deal and apologize to him.”

“I’ll help Andy, and if I close the deal, I do, and if I don’t, I don’t. If they don’t buy the mini-van, someone else will. Go home to Jenn, Beccs.”

Josh telling me to go home wasn’t anything new. He was always the voice of reason but a voice I chose to ignore. I looked at the time on the clock, and for the first time since I could remember, I didn’t care. All I cared about was going home to Jenn.

I entered our home, and when I saw she wasn’t downstairs, I walked upstairs and into our bedroom. I heard her talking from our bathroom and entered our bathroom. Jenn was wrapped in a towel and leaning against the vanity while holding her cell phone.

“I’ll see you tomorrow morning at nine,” she said, ending her call.

“Where are you going to be tomorrow morning at nine?”

“I’ll be where I’m at,” she said with laughter as I looked at her with seriousness.

“I’m going back to work.”

“Do you think you’re ready for that?”

“Working is the only thing that makes me feel normal, and I’m tired of working from home.”

“Do you want me to drive you to the office?”

“Thanks, but I have my car, Becca, and why are you home so early?”

“I wasn’t having a good day and decided I’d rather be home with you.”

“How about we order in and watch a movie?”

I couldn’t stop myself from staring at her cleavage. I wanted to rip the towel off her body and then lick and kiss every inch of her body.

“That sounds perfect.”

Lying on the couch with my head resting against Jenn’s leg as we watched the movie made me happy. As she stroked my hair, I almost forgot Jenn suffered from amnesia. I had laid that way and watched movies with Jenn more times than I could remember, and it felt normal.

“I need to be up bright and early tomorrow morning, so I’m heading upstairs.”

“I’ll be up in a bit.”

Jenn went upstairs, and I sat on the sofa with my mind racing. Jenn’s sense of humor was returning, and she was going back to work. I needed to think of a way to get my Jenn back while not overwhelming her. I thought long and hard but couldn’t think of what I could do.

I walked into our bedroom and looked at Jenn’s sleeping face. I wanted us to return to how we were before I began putting my job ahead of her, and I needed Jenn to be herself again. I quietly got into bed and closed my eyes.

Jenn placed her right arm across my stomach, and I placed my arm over hers. It’s how we normally slept before the accident, but the first time since she’d been released from the hospital. It was like Jenn’s memory was trying to return, but it was locked. All I knew was that I needed to find the key.

When Jenn left for work, I immediately called Cara to let her know Jenn was going back to work. I asked Cara to keep an eye on her and to call me during her lunch break to let me know how Jenn did during the morning.

I went to work, sat in my office, and put my legs on my desk. I reclined my chair and stared at the ceiling, trying to think of what I could do to try and help unlock Jenn’s memory. I laughed, and I finally thought of what to do. It had been so obvious I was in disbelief that it had taken me so long. I exited my office and went into my father’s office.

“You win, Dad.”

“What did I win?” he responded in confusion.

“I’ll come off the sales floor.”

He looked at me stunned and asked, “Why now?”

“Jenn needs me, and I can’t be there for her the way I need to be if I remain in my current position. I need to have normal hours to have a normal life.”

“You told me you wouldn’t be happy if you weren’t in sales, so are you sure about this?”

“It’ll be an adjustment, but I’ll adjust.”

“I know who I have in mind to step into your shoes, but what are your thoughts?”

“Alex deserves the promotion, and Andy deserves to step into Alex’s role.”

“We’re on the same page, sweet pea.”

“I want to be the person to tell Andy if that’s okay.”

“That’s more than okay, so you tell Andy, and I’ll tell Alex.”

I was excited to tell Andy about his well-deserved promotion, but I also wanted to have fun with him and knew what to do to have fun. I exited my office and walked onto the sales floor as Andy arrived for his shift.

“Andy, did you close that couple last night?” I asked although I knew the answer.

“No, I didn’t.”

“Why not?”

“It wasn’t the right thing to do. They don’t have good credit, and the payments were too high.”

“Why didn’t you steer them toward something that could afford?”

“We don’t have anything in inventory that meets their needs, but I’ll reach out to them when we do.”

“I need to see you in my office now,” I said sternly.

Andy followed me into my office, and I told him to close the door and sit.

“Why didn’t you close the deal, Andy.”

“That’s not what we do here, Becca.”

“What do we do here?”

“We sell low mileage late model vehicles at a reasonable price but only to people who can afford to purchase. They couldn’t afford to purchase the vehicle, so I didn’t sell it to them, and I know I didn’t do anything wrong.”

“You didn’t do anything wrong, Andy. You always do the right thing and are phenomenal at your job, which is why you’re officially a sales manager.”

“Please tell me you’re not joking.”

“I’m not joking. Alex is taking over for me, and I’ll slowly and eventually take over for my father.”

Alex smiled, and I watched a tear leave his eye.

“Thank you so much. You have no idea what this means to me.”

“I know how much this means to you, and don’t thank me because you deserve this. You started from the bottom and worked your ass off, and I hope you’re so happy here that you will remain a member of our family.”

“I need to hug you, Becca.”

“That’s great because I need a hug.”

Andy hugged me tightly while lifting me, then placed me on my feet.

“I’m sorry I haven’t been myself lately.”

“You don’t need to apologize. I can’t imagine what dealing with Jenn’s condition has been like.”

“I wouldn’t wish this on my worse enemy.”

“Your dad told me she’s been slowly making progress.”

“Slowly is the key term. I’m frustrated but am trying to remain hopeful.”

“Jenn is a good person, and it’s horrible that bad things happen to good people, but I’ve been praying for her.”

“Thank you, Andy.”

After promoting Andy, I wondered how Alex would take the news when my father told him. I didn’t need to wonder long as I heard him yell at the top of his lungs and then watched him walk out of my father’s office with a confident swagger.

After I promoted Andy and my father promoted Alex, I went into my father’s office and began the first day of my new position. I wouldn’t say I enjoyed looking at spreadsheets and dealing with vendors, marketing, and advertising, but I didn’t hate it either. My cell phone didn’t ring more than once when I answered Cara’s call.

“How was Jenn?”

“Becca, it was wild. Chuck gathered everyone to welcome Jenn back, and she looked like a deer in headlights but got through it. I walked her into her office, and she spun around like she always did when she sat in her chair. Then she left her office, entered the staff kitchen, and grabbed an energy drink as usual. She walked toward her office while sipping her energy drink and said what she always said.”

“She didn’t, Cara.”

“Yes, she did, Becca. She said even though she was closing her door, her door was always open. Jenn entered her office and closed the door, and everyone was shocked.”

“What is she doing now?”

“What did she always do?”

“She’s working through lunch.”

“Yes, Becca, she’s working through lunch. She has her headphones on, bobbing to the music and typing away as if possessed.”

“Please call me at the end of the day, and if she freaks out between now and then.”

“Done and done.”

Five minutes passed, Cara called me, and I was both stunned and excited.

“At five on the dot, Jenn walked out of her office, shouted goodnight, and left.”

I repeatedly said, “Oh my God,” as if I were chanting the words.

“It’s a positive sign, but it’s one day, Becca.”

“I know, Cara, but this is exciting!”

“Yeah, it is!”

“I’m heading home.”

“At this time?”

“I’ll explain tonight.”

When I arrived home, it was surreal. Jenn was in the kitchen, talking on the phone and making quesadillas. Jenn always worked through lunch, and when she got home was starving and would eat something small before dinner.

She smiled and looked at me as if I were doing something wrong. Jenn tapped her lips with the index finger of her left hand, which she did when she wanted me to kiss her hello. We hadn’t kissed since the accident, so I gave her a peck on her lips.

Jenn rolled her eyes, shook her head, and kissed my lips. She kissed my lips as before the accident, with one long kiss followed by two small pecks.

“Sorry, mom. Becca just walked in, so as I was saying, being at work was great. Everyone was so nice, and it helped that Cara was there. It was a strange feeling when I went into my office. I didn’t remember being inside, but it felt familiar and comforting. The day flew by.”

I watched her finish making quesadillas as she listened to what her mother said on the phone.

“I love you too, Mom, and I’ll talk to you tomorrow. Hug and kiss Dad for me.”

She sighed with happiness as she ended the call and placed her cell phone on the counter. Jenn opened the refrigerator and plopped two globs of sour cream and guacamole onto her plate. She smiled at me with her beautiful smile.

“Want one?”

“No. I’m not hungry.”

“I’m fucking starving.”

“You always are when you come home from work after skipping lunch.”

“How did you know I skipped lunch?”

“I asked about you when I spoke to Cara.”

She let out a short laugh and said, “It must be nice to have your best friend work with me. You can check on me whenever you want.”

“Please, don’t be upset with me. Today was a big deal, and I needed to know you were okay.”

“I’m not upset with you, but why are you home so early, Becca?”

“No more long nights and staying after hours. As of today, I’m officially a nine-to-five girl, Monday through Friday.”

“Is this what you want?”

It wasn’t what I wanted but what I needed to do for her. I could learn to like my new position, and although I may never love it, I loved Jenn. Despite her condition, my feelings toward her hadn’t changed, and I felt terrible I had taken her for granted and was responsible for her situation.

“It is what I want, but I also want to take you on a date.”

“Sure, but where are you taking me?”

“It’s a surprise, and I need you to be ready to go by six on Friday.”

“I don’t know if I liked surprises before, and I’m looking forward to it, but since I don’t know where you’re taking me, I don’t know how to dress.”

“I’m going to lay out an outfit for you to wear, and I’ll leave it on our bed before I leave for work that morning.”

“Okay,” she responded with excitement.

On that Friday morning, I laid out clothes for Jenn as I told her, and as my workday ended, I felt anxious. I didn’t know if what I had planned for us would be good for her or put her in a bad state of mind. The only thing I could do was hope for the best.

“Is it me, or does my ass look amazing in these slacks?”

“It’s not you, babe,” I responded with a smile.

Jenn didn’t own the same outfit, but I did my best to match it as best as possible. I told her I needed fifteen minutes to shower and change. Jenn looked at me with the once-familiar look that I missed very much.

“Am I driving, or do you want to drive, Becca?”

“Neither of us is driving.”

We arrived at the same bar we had first met all those years ago. The bartender, Dave, who served us that night was now the owner, and since Jenn and I returned often, I had no problem ensuring we could sit at the same two bar stools as we had that night when I called and explained the situation.

“Okay, Becca, what’s the surprise?”

“Let’s get drinks, and I’ll tell you.”

Jenn didn’t know what she wanted to drink. I ordered an old-fashioned cocktail, and after Jenn took a sip, she ordered the same. I was not fond of the drink, but I ordered it because Jenn loved it.

We drank our drinks while talking to each other about our day. Jenn had a great first week back at work and was as happy as she’d been since the accident. I hoped it wouldn't ruin her mood when I told her why I had taken her to the bar.

Jenn ordered another round of drinks. When Dave placed the drinks in front of us, she again asked the question.

“This is where we met almost five years ago.”

“It is?”

“Yeah, it is. I’m wearing something similar to what I wore that night, and so are you.”

She stared at me momentarily, smiled, and said, “So my surprise is that you want to get me drunk and then have your way with me.”

“I didn’t bring you here for that reason.”

Jenn looked at me with a pouty face, laughed, and said, “I guess we’ll see how the night goes but tell me about that night.”

“I told you about that night already.”

“I must have forgotten,” she said with laughter.

“That’s not funny, babe.”

“Yeah, it is.”

“Okay, it is,” I admitted.

“Are we sitting where we sat on that night?”

“Yeah, we are.”

“Becca, you have been amazing toward me, and I appreciate that you have. I know we weren’t in the best place before that accident, but you wouldn't be doing this if you didn’t love me.”

Jenn’s words were difficult to hear. I did love her, but she didn’t love me. I didn’t doubt she loved me before the accident, but that was Jenn then and not at that moment.

“Did I say something to make you upset?”

“No, babe, I’m fine.”

“You don’t look fine. You look fantastic, but not the look on your face.”

“Thank you, but I’m fine.”

“I have an idea, Becca. I want you to play me on the night we met here.”

“We need to switch seats then.”

Jenn and I switched seats, and she said, “I kissed you first, right?” with a smirk.

“Yeah, you did.”

“You need to kiss me.”

“You want me to kiss you?”

“I want you to kiss me the way I kissed you that night.”

I kissed her as she kissed me that night. I pressed my lips against hers and kissed Jenn for the first time since the accident, and when she opened her mouth slightly, I kissed her with my tongue. While we kissed with our tongues, Jenn placed her hands on my buttock and squeezed.

We stopped kissing, and I felt lost looking into her beautiful blue eyes. She kissed me as she always had, with passion and meaning. We smiled at one another, and she said, “Let’s go home.”

“We just got here, babe.”

“I know, but I want to go home.”

“Are you okay?”

“Yeah, I’m great, but I want to go home now.”

I paid for our drinks, ordered an Uber, and couldn’t help but feel something was wrong with Jenn. She was quiet and seemed to be deep in thought. She didn’t say a word on the drive home. We exited the car, and I followed her into the house.

As soon as I closed the door, Jenn pressed her body against mine and pinned me against the door. She kissed me, and my knees felt weak.

“Becca, I want you.”

It was nice to hear, but I was torn. I wanted Jenn badly, and keeping my hands off her was increasingly difficult. 

“We shouldn’t.”

“Why not?” she immediately asked.

“Your condition.”

“Becca, listen to me. I know what I want, and I want to fuck the brain out of your head. I’m tired of masturbating to the thought of being with you, and I know you want me.”

Jenn didn’t give me a chance to respond and stuck her tongue in my mouth. She unbuttoned my jeans and lowered the zipper as we kissed with our tongues. The next thing I knew, her hand was beneath the waistband of my panties, and her fingers were touching me.

She pulled my panties and jeans down to my ankles, dropped to her knees, and went down on me as I leaned against the door. Jenn was being honest when she said she wanted me. I swayed my hips into her mouth as she devoured my pleasure zone.

Jenn stopped going down on me and quickly rose from her knees. She smiled at me and slowly undressed as I watched with excitement. Jenn was nude and slowly walked backward toward the stairs.

I watched her turn and stared at her bare ass as she walked up the stairs. I removed my shoes, stepped out of my panties and jeans, and began removing my shirt and bra as I walked up the stairs.

Jenn sat on the foot of the bed and stared at my nude body with lust in her eyes. She called me to her by waving her index finger and spreading her legs.

“I want your mouth right here,” she said, pointing to her vagina.

I wasted no time as I dropped to my knees and tasted her. I felt odd going down on Jenn for no reason other than not knowing what to do. Jenn liked rough sex, but I didn’t know how this version of Jenn wanted me to perform.

It was something I couldn’t think about for long as she gently pushed my head away from her. I was momentarily confused and didn’t know if she no longer wanted to have sex. I rose to my feet and saw a crazed look in her eyes.

Jenn rose from the bed and kissed me passionately as she turned my body. She stopped kissing me and pushed me hard onto the bed. Jenn pressed her nude body against mine, then nibbled and gently bit my nipples. She then slid down my body and placed herself between my legs. 

“Oh shit!” I exclaimed.

Jenn ate my pussy as always, and my eyes rolled to the back of my head. As Jenn orally pleasured me, she pushed my leg, telling me she wanted me to roll over. I was on my stomach with Jenn’s tongue inside my pussy when she stopped going down.

Jenn bit my ass cheeks hard, rimmed my asshole, and then alternated between eating my ass and pussy. Jenn ate my ass and finger fucked my pussy simultaneously as I panted and held onto the bed sheets.

“Babe, I’m going to cum!” I shouted and then orgasmed at the top of my lungs.

Jenn removed her tongue from my ass and her fingers from my vagina. I rolled over onto my back and smiled at her. She placed herself over my face, and I pulled her to my mouth.

Since Jenn had performed how she had before the accident, I thought the best idea was to perform on her as she liked. I placed my hands on her tits, squeezed, and pulled on her nipples with force. My face was drenched in her juices as she slid her pussy across my mouth.

“Becca, fuck me!” she commanded and removed herself from over my face.

“You mean fuck you as in fuck you fuck you?”

“My brain is damaged, but I know how lesbians fuck each other, and that’s what I want you to do.”

I got off the bed, entered my closet, and grabbed my strap-on. I exited the closet and found Jenn waiting for me on her knees. I placed myself behind her and entered her pussy with the dildo.

“Fuck me hard!”

I grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled her head back as I pounded her pussy. Jenn liked to be fucked the same as before the accident, and it was surreal that she did. Of all the things she hadn’t remembered, she somehow remembered how she liked to be fucked. Jenn was so wet I heard the dildo moving back and forth in pussy as I fucked her.

“Put in my ass!”

“Are you sure?”

“Becca put it in my fucking ass!”

I removed the dildo from her pussy and slowly inserted it into her ass. Jenn loved anal and liked it as hard and fast as she liked having her pussy fucked. I pounded her, reached around her, and played with her clitoris.

My mind was blown when she pushed my hand away and began playing with herself as I fucked her ass. I placed my hands on her shoulders for leverage and fucked her as fast and hard as possible. My mind almost exploded when she said, “I’m close to cumming, baby!”

Her body shook, stopped shaking, and then shook again as she climaxed. I removed the strap-on dildo and removed it from my body. I placed it on the nightstand and placed myself beside Jenn.

“Baby, that was so fucking good, but I don’t know what happened.”

“What do you mean?”

“It was like I was on autopilot. I didn’t need to think about what to do and what I wanted. It popped into my head, and I honestly had no idea why I wanted you to fuck me in my ass until you did. It felt amazing.”

“Why do you look like you want to tell me something?”

“I do, but I feel strange about it.”

“Tell me, babe.”

“For some reason, I want you to play with my feet.”

“You do?”

“Yeah, I do, and I don’t know why, but I want you to you.”

Feet were something I had never thought about until I met Jenn. For some reason, her feet turned me on, and I developed a foot fetish. The odd thing was that only her feet turned me on. I told her to lie on her stomach and then crawled to the bottom of the bed.

I took hold of her right foot and licked between her toes. I sucked on each one and licked the sole of her foot up to her toes and down again. She began playing with herself as I did with her left foot.

“Baby, east my ass.”

Whenever I messed around with Jenn’s feet, she would get so turned on that she would ask me to eat her ass, and I hoped that when I did, she would want something else. I buried my tongue in her ass while she continued to touch herself.

“I’ll be right back.”

She got off the bed, quickly entered my closet, and exited with our thrusting vibrator. She gave it to me and got back into position.

“Do it.”

“Do what, babe?”

“You know what I want.”

“Tell me what you want.”

“The vibrator in my pussy and your tongue in my ass.”

Jenn had another orgasm as I held the thrusting vibrator in place, and it did its job as I tongue fucked and licked her asshole.

“I’m a freak,” she said with laughter.

“Liking what you like doesn’t make you a freak.”

“I’ve constantly been masturbating.”

“You always have.”

“I have?”

“Your sex drive is extremely high, but how did you know where the toys are?”

“I snooped, found them, and have been using them.”

After having sex that night for the first time since her accident, she couldn’t keep her hands off me for the rest of the weekend. The sex was as great as it had always been, and I loved that she began calling me baby.

Cara called me during lunch on Monday morning to tell me Cara was back to kissing the picture she had of us on her desk in her office before beginning her work day.

“Jenn was in the best mood since she returned to work. She walked in with a strut and looked stress-free. She acted the way she did after getting laid.”

I let out a short laugh and didn’t respond.

“Becca, did she get laid?”

“All weekend long. I took Jenn to the bar where we met for the first time. She wanted me to pretend to be her the night we met and kissed. After we kissed, she told me she wanted to go home, so we went home.

As soon as we arrived home, she attacked me.”

“What was it like?”

“It was normal, Cara. It was having sex with Jenn, my Jenn.”

“Was everything normal?”

“Cara, everything was normal. The way she kissed me and the things she likes to do and have done to her.”

“That’s great.”

“I know,” I responded with excitement.

I arrived home and still wasn’t used to being home before Jenn. All I could think about were all those nights I came home later than I was supposed to come home with Jenn waiting for me. Jenn wouldn't have had the accident if I hadn’t been so stubborn and selfish.

Jenn walked through the door and said, “Yes, I will be there.”

She sighed, shook her head, and again said, Yes, Tyler, I will be there, so stop already, and I’ll talk to you tomorrow.”

“What was that about?”

“Tyler is making his first season start, and he wants me to go.”

“Do you want to go?”

“Of course, I want to go.

I’ve never missed his first season start, and I won’t now because of my condition.”

Jenn and I loved baseball, but she loved it more than I did because of Tyler. Jenn’s father gave her his love of the game, but Tyler brought her love for the game to another level. She watched him play baseball from the pee wee league to the big leagues.

I hoped watching Tyler pitch would bring back memories buried somewhere in her damaged brain. It made me feel positive and happy that Jenn was excited about going to St. Louis. As I drove her toward Tyler’s house, Jenn was in awe.

I was overjoyed to see how thrilled Jenn was to see Tyler when I stopped the rental car in his driveway. She was so happy to see Tyler she forgot to take her seatbelt off before attempting to get out of the car. It was like old times as I watched her sprint toward him and then leap into his waiting arms.

“Welcome back to my humble home Jenn!”

“Humble home, my ass, Tyler!” she exclaimed with laughter.

I followed behind Tyler and Jenn as Tyler gave her a tour of his home. Not only had Jenn helped Tyler to select the house she also worked with his interior designer since she knew him so well. I told Jenn about it before our arrival, but I could tell not remembering disturbed her.

I left Jenn and Tyler alone to talk, and they did for a couple of hours. Jenn entered the entertainment room and told me she was heading to bed. I kissed her goodnight and sat alone for a few more minutes until Tyler entered.

Tyler looked upset and sad, and his eyes were glassy as if he were holding back tears. Tyler sat beside me, turned his head, and looked at me as I locked eyes.

“This sucks, Becca. It’s like she’s her, but she’s also not.”

“I know what you mean. Jenn does not recall how much she hates to fly, but she acted the same way. Jenn was nervous, and she squeezed my hand when the plane took off down the runway. As usual, once the plane reached cruising altitude, she relaxed and was fine.”

“I tell her all these stories about our childhood and the dumb shit we did growing up, hoping she’ll remember something, but she doesn’t. I feel horrible for her, and it’s selfish, but I want my best friend back.”

“Why isn’t Yara here?”

“She’s in Brazil.”

“What is she doing in Brazil when you’re making your first season start?”

“She decided to go home to spend time with her family after she gave me the engagement ring back.”

“Tyler, what happened?”

Tyler didn’t respond verbally but looked at me and then shrugged.

“Seriously, Tyler?”

“Yara has always been jealous about my relationship with Jenn; she convinced herself that Jenn having amnesia gives me the opening I’ve always wanted.”

“Jenn has amnesia, but it didn’t change her sexuality.”

“No shit, Becca but Yara didn’t want to hear it. She’s always been jealous but exceptionally jealous when it comes to Jenn. Yara told me she wouldn’t live her life being second in my life.”

“You love her more than you’ve loved anyone.”

“You’re preaching to the choir.”

“How long has it been?”

“A few days.”

“How are you holding up?”

“I’m fine at practice and on the field, but it’s nice to have you and Jenn here.”

“Did you tell Jenn?”

“Yeah, I did, and her amnesia hasn’t changed her feelings toward Yara,” he responded with a chuckle.

“In all fairness, Yara didn’t come to see Jenn or call her once.”

“She knows Jenn dislikes her.”

“Jenn dislikes her because Yara dislikes Jenn.”

“Game time tomorrow, so I’m going to bed.”

“See you after the game.”

I was stunned seeing Jenn place her index and middle fingers to her lips and blow four kisses at  Tyler after he completed his warmup pitches. It made me happy that she somehow remembered their ritual. Jenn seemed comfortable and at ease at the baseball game. She even ate her normal snacks. It made me feel that Jenn was getting closer to recovering her memory.

“I knew Tyler was good, but wow!”

“He’s not just good, babe. Tyler is one of the top pitchers in all baseball.”

“I knew that, but seeing him in action was amazing.”

Tyler needed to leave directly from the stadium for a road trip, so Jenn and I said goodbye to him and returned to his house, where we would be spending the night before leaving for the airport in the morning.

I showered and changed into my nighttime sleepwear, and after showering, I found Jenn outside. She was sitting in a chair in the backyard and staring at the stars in the night sky. Her expression told me she was deep in thought.

“You’re getting closer by the day to recovering your memory.”

“What makes you say that?”

“Your ritual with Tyler. One kiss for each stop and a final kiss for making the majors.”

“I didn’t remember. I saw it repeatedly in a bunch of videos and thought if I did it, Tyler would play well.”

“Oh.”

“I’m so fucking frustrated!” she shouted.

“You have every right to be frustrated, and it’s going to take time for you to get better.”

“It’s been two months, and nothing has changed. I feel like I was inserted into someone else's life, and I don’t know who I am or what I’m supposed to be.”

“You need to stay positive, babe.”

“Positive? I do things and say things without thought, and when I do, I see how happy that makes people, but I’m not happy. I feel like I’m pretending to be someone I’m not, but then again, I don’t know who the fuck I am.”

“You don’t need to hide how you feel. I’m here for you.”

“I know you are, but I want to be alone right now.”

“Okay, but if you need me, let me know.”

That conversation with Jenn hurt to hear, and my mind raced with thoughts. I didn’t know if she had seen videos of her doing and saying things she subconsciously did because of the videos and not because she was recovering.

Jenn didn’t come to bed that night because she stayed up all night and slept during the flight back to New York. I had believed that spending the night at Tyler’s and watching him pitch would affect her positively, but it didn’t. It had an adverse effect on her.

As the days and weeks passed, Jenn’s bubbly personality slowly disappeared, and she became withdrawn and quiet.  The doctors were stumped by her condition, making her feel helpless and hopeless.

She began locking herself in her office and would spend hours watching home movies of her childhood and looking at pictures of the life she couldn’t remember. She began snapping at me and apologizing immediately after snapping.

I planned to take Jenn on dates we had and to visit places we’d been together, but it went by the wayside. I felt I could jog her memory by acting out the events of dates we had as I did when I took her to the bar where we first met. It did nothing but make her more frustrated.

“I don’t want to do this anymore, Becca.”

“It can’t hurt.”

“All it does is make me hurt! Reenacting these dates, we had is a reminder that my brain is broken!”

“We’ll create new memories, babe, and I know you’ll recover in time.”

“I guess you know more than the neurosurgeons who don’t know shit! I’m sorry.”

“It’s okay, babe.”

Jenn was calling me Becca more than baby, making me feel terrible. The only time she called me baby was when we had sex. I felt like she was slipping away from me, and I didn’t know what to do.

Jenn and I weren’t in a good place, and when Delia entered the picture, I became jealous. Jealousy was unfamiliar because Jenn had never given me a reason to feel jealous. Even when we were at our worse, the thought of her cheating never entered my mind.

When Jenn told me about Delia for the first time, I thought nothing of it. Jenn told me the game studio hired a talented programmer from Seattle, and she was learning as much as she was teaching.

After a few weeks, Cara told me Jenn was no longer doing her normal things at work. Instead of Jenn locking herself in her office, she and Delia would hang out for a while before going about her day. Jenn no longer worked through lunch and instead went to lunch with Delia.

Jenn had always worked through lunch; since she always had, I never thought of surprising her at work. Knowing she was going to lunch daily with Delia made me want to surprise her, so I did.

“Surprise.”

“Baby, what are you doing here?”

“I thought it would be nice to surprise and take you out for lunch.”

“It is nice,” she responded, smiling when Delia entered her office.

Jenn was the only woman who ever made me feel as intimidated as I was by Delia. Delia had long and straight natural red hair and light green eyes. She was tall, slim, fit, and in her mid-twenties.

“It’s so nice to meet you, Rebecca. Jenn talks about you all the time.”

“Likewise,” I responded.

Perhaps it was my mind playing tricks on me, but the way Delia looked at me told me she was annoyed by my presence.

“Becca is taking me out for lunch, so I’ll see you later, Delia.”

“Have a great lunch.”

My mind hadn’t been playing tricks on me. When Jenn turned around to grab her purse, Delia’s smile disappeared and was replaced by her glare. She smirked at me and exited the office. What bothered me most was the way she glared at me.

At lunch, I said, “You haven’t told me what brought Delia to New York from Seattle.”

“She needed a change of scenery after she and her girlfriend broke up. They lived together, so instead of finding a new apartment in Seattle, she decided to relocate and threw her resume out there. Chuck was ecstatic she was available and made her an offer she couldn’t refuse, so here she is.”

It made sense that Delia glared at me. She was gay, and I had no doubt she was interested in Jenn.

“She’s really pretty.”

Jenn laughed and responded, “Pretty is an understatement.

That girl is a smokeshow.”

“You think so?”

“Tell me you don’t think the same.”

“Yeah, she is,” I admitted.

After lunch, I entered Cara’s office and locked the door.

“It’s great to see you, but what are you doing here?”

“I decided to surprise Jenn and take her out for lunch.”

“Oh God, Becca.”

“Why didn’t you tell me the woman Jenn changed her routine for and spends all her time with is a lesbian hottie?”

“Because it doesn’t matter. Jenn would never.”

“Jenn is not Jenn, and you know that.”

“I never thought I would live to see the day you became jealous.”

“I’m not jealous.”

“I was born at night, not last night, and seeing you this way is disturbing. Jenn still kisses your picture every morning, and I’ve seen her do it in front of Delia.”

“Delia wants Jenn.”

“You don’t know that, and even if she did, Jenn would never do that to you.”

“Delia glared and smirked at me as if I were competition.”

“Becca, stop. Jenn may not be the Jenn she was before the accident, but she’s still the same person."

“You’re right. I’m making a mountain out of a molehill.”

“It would be nice for you to surprise me and take me to lunch.”

“Point taken, but whose acting jealous now?”

“Fuck you bitch.”

“Fuck you harder.”

Having never truly experienced jealousy, I didn’t know how to handle it. My mind was going insane thinking about Delia and Jenn spending time together. As the weeks passed, my mind went from insane to haywire.

I was at work and in the process of comparing the marketing budget of the dealership with invoices. I was laser focused and missed Jenn’s call, but she had left me a voicemail. Jenn’s voicemail told me she was going out for drinks with her coworkers and not to wait up.

My imagination ran wild when I found out Cara didn’t go out for drinks. I imagined Delia putting the moves on Jenn. I imagined Delia kissing her, Jenn kissing her back, and Jenn not coming home because she couldn’t resist the temptation.

I sat on the couch while drinking wine and watching television as I watched the time on the clock pass. I felt relieved when Jenn arrived home after midnight.

“I told you not to wait up, but I’m happy you did, so I don’t need to wake you up.”

“Wake me up for what?”

She didn’t answer my question. Jenn instead straddled me and kissed me passionately. She was ready, so I told her we should go into our bedroom. She again ignored me and pulled my pajama pants and panties down and off.

Jenn devoured my pussy as well as before and after the accident. She looked into my eyes as she sucked my clitoris and finger blasted me simultaneously. I orgasmed in minutes and looked at Jenn with lust.

“I can’t.”

“Why not?”

“Why do you think?”

“I forgot.”

My mind had gone so berserk that I had completely forgotten Jenn was menstruating.  My imagination had run wild, but knowing she spent the entire night drinking and partying with Delia made me cross a line.

“It’s been a while.”

“Yeah, it has been.”

“Were you thinking about her while you were doing that?”

“Thinking about who?”

“Delia.”

Jenn’s expression and bulging eyes should have told me to shut up and apologize, but I didn’t. I instead ranted.

“You spend your morning with her and have lunch with her daily. You spend time with her after hours at work, and you haven’t touched me in weeks. You go out, party, get drunk with her, and then arrive home and attack me, so were you thinking about her while doing that to me?”

“How dare you?!”

“I have no doubt that bitch wants you!”

“You have no doubt Delia wants me, and you think I want her to!”

“I called her pretty, and you were the one who called her a smokeshow!”

“You agreed with me!”

“She’s younger and hotter than me!”

“I can’t believe you. If anyone is drunk, it’s you because I had two drinks the entire night. It has been a while because if I don’t initiate, you don’t. Yeah, I spent the entire night hanging out with Delia because that’s what friends do, Rebecca. Thank you for ruining what should have been a great night, and enjoy sleeping alone.”

I felt like the biggest piece of shit on Earth and felt that’s what Jenn thought about me. She didn’t talk to me the entire weekend and spent most of that weekend with her mother. We didn’t talk about what happened until Sunday night.

“I was drunk and crossed the line. I’m sorry that I asked you what I did.”

“Thank you for apologizing, but don’t ask me anything like that again.”

“It was the first and last time.”

“Why did you ask me that question?”

“Jealousy. Delia is gorgeous and obviously interested in you.”

“Delia is not interested in me. We’re friends, and that’s all.”

“She wants more than friendship with you.”

“Delia doesn’t want to be more than friends with me; if she did, that wouldn’t matter.”

“Why wouldn’t it matter?”

“Because I love you.”

“You love me?” I asked with my voice quivering.

“I love you, Becca.”

Jenn telling me she loved me made me feel more secure but didn’t change my feelings toward Delia. Over the next two months, Jenn spent more and more time with her. By that time, Jenn was calling Delia, Deals, and Delia was calling Jenn, Jenns.

Their names for one another drove me insane. I would have brunch with them on Sundays, feeling like a third wheel. It was like Jenn was in a relationship with Delia instead of me. I did my best to hide my feelings from Jenn, but I did poorly regarding Delia.

It was a Saturday afternoon when I heard a knock on my door. I looked through the peephole and was surprised to see Delia. I opened the door and said, “Jenn isn’t home. She’s out with Cara and her mom.”

“I know she is, which is why I’m here. I need to talk to you.”

“Come inside, Deals,” I responded and closed the door after she entered.

“I don’t give a crap that you don’t like me, but I’m here because I’m worried about Jenn.”

“Worried about what?”

“Jenn isn’t in a good place because she’s lost all hope of getting better. She’s barely working and sits in her office, staring at nothing with a blank expression. I think she’s hit rock bottom.”

“Cara hasn’t said a word to me about this.”

“Cara doesn’t talk to Jenn or spend as much time with her as me.”

“Cara and I have something in common, then, Deals.”

Delia looked perplexed as she stared at me and said, “Are you jealous of my friendship with Jenn?”

“I know you’re laying the groundwork for what you want with her.”

“I came here to tell you about my concerns with Jenn, and you’re accusing me of trying to steal her from you as if I could or were trying.”

When Delia said those words, I felt shame and like Yara, which made me feel ill.

“I’m sorry I misjudged you.”

“Apology accepted, but please talk to Jenn. Tell her I came to see you, and if she gets mad at me, so be it.”

“Why did you decide to tell me today of all days?”

“I saw her hysterically crying in her car in the parking garage when I left the office last night. She told me she was fine and didn’t want to talk, and she always talked to me. She talks to me about everything.”

“Thank you for telling me, and I will talk to her as soon as she comes home.”

“Great, and thanks for hearing me out.”

“Delia, I must ask you about something before you leave.”

“Ask away, Rebecca.”

“The first time we met, you glared at me and then smirked before you left Jenn’s office.

Why did you do that?”

“You looked at me like you wanted to rip my head off my body, and I smirked because I found it amusing that you were intimidated by me.”

“I was intimidated by you, and I still am.”

“You and Jenn are a perfect match. I know I’m hot and carry myself that way, but not you and Jenn. It’s a mind fuck to me that two hotties can be so humble. Were you obese as a child or something?”

“No, I wasn’t. Kids made fun of me because of my eyes.”

“Kids can be cruel, but if they could see you now, they’d change their tune.”

“Thank you for that.”

“If you give me a chance, we could become friends.”

“We should make plans one of these days.”

“Jenn has my number.”

I appreciated that Delia came to the house to talk to me. I was jealous of Delia’s friendship with Jenn for no reason. Delia didn’t want Jenn, but it made me feel good that Jenn had Delia in her life.

However, I wasn’t sure how to approach talking to Jenn about what Delia told me. I had plenty of time to think since Jenn wouldn’t be home until another hour, and I decided to be honest and tell Jenn what Delia told me about her.

When three o’clock passed, and Jenn wasn’t home, I wasn’t concerned, but when four o’clock passed, I became concerned. When five o’clock passed, I felt panic. The one thing Jenn had in common before the accident and post-accident were being on time. She would at least text me if she thought she’d be a minute late.

I didn’t have a missed call from Jenn or a text message; when I called her cell phone, it went to voicemail. If I called her mother, I knew she would freak out, so I called Cara to ask when they parted ways with Jenn.

Cara told me she and Jenn’s mom watched her drive off a little after two thirty. Jenn would have been home before three o’clock if she were coming straight home.  I couldn’t help but think the worse. She was driving a car that was older than us and had no airbags. She could easily lose her life if she had a car accident as serious as the one that resulted in her amnesia.

“Beccs, she’s an adult, and I’m sure she’s okay and will come home.”

“Josh, I’m freaking the fuck out! It’s almost one in the morning!”

“Cara and I will keep you company until Jenn returns. We’ll be there in ten minutes.”

I heard the familiar engine rumble and loud exhaust approaching the house and told Josh she was home. I felt relief and then anger. When Jenn walked into the house, I ran to her, embraced her, let go of her and then let loose.

“You’re over ten hours late, so where the fuck have you been?!

“I would have called you back, but my cell phone died while I was talking to Tyler.”

“You could have sent me a text while talking to Tyler!”

“You’re right, and I should have.”

“Where the fuck were you, Jennifer?!”

“I’ve been thinking about things a lot lately and needed to clear my head. I was driving around.”

“For over ten hours?!”

“No, I talked to Tyler for a couple of hours which is why my cell phone died.”

“Jenn, what’s going on? Delia came to see me today because she’s worried, and what she told me worries me.”

“As I said, I’ve been thinking about things lately, especially today. I’m unhappy and decided to stay with Tyler for a while.”

“How long is a while?”

“I don’t know, but in all likelihood, permanently.”

“What about work?”

“I’ll talk to Chuck first thing Monday morning. I’ll offer to remain on the project and work remotely, and I’m sure he’ll be okay with that.”

“What about us?”

“You have been amazing to me through this ordeal. You’ve put me above everything and everyone, and I will forever be grateful, but this isn’t working for either of us.”

“How can you say that when I love, and you love me?”

I watched as Jenn attempted to hold back her tears until she couldn’t. Tears streamed from her eyes and down her cheeks.

“You don’t love me, Becca. You love the person I once was, and I’m not that person anymore. When you look at me, it’s with the hope that I’ll somehow get my memory back, and it won’t happen. The doctors don’t know what’s going on, but they know that the possibility of me recovering decreases as time passes, and it’s been six months.”

“I’ll admit that I’ve hoped you’ll regain your memory, but if that never happens, it won’t change the fact that I love you. You may not have your memory, but you’re still the same person I fell in love with.”

“Only in body Becca. What made you fall in love with me and me with you were things we had in common and the moments we shared for almost five years of a life I can’t remember. Hearing about those moments, seeing pictures, and watching videos aren’t the same as experiencing those moments. I don’t know who I am and must find myself if I want a normal life.”

“Jenn, you love me, and I know you do because you wouldn’t tell me you love me if you didn’t feel that way.”

“I said those words because I knew you needed to hear them. Since I woke up in the hospital, I’ve tried to be who I once was to make others happy. I’m so sorry, Becca. I never wanted to hurt you.”

“You don’t love me.”

“I do love you, Becca. You’re beautiful and intelligent and couldn’t have been any more supportive than you’ve been through all this, but I’m not in love with you. You’re in love with who I was before the accident, and I can’t force myself to feel something that isn’t here.”

I felt as if someone had removed the oxygen from my body. I couldn’t breathe momentarily, and I hysterically cried when I could take a breath. I feared losing Jenn when she woke up, only to lose her six months later.

“You’re an amazing person, and I know you will find happiness with the person you’re meant to be with, but that person isn’t me.”

“I’m sorry I ruined your life,” I cried.

“Becca, please don’t spend the rest of your life blaming yourself for what happened to me. Leave that to my mom. Everything happens for a reason, even though we don’t know why at the time.”

“I will always love you, Jennifer.”

“Same here, Rebecca. I’m staying with my parents tonight, and I’ll return tomorrow afternoon to start packing my things. The only thing is I don’t know what’s mine besides my clothes and computer equipment.”

“You own half of everything here, so take whatever you want. Same thing with our joint accounts.”

“I’m so sorry, Rebecca,” she cried.

We embraced, and while holding her, I knew I didn’t want to let go of her. She pulled away from me, turned around, and walked out the door. When the door closed behind her, I dropped to my knees and uncontrollably sobbed while calling Cara.

I could hardly get a word out of my mouth. Cara picked me up and drove me to her house, where I spent the night crying in the family room in the fetal position until falling asleep. Josh drove me home late that Sunday night and went inside the house with me.

Jenn’s dresser and closet were bare, and the only things she took besides her clothes were her computer equipment. Chuck agreed to allow her to work on the project remotely, and by Wednesday of that week, she was driving from New York to Tyler’s house in St. Louis.

It’s been three weeks since Jenn left, and I feel part of my soul is missing. I once loved our townhouse, but my home is no longer home without her. I listed it for sale with a real estate broker last week, and the first open house is underway.

My realtor, Jeff, told me the townhouse should sell fast, and he wouldn’t be surprised if I received more than one offer today. I thought I would spend the rest of my life with Jenn in that house.

I miss her voice, smile, and the scent of her hair. I’ve had trouble sleeping because I was used to her sleeping beside me. I’ve been living at my brother and Cara’s house since Jenn left because it’s too painful to be in the house. The pain I feel is the worse pain I’ve ever felt.

Other than having someone you love pass away, I don’t think there could be a worse feeling than being in love with someone who no longer loves you. I’ve never been this depressed before, and I can’t imagine ever getting over losing Jenn. I haven’t seen or spoken to Jenn since she left the house because I’ve respected her choice, although it’s been difficult.

Pumpkin beer is back in season and available, but I can’t enjoy drinking it anymore. Looking at anything pumpkin makes me think of Jenn, but everything else also does. Jenn loved the September weather because she loved that it wasn’t hot and not too cold out.

I walked past a café the other day and remembered sitting outside and having coffee with Jenn after we got engaged. She was so happy and kept staring at the ring on her finger. I looked at her and said to myself that I would grow old and gray with her and was overjoyed.

I understand why Jenn told me that her hearing stories weren’t the same as the experience. I remember looking at her and knowing how in love I was with her, and when she looked at me, I knew she felt the same. It’s a happy memory for me but would only be a story to Jenn because she’s incapable of remembering that day.

My cell phone rings and I look at my realtor Jeff’s name and number appear on my screen. I answer his call and ask him how the open house went.

“I have three offers all above list price, and I’ll get them into a bidding war. The highest bidder wins the prize.”

“That’s amazing, Jeff.”

“One other thing. A woman is waiting here for you.”

“Who is she?”

“No clue, but her name is Veronica. She won’t let me lock up unless you come here.”

“Tell her I’m on my way, and I’ll be there in five minutes.”

As if my life can’t be any more shitty, I need to deal with Jenn’s mother. I can’t imagine how happy she is that Jenn and I are no longer together. It’s my fault that Jenn had the accident, so I’ll give Veronica her moment to tell me whatever she likes and say goodbye forever.

Jeff smiles and waves at me as I stop my car in my parking spot. I exit my car and tell him I’ll lock up and thank him for getting offers as fast as he told me he would. I enter the house to find Veronica sipping a glass of wine. She smiles at me and pours a glass of wine for me.

“Hi, Veronica,” I greet her as she hands me a glass of wine.

“Jennifer hated this townhouse and agreed to buy it because you wanted it badly because it was so close to your family’s car dealership.”

“Hate is a strong word better to describe your feelings toward me than Jenn’s about our home.”

“How are you holding up?”

“I highly doubt you care, but I’m sure you’ll be happy to know that I feel like taking a long walk off a short pier, and there’s a strong possibility I will.”

“I do care because, believe it or not, I don’t hate you and never have.”

“If that’s true, I have no desire to know what it’s like to be hated by you. Why are you here?”

“If I called you, I know you wouldn’t have answered or called me back if I left a message. If I went to your brother’s house, you wouldn’t have opened the door, so I figured this would be the best way to get in front of you.”

“Let me have it, Veronica.”

“I’m sorry, Rebecca. I’m sorry for how I’ve treated you all these years, and I apologize for blaming you for Jenn’s accident.”

“You have every right to blame me for the accident because it was my fault.”

“No, sweetheart, it’s not your fault. I was angry and, above all else, scared that my daughter would die or be in a coma for the rest of her life. I needed someone to blame, so I took it out on you, and you didn’t deserve it.”

“Had I done what I was supposed to, the accident would never have happened.”

“That’s faulty reasoning. I’ve gone over the time frame repeatedly, and more likely than not, the two of you would have left the restaurant together when Jennifer did alone. You would have been driving, and Jenn would be dead if she sat beside you.”

“You don’t know that.”

“It’s a miracle she survived that accident, and if anyone were sitting next to her, that person would be dead. You’ve seen the car and know it was hit on the passenger side. Her car or your car would be the same result.”

I sip my glass of wine and look at Veronica in disbelief.

“As a parent, I want the best for my children, and I was sick to my stomach that Jenn was throwing away the opportunity of a lifetime to be with you after six weeks. I’ve treated you poorly because I refused to see what I’ve seen in the last six months.”

“What did you see?”

“I saw how much you love Jennifer. I saw how you did everything possible to ensure she was okay and put her needs and life before yours. The truth is that your relationship wasn’t perfect, but it was mostly good.”

“It would have been perfect if not for me.”

“Jennifer is far from perfect, and no relationship is perfect. I hope and pray that someday she’ll get her memory back. Bob and I still have our daughter, and Peter still has his sister. I’m sorry that you’ve lost the love of your life.”

“I don’t know how I’m supposed to live without her. I feel like part of my soul has left my body permanently.”

“I don’t know, and I wish I could say anything to make you feel better, but I can’t. I can only say the pain won’t be as bad in time.”

“From your lips to God’s ears.”

“Take care of yourself, and if you ever need to talk, call me or stop by the house.”

“I thought I wasn’t welcome in your home.”

“That was then, and this is now. By the way, call me Ronnie.”

“Okay, Ronnie.”

I watch her walk out the door, and as I lean against the kitchen counter, I’m shocked that Veronica told me what she did. It figures that Jenn’s mom decides to like me after we break up.

“Oh, I see the light and the heat. Oh, I wanna be that complete. I wanna touch the light, the heat I see in your eyes!” I sing while crying.

“Your Eyes by Peter Gabriel. Please stop torturing yourself, Beccs, and turn off the music.”

“This was Jenn’s song to me because she loved my eyes, Josh.”

“I know, but getting drunk alone on a Sunday night while listening to songs that remind you of Jenn won’t help, and it’s concerning.”

“I’m grieving!”

“I’ll let mom and dad know you’re taking some time off.”

“I need a week.”

“So that makes two out of the last three weeks.”

“I’m grieving!”

I feel like my life is a nightmare that I can’t wake up from. When I sleep, I dream about Jenn; when I’m awake, I think about Jenn. I don’t care what Veronica said about the pain not being as bad in time. I’ll feel like this for the rest of my life. Perhaps I’m being dramatic, but it’s how I feel.

“Becca, have something to eat.”

“I’m not hungry, Cara.”

“If you don’t want to eat, that’s fine, but please take a fucking shower. It stinks in here, and so do you.”

“When I shower, I think about having shower sex with Jenn. We loved having shower sex. I’ll never have sex with her again in the shower, anywhere, or anytime.”

“Becca, you’ve locked yourself in this room for three days since you’ve spoken to Veronica and haven’t been to work in over a week.”

“I’m grieving, Cara.”

“Jenn isn’t dead.”

“My engagement to Jenn is dead, as is my relationship with her. She’ll meet some badass hot bitch, and I’ll grow old and alone and become a crazy cat woman.”

“I hate seeing you this way.”

“I hate feeling this way, and I hate life.”

“I don’t know what this is like for you, but I do know it’s not healthy for you not to eat, drink all day and night and listen to your Jenn songs.”

“Jenn loves music, and she made all these playlists for me because she loved me. She doesn’t love me anymore; I need her to love me. We would get married, honeymoon in Aruba, and live happily ever after. Now I have nothing and no reason to live.”

“Becca, you’re thirty-two, hot, and do well financially. You’re a catch, and I know someone is out there for you.”

“Her name is Jennifer Ashley Helms, and she is the only one out there for me, and I’ve lost her forever. Please let me be.”

“Becca, this may seem like the end of the world, but time heals all wounds.”

“There isn’t enough time in my life for that to happen.”

“I’m here for you bitch.”

“I know you are and always will be.”

It’s Thursday evening and four weeks since Jenn left, and I feel the same misery as I did when she left. I’m tired of crying, drinking, and listening to music that reminds me of Jenn, but that’s what I’ve been doing all day because I don’t know what to do with myself.

“Where is she?!” I hear Delia shout, and Cara responds, “Second door on the right.”

I watch the door swing open and see Delia looking at me with her chest quickly rising and falling as she looks at me with her arms crossed.

“Did something die in here?”

“Not yet, but give me some more time.”

“I’ve had enough, Rebecca! Book a fucking flight to St. Louis and bring Jenn home!”

“She doesn’t want to hear from me, let alone see me, so I’ll pass.”

“Please, book a flight to St. Louis and bring Jenn home.”

“Asking nicer won’t change my mind, Delia.”

“Great, so I’ll be myself again. If I need to book the damn flight myself and drag you out of this room by your hair, I’ll do it, and in fact, you have ten seconds!”

“Delia, I haven’t trained in a long time, but I’m still a third-degree black belt in Karate and can kick your ass in less than ten seconds, so leave me alone.”

“I don’t have friends because I’ve never been able to make friends. Almost everyone at work doesn’t like me, but Jenn is a true friend. She looks past my flaws and accepts me for who I am, and I miss her.”

“I understand you miss her, but I have no reason to fly to St. Louis and try to talk her into coming home.”

“Jenn is miserable and misses you so much that I can’t take it anymore. She’s in pain, and she needs you.”

“She doesn’t need me.”

“Every other word out of her mouth is Becca. I miss Becca, and I wish Becca were here with me. Do you know how Becca is doing? Does Becca miss me?”

“Jenn told me she doesn’t love me, moved out of our home and to St. Louis to get away from me, and made it clear she didn’t want to see or hear from me.”

“Tell me you don’t love her.”

“Of course, I love her, but she doesn’t love me. She told me she can’t force herself to feel something she doesn’t feel.”

“You cannot seriously think she doesn’t love you.”

“Whether before or after the accident, Jenn isn’t a liar, and she wouldn’t have said what she said to me if that wasn’t how she felt.”

“So you’ve given up?”

“I don’t have a choice, Delia. She doesn’t want to be with me, and I must live with the fact.”

“Have a great night then but take a fucking shower.”

I sniff myself and realize how horrible I smell. As I shower, my mind fills with questions, with the warm water running over my head. Why would Jenn care if I missed her? Why did Jenn wish I was there in St. Louis when she could have stayed home with me in New York?

I finish showering, dress, exit the house, and enter the car. I’ve rarely gone to my mom for advice, but she’s always given me great advice when I ask. I drive to my parent's house and park out front. I use my keys to let myself in and find my mom lying on the couch while reading.

“Becca, it’s late. Is everything okay?”

“No, mom, nothing is okay.  I feel lost and don’t know what to do without Jenn. I know it hasn’t been too long since she left, but I don’t feel even a little better and don’t think I ever will.”

My mom sits on the couch and places her book on the coffee table as I sit beside her.

“Her friend Delia stopped by earlier, and what she told me has my mind all screwed up.”

“What did Delia tell you?”

“She told me that every other word out of Jenn’s mouth is my name. She also told me that Jenn constantly asks about me, and I don’t know what to think.”

“Tell me the first thing that comes to your mind when you think about it.”

“Jenn told me she doesn’t love me, yet Delia told me she misses me so much that Jenn’s miserable, in pain, and needs me. If that’s the case, why did she leave?”

“Are you asking me what I think?”

“Yeah, mom, I am.”

“It’s obvious, my baby girl. Jenn left because she was scared.”

“What?”

“Jenn left because she was scared.”

“Please explain this to me.”

“No one is perfect, and you know that you’ve always had trouble seeing things from anyone else's point of view. Have you ever stepped back and tried to see things from Jenn’s perspective?”

“Yeah, I’ve tried, but I don’t know what it’s like to be in her situation.”

“Imagine waking up in a hospital surrounded by people who love you, yet you don’t know who they are and have no recollection of your life before waking up. You meet Jenn and find out that not only do you live with her, but you’re engaged.

“I would be beyond scared.”

“Jenn does everything and anything she can to help you recover and makes you feel safe and loved. She’s the woman you would marry before the accident, and you can see how much she loves you based on her actions. You don’t have memories of your life, but you fall in love with her as time passes. You know Jenn loves you because she tells you, but does she love you for you or who you were?”

“How would I know?”

“You wouldn’t, and how would not knowing the answer to that question make you feel?”

“I told her if she never regained her memory, it wouldn’t change the fact that I loved her, mom.”

“Did you tell her why?”

“I told Jenn she was the same person she was before the accident.”

“Would you be the same if you were in her shoes?”

“Probably not.”

“So you wouldn’t be the same person, but in love with someone who fell in love with you for the person you were. Imagine looking into her eyes and seeing how badly she wants you to be the person you were.”

“It would be painful for both of us.”

“Have you thought that she left because Jenn felt she was causing you pain and loved you so much she didn’t want to cause you any more pain?”

“Alright, mom, it was painful but not close to the pain I feel now. I honestly don’t care if she ever gets her memory back. I love her and need her in my life to be happy.”

“You should tell her then instead of telling me.”

“Thanks, mom.”

“Anytime, my baby girl, but I wish you would come to me for advice more often.”

“Maybe I will.”

It’s nine in the morning, and I haven’t slept. All night, I repeated the conversation with my mom in my head. I need to talk to Jenn, and I can’t do it over the phone. I grab my cell phone and discover that there’s a direct flight to St. Louis that leaves at noon. I purchase a ticket, pack a carry-on bag and order an Uber.

I’m frustrated and annoyed that the flight has been delayed twice. Thankfully at two-fifteen, the airline began boarding. I slept during the flight and felt like complete and utter crap as the cab drove me to Tyler’s house.

I’ve been standing outside for almost an hour rehearsing what I will say to her, and I’m nervous about how Jenn will react when she sees me. I walk down the long driveway and know she’s home because of her car.  I walk to the front door and ring the bell. I watch the door open and see Jenn with her cell phone pressed to her ear.

“Peter, I need to go,” she says and ends her call.

“Becca, what are you doing here?”

“May I please come inside so I can talk to you?”

“Yeah, of course.”

I enter the house, and Jenn closes the door.

“I’ve done my best to respect your wishes. I haven’t called or texted you since you left, and I know you told me you didn’t want to see me, but I needed to see you.”

“It’s good to see you. I missed you a lot.”

“Jenn, I love you, and if I weren’t so stubborn and selfish, you would have awoken in the hospital as my wife and not my fiancé.

I should have had the small and intimate ceremony you wanted, so I could have taken hold of your hand and looked into your eyes. I would have taken you, Jennifer Ashley Helms, as my wife in good times and bad. In sickness and in health until death did us part. I still want to spend the rest of my life with you.”

“Becca, please.”

“Listen to me, Jenn. Since you left, I’ve been a complete disaster. I can’t eat, sleep or work. All I’ve done is cry and drink myself into oblivion, and I know why you left. I shouldn’t have let you leave, but I was hurt and convinced you didn’t love me, but that’s bullshit.”

“Becca, I never meant to hurt you, but it’s not bullshit. I told you the truth.”

“You weren’t a liar before or after the accident, and I know you love me. I know you’re not the same person you were, and I’m sorry I said you were. How could you be the same person after all that’s happened to you?”

Jenn is trying to hold her tears back, but she can’t. I watch tears leave her eyes and run down her cheeks.

I take hold of her hand, gaze into her eyes and say, “You have every right to be scared, but you don’t need to be alone and scared. You have me, and I will never let you leave again.”

“I can’t, Becca. I can’t be with you when all I do is cause disappointment and pain. You’re better off without me in your life.”

“My life is meaningless without you, and yeah, I did fall in love with you because of the person you once were, but I love you the same as I always have. You are so strong to push ahead, and I admire you because I wouldn’t have the strength to do so if I were in your shoes.”

“How can you love me the same way?”

“You’re kind-hearted, sweet, and sincere. You look past people’s flaws and see the good in them. You aren’t the same person you were before the accident, but deep down inside, you very much are. I’ve fallen in love with you all over again.”

“You sound whipped,” she says with a chuckle, wiping her tears with her fingers.

I make the sound of a cracking whip, reach into my purse and take hold of her ring.

“It took us weeks to fall in love the first time, and I don’t care how long it took you to fall for me again. If I’m wrong that you love me, tell me. I’ll walk out that door, and you will never need to see me again.”

“You’re not wrong, baby.”

I toss my purse to the floor while holding the ring. I drop to one knee as I hold her hand and say, “Jennifer Ashley Helms, will you be my wife?”

“Yes,” she cries as I place her engagement ring back onto her finger.

I rise and stand in front of her. We kiss each other’s lips softly and smile at one another. Jenn looks at her engagement ring and smiles like she did when looking at it that afternoon outside the café.

Jenn hugs me tightly and says, “I missed so much. “If being with me ever becomes too much for you, be honest and tell me.”

“I never want to be apart from you again.”

Jenn bites her lower lip and looks at me in the way I thought I’d never see again. She runs her fingers through the side of my hair and smiles with her beautiful smile.

“You look exhausted and stressed. You should shower and let me loosen those muscles with a nice massage.”

“How about you loosen up my muscles in the shower?”

“I’ve missed having shower sex with you.”

“Me too.”

Jenn and I enter the bathroom of the room she’s been living in and kiss while undressing one another. My body tingles and my knees feel weak as I touch her tongue with my tongue. I never thought I would kiss her again.

“Shower now, baby!”

I enter the shower and turn the water on as Jenn joins me. She kisses and licks my neck with her tits pressed against mine. I place my hands on her ass and squeeze as she sucks my bottom lip. Jenn licks each of my nipples, bites them gently as I moan, and drops to her knees.

“Oh yes, babe,” I say in pleasure as her tongue explores my wet pussy.

How she eats my pussy tells me how much she truly missed me during our time apart. Jenn places her hands on my hips and removes her mouth from my vagina, only long enough to turn me around.

She quickly and ferociously licks from my pussy to my ass and down again. I love when she rims my asshole. I moan when she bites my right ass cheek hard as I anticipate her tongue entering my backside. I feel her tongue enter my asshole, her fingers enter my pussy, and I lock my arms against the back wall of the shower.

“I want to hear you cum, baby.”

“If you keep doing that, I will soon,” I say with pleasure.

Jenn wiggles her tongue inside my rear end and fingers me hard and fast as my eyes roll to the back of my head. My body trembles, and I close my eyes. I throw my head back and cum long and loudly.

Jenn removes her tongue and fingers from inside me and rises to her feet. The taste of my ass and pussy present in my mouth is exhilarating and makes me want to devour her as we kiss.

“My turn, babe,” I tell her with yearning.

She smiles, kisses my lips, and switches places with me. I place my hands on her water-soaked ass and lick her sweet and delicious pussy. As I pleasure her, I can’t imagine not doing this to her again and realize how close I came to that becoming a reality.

She cries out, “No fingers, just your tongue,” as I lick around her asshole, across it from the bottom to the top and top to bottom.

“Oh baby, don’t stop, please don’t stop.”

I don’t want to hear her orgasm. I need to hear her orgasm, so I alternate between tongue fucking her ass and pussy. I know she’s close to climax because of her body movement and the sounds she makes.

Her body trembles, and she whimpers as I continue doing as I had been doing but faster and more forcefully.  “Baby!” she shouts as she cums with my tongue buried inside her vagina.

I remove my tongue from inside her and rise to my feet. Jen and I kiss passionately with our tongues with hands placed on each other’s hips. I gaze into Jenn’s eyes as she gazes into my eyes.

“That was amazing, baby.”

“Yes, it was.”

“You looked beyond exhausted, so how about we dry off, and I give you an actual massage?”

“I’ll fall asleep, babe.”

“I’ll still be here when you awake.”

Jenn turns off the water, we dry off, and I enter the bedroom nude. I place myself in the middle of the bed on my stomach. She enters the bedroom and sits slightly below my buttocks. She squirts lotion onto my back and begins massaging me.

“Wow, you are extremely tense.”

“Imagine what I was like before we had sex,” I respond in laughter.

I’m so tired and relaxed that I’ll fall asleep soon. I don’t want to sleep because I want to cuddle and talk to Jenn, but I’m fighting a losing battle. My eyes feel heavy, and I can no longer keep them open.

I awake and stretch my arms. I had the best night of sleep since Jenn left, yet I’m still tired. I look to the side of the bed and find my bag. I get out of bed, dress and exit the bedroom. I hear Jenn’s voice from the kitchen and walk toward her with the smell of pancakes in the air.

“I truly thought she would freak out, Dad. Oh, I didn’t know. Yeah, I will, and tell Mom I’ll be home soon.”

I enter the kitchen, and she smiles and says, “Good morning, sleeping beauty.”

“How long was I asleep?”

“You passed out around nine, and it’s almost ten, so over eleven hours. I was going to wake you up so you could eat.”

“I’m starving, babe. What did you say to make you think your mom would freak out?”

Jenn raises her left hand, wiggles her ring finger, and winks.

“If Ronnie didn’t freak out, how did she take the news?”

“My mom cried, but not because she was upset. She cried because she was happy.”

“I must be living in the Twilight Zone.”

“No, I am, baby but eat.”

I feel like a slob after demolishing two stacks of pancakes in under five minutes, with Jenn smiling at me the entire time.

“I’ll make more, baby.”

“No, thank you. If I eat anything else, I’ll puke.”

“Coffee?”

“Please.”

Jenn pours two cups of coffee and sits on a stool at the kitchen island across from me. She looks at her ring and kisses it. Her smile slowly disappears while looking at me.

“I need to talk to you about something.”

My heart begins to pound, and my pulse races as I look, eat her serious expression.

“Anything you want.”

“For about a week, I’ve had vivid dreams. The dreams feel real while I’m dreaming, but it’s hard to remember what I was dreaming about when I awake. I’ve remembered a few of them, and I need to ask you about a few things.”

I sigh in relief, smile, and respond, “Ask away, babe.”

“You and I are on a beach. You’re lying on your side and smiling at me. I stand up and walk toward the ocean. The water is so clear I can see through it. Tyler is waist-high in the water, kissing a woman with long, straight black hair. You took hold of my hand and kissed the top of my hand, and then I woke up. Does that sound familiar?”

“Do you recall what I was wearing?”

Jenn thinks, nods, and answers, “Pride-colored bikini.”

“We were in Brazil.”

“What were we doing in Brazil?”

“We went with Tyler and Yara so she could visit her sister.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yeah, I am,” I respond, trying to hide my excitement.

I’m excited and can tell Jenn is as excited as I am, but unlike me, she’s not hiding her excitement.

"Any other dreams you can recall?”

“A nightmare. I’m in a tent, and I can tell it’s dark outside because I can see shadows through the tent because of a campfire. I’m nervous because I realize I’m alone, and then I get scared because I count the shadows and feel that there are too many shadows. I hear screams and watch the shadows fall to the ground except for one. I’m terrified because I feel like someone will kill me, and then I awake.”

“Can you remember how many shadows?”

“One too many.”

“The extra shadow was Peter. We went camping at Bear Mountain on Halloween, and we all pretended that he murdered us and you were next.”

Jenn’s face lights up, and she appears deep in thought. She looks down at the top of the kitchen island and slowly raises her head. She locks eyes with me and nods.

“I’m gambling and have no idea what I’m doing. I keep gambling and keep winning.”

“What game were you playing?”

“Blackjack. I kept tapping the table and winning, and then someone pulled me away from the table.”

“Ten hands in a row at Atlantic City. You won a thousand dollars because, for some reason, you bet a hundred per hand even though the table minimum was fifty dollars. The person who pulled you away from the table was me.”

“How long ago did that happen?”

I think for a moment and respond, “Around two years ago. We went with your parents and mine.”

“I can’t remember any other dreams.”

“When you can recall your dreams, ask me about them, and we can do what we did.”

“I love you, baby.”

“I love you too, babe.”

I went from living a nightmare to a reality I never thought would happen again. Watching television with my head resting against Jenn’s leg as she runs her fingers through my hair feels like heaven on Earth.

“I’ve left this house less than a handful of times since I arrived. Let’s go out tonight and do something fun.”

“I’m game for whatever you want to do, babe.”

“Let’s go dancing! You said whatever I want to do!”

“I did, but I didn’t pack go-out clothes.”

“Wear one of my outfits.”

“Even if I could squeeze into one of your outfits, I don’t have shoes.”

“Karaoke then!”

“Okay, fine,” I respond in a whiny voice.

Jenn has always loved to sing and has no shame in singing in front of a room full of strangers. I have a terrible singing voice and dislike having a room full of strangers staring at me, but I’ll suck it up and do what she wants tonight.

“Come on, baby. It’s time.”

“Two more Sake shots and okay.”

Jenn puts our names on the list, and we each drink two shots of Sake when we’re called to the stage. She runs onto the stage excitedly as I walk slowly to join her.

“What song did you choose?”

“It’s a surprise.”

Jenn grabs the microphone and says,  “Hi, everyone. My name is Jen, and this is my fiance Becca. I will perform a song with special meaning this evening, but I need a volunteer to help me out.”

The crowd claps, whistles, and cheers as an older woman joins us on stage. Jenn whispers something into the woman's ear and laughs while looking at me. I hear the song begin to play and am stunned.

The woman places her arm around my neck and says, “Oh my God, Becky, look at her butt. It is so big. She looks like one of those rap guys' girlfriends, but, ya know, who understands those rap guys? They only talk to her because she looks like a total prostitute, okay?”

I’m drunk and feel like crying as I lock eyes with Jenn, as she winks at me. I smile as she grabs the microphone from the woman’s hand and raps along to the lyrics as I play my part.

“I like big butts, and I cannot lie. You other brothers can't deny that when a girl walks in with an itty bitty waist and a round thing in your face, you get sprung, want to pull up tough, cause you noticed that butt was stuffed…..”

Jenn and I perform Baby Got Back by Sir Mix-a-lot, with Jenn rapping along to the lyrics while I mimic the dance moves from the music video. After performing, we walk off stage to a standing ovation.

“That was fucking awesome!”

“Yeah, that was fun, but how did you know?”

“I have a video of us doing that.”

“Oh.”

“There it is! That fucking look of disappointment!”

Jenn runs out of the Karaoke bar as I chase after her. She runs into the alley between the bar and the restaurant next door and leans against the wall. I can tell she’s frustrated and upset.

“Babe, I thought something I shouldn’t have been thinking, and I’m sorry.”

“That look was why I left and came here.”

“I know, and if I weren’t drunk and we didn’t have the conversation we had this morning, I wouldn’t have been thinking the way I was.”

Jenn inhales deeply, exhales with a few short exhales, and says, “I’m drunk too, and I’m sorry as well. Can we go back?”

“Yeah, back inside.”

“No, I meant back to Tyler’s.”

I stare at her, shake my head, bend over, and do my best twerk.

Jenn looks at me, laughs briefly, and then hysterically laughs.

“No wonder why you didn’t want to go out dancing.”

“You don’t like my big butt?”

“I love your big butt, and I can’t deny it,” she says through laughter.

“Come on, babe. Let’s return inside and party our asses off like there’s no tomorrow.”

“If I get too drunk, there’s a strong possibility I won’t remember tonight.”

“Make sense, considering you specialize in not remembering much of anything.”

Jenn opens her mouth wide, glares at me, and responds, “You specialize in not knowing how to shake that ass.”

“Show me how to shake my ass.”

“Game on.”

I watch Jenn bend over, shake her ass, and twerk like a professional dancer. She laughs and wraps her arms around me. She stares into my eyes and smirks.

“What?”

“If I were to breathe my last breath, I would die happy staring into your soul-stealing eyes.”

“Now I want to go back to Tyler’s.”

Jenn looks around, smirks, and looks at me with the look that tells me what she wants. Jenn kisses my lips and asks, “Are your hands cold?”

“It’s twenty degrees out here, so yeah.”

“I know how you can warm up your hands.”

“Jenn, no. Someone could see us.”

“That’s what makes it exciting.”

She unbuttons her jeans and kisses me lustfully. I tongue kiss her and place my hand under her jeans and panties. I shouldn’t be surprised she’s already wet as I caress her vagina, but I’ve always been amazed at how she could become so wet in a short time.

Jenn places my left hand beneath her shirt and bra while we kiss. Both my hands are now warm, as is my body. There is no place, or with anyone, I’d rather be with at this moment while looking into her eyes as I pleasure her.

With her arms wrapped around my neck, she stares into my eyes. I love when Jen bites down on her lower lip. She looks so sexy, and her sexy look drives me batty. Jenn sticks her tongue in my mouth and orgasms quietly in my mouth.

“We can go back inside now,” she says as I remove my hands from beneath her bra and panties.

Jenn buttons her jeans and takes hold of my hand. We reenter the Karaoke bar and do shot after shot of Sake as Jenn sings the night away. Jenn and I close the bar and arrive at Tyler’s house at two o’clock in the morning. I close my eyes as my head hits the pillow.

I slowly open my eyes with my head pounding and my mouth feeling like I sucked on cotton all night, but I feel so good. What a way to be woken up.

“Oh babe,” I moan as Jenn flicks my clitoris with her tongue and then sucks on it.

I run my hands under my shirt and rub my tits as Jenn sucks and nibbles on my clitoris. I feel her fingers enter my pussy and enjoy the feeling of her fingers moving inside me. I remove my left hand from my tit and place it on her head.

I sway my hips into her fingers while she forcefully sucks my clit. My body shakes and trembles as I feel the onset of an orgasm.

I close my eyes, arch my back, and explode. Jenn removes her fingers from inside me and stops sucking my clitoris.

“Good morning, baby.”

“Good morning,” I respond as I wince due to my headache.

“I’m so hungover,” she laughs.

“What did you wake me up that way?”

“That was for last night in the alley.”

“How much Sake did we drink last night?”

“Too much, baby.”

“What do you want to do today?”

“You, all day and all night long.”

“Yeah, okay.”

“I’m serious. I want you nude all day long.”

“What about Tyler?”

“What about Tyler? The team is wrapping up its series with a later afternoon game. At best, he’ll be home around midnight but probably later.”

“Your sex drive has always been high, but you’re on another level.”

“I haven’t been able to pleasure myself since I left.”

“No way.”

“Yes, way, baby. I didn’t even have the urge because I was extremely depressed and lonely without you.”

“What do you have in mind for today?”

“No clothes all day long, and whenever we want to do anything to each other, we do it.”

“Sounds like fun.”

I’m exhausted due to Jenn's insatiable sexual appetite. My vagina and wrist are sore, and my jaw and asshole hurt. Jenn and I had marathon sex sessions before, but nothing close to what we did today for at least three years. I had five orgasms throughout the day, five orgasms. I didn’t think I could cum so many times in a day again.

Jenn unleashed her sexual freak on me all day long. We didn’t have sex toys, but I was impressed by her ability to improvise, and I can’t believe we used the things we did on each other.

“Today was more amazing than I imagined, baby.”

“It was amazing, and I will need a few days at minimum to recover. I’m going to take a shower alone and then lay down.”

“Go ahead and shower alone because my itches have been scratched. I’m going to a nice long bubble bath in Tyler’s bathroom.”

“You coming to bed after?”

“I’m tired, not sleepy tired, so I’ll probably watch television for a little while and call it a night.”

We kiss each other’s lips, and I enter the bathroom as Jenn exits the bedroom and heads to Tyler’s bathroom to take a bubble bath. The hot shower makes my body feel much better. After my shower, I dress for bed and lie down. I open my eyes to find Jenn lying beside me and surfing the internet on her cell phone.

“What time is it?”

“A little after eleven, baby.”

Jenn and I hear the front door open and slam shut, followed by the sound of shoes walking across the marble floors downstairs.

“Tyler’s early! I’m heading downstairs to hang out with him for a while!” Jenn exclaims with happiness and excitement.

“I’ll be down in five minutes,” I respond with a yawn.

Jenn leaves the bedroom, and I close my eyes again as I feel the call of sleep.

“You!” I hear Jenn scream at the top of her lungs.

“I knew it!” I hear a familiar woman’s voice shout.

I quickly leave the bed, begin running down the stairs, and hear Jenn shout, “How did you get inside?!” as I approach the landing.

“My keys!” Yara responds.

Yara and Jenn stand inches apart and snarl at one another, and Yara looks shocked to see me.

“What are you doing here?”

“I came here to take Jenn home with me.”

“You crazy bitch. Did you think that Tyler and I are together now?”

“That’s what he always wanted.”

“Yara, you are insane. I’m a fucking lesbian for the thousandth time,” Jenn says and holds her left hand in the air to show Yara her engagement ring.

“You and Tyler kissed, Jennifer!”

“For the love of God, Yara, we were thirteen years old when that happened, and you know it also happened to be the night I told Tyler I was gay! It’s been so nice of you to reach out to me to see how I’m doing!”

“You hate me.”

“No, Yara, I don’t hate you. I dislike you because you have a loose screw. You are jealous and irrational and broke Tyler’s heart for no reason. He’s having the worst season of his career because of you.

“That’s not my fault.”

“How can you say it’s not your fault when it is your fault? You sense it whenever he gets into a good emotional state, reach out to him and scramble his brain.”

“I love Tyler.”

“You love Tyler so much that you broke off your engagement. No matter how many times you’ve embarrassed him and made an ass of yourself, he still wanted to be with you. Tyler always looked past your issue, and that is love.”

“I’ve embarrassed him in the past, but it didn’t happen often.”

“You must have an extremely short memory Yara. At his parent's house, you saw a cute girl leap into his arms and wrap her legs around him. What did you do?”

“I threw a drink in his face and her face when he put her down.”

“Yeah, you did, and who was she?”

“His cousin Melissa who he hadn’t seen for two years because she was studying abroad.”

“How about when you burst into the clubhouse and saw him getting a massage with a towel wrapped around his lower half? What did you do?”

“I almost attacked the woman.”

“The woman happened to be the new team massage therapist, and you didn’t attack her because the clubhouse attendant tackled you to the ground before you could.”

“That was years ago, Jennifer.”

“What about last year when you went to surprise him on the road and saw him having dinner with a certain someone in the hotel restaurant?”

“In fairness, she’s gorgeous.”

“Yeah, she is gorgeous. She’s also the general manager's wife, who was six months pregnant.  You lost your shit, caused a scene, and it was a miracle the team could keep it under wraps.”

“Three times in more than two years isn’t that bad.”

“Yara, one time is bad enough. I don’t understand you. You’re a fucking super-model and earn millions of dollars per year. Teenagers, young adults, and grown men have posters of you on their walls.”

“Tyler is rich, handsome, and has a past. You should know because you helped him.”

“Rarely because he didn’t normally need my help. He didn’t need my help in high school, college, the minor leagues, or the big leagues, especially the big leagues. He could get laid after every game with a different random woman, and he did until he met your nutso Brazilian ass.”

“I’ve been working on my issue.”

“You’ve always supposedly worked on your issue, so why is it now different?”

“I’ve been going to therapy.”

“For how long?”

“A couple of months.”

“What are you even doing here at this time of night?”

“I wanted to surprise Tyler and tell him I want to fix things.”

“You should see a new therapist because if Tyler had been home and you saw me sitting next to him, you would have gone more bonkers than you did when you saw me tonight. He’s making one of the most important starts of his career on Tuesday night, and you are the last thing he needs to deal with before then.”

“I said I’ve been going to therapy, not that I’m fixed.”

“You don’t need therapy. What you need to do is come to terms with reality. The reality is that Tyler loves you more than anything. He wants to marry you and have half-hot-tempered Brazilian babies with you. He’s never given you a reason not to trust him, but until you trust him, it won’t ever work.”

“You’re right, and I know you’re right, but I’ve never loved anyone the way I love Tyler, and it makes me scared. I’m not always going to look this.”

“Yara, we all age. Becca and I don’t look the way we did in our twenties but rest assured when you get to our age and much older, Tyler will still find you as beautiful as he does now.”

“I’m confused, Jennifer. Do you want him to be with me, or don’t you?”

“I love Tyler. He’s more than my best friend. Tyler is family, my brother. I want you to be with Tyler because he loves you and is unhappy without you, but not how it was before.  You need to understand that I’m not going anywhere, and you have no reason to be jealous of my relationship with Tyler.”

“I can’t help but feel jealous of your relationship with him. You talk every day, and if you don’t, you text every day back and forth. You’re a beautiful woman, Jennifer.”

“Thank you, but I’m also a happily engaged lesbian. I have a vagina between my legs, but Tyler doesn’t want mine because he loves yours, and mine belongs to Becca.”

“What if I can’t change?”

“Everyone can change if they truly want to change. Before my accident, I wanted Becca to put me first in her life. Not all the time, but when it was important to me. I didn’t think she would ever change, but she has. You can change, but you must be willing.

“How has Rebecca changed?”

“She’s not a workaholic anymore and has no problem putting me first. Three months before my accident, Becca was supposed to go to my friend Nadine’s surprise birthday party with me. She was supposed to be home by three, and we needed to leave by four for the surprise.

Not only did she not show up on time, but I went to the party alone because she got so caught up at work she forgot about it. Becca used to do shit like that to me all the time. She arrived two hours late to my parent's anniversary party, an hour before Tyler’s contract signing celebration ended before you met him, and was late to the airport when we went to Bermuda a while back.

If the flight wasn’t delayed, we would have missed it, and the plane tickets would have been non-refundable. I was so mad at Becca that I spent the first day alone in Bermuda, sipping drinks by the pool, and didn’t talk to her until that night and only because I was wasted and in the mood for quality time.”

“What the fuck did you just say, babe?!”

“Baby, please. I’m trying to set Yara straight so she doesn’t destroy Tyler entirely if he takes her back.”

“As I was saying before being interrupted, Becca changed because she wanted to change. I can count on her now because she has no problem putting me first. I don’t need to worry about her showing up late to parties, special occasions, holidays, and important things like when we bought the townhouse.

She was the one who wanted to buy it, but she again got caught up at work, and she arrived at the bank to get the certified check minutes before the bank closed. I was sitting in the bank attorney's office for over an hour because she was late as usual.”

“Babe!”

“May I please finish my conversation with Yara?!”

“Anyway, Yara, I’m all for you and Tyler working things out, but it can’t be how it was before.  You must be willing to change for Tyler how Jenn changed for me. If you don’t think you can, please leave before he gets home because he doesn’t need this right now.”

I’m shocked at what Jenn said to Yara. She remembers things she shouldn’t and hasn’t realized she has. Yara looks at Jenn and slowly nods her head. Tyler enters the house as I open my mouth to try and get Jenn to realize she remembers past events.

“Hey, meat,” Jenn says to Tyler.

Tyler’s eyes open wide as he looks at Jenn, me, Yara, and then at Jenn.

“What did you just call me?”

“What I always call you, Tyler. I called you meat.”

“Jenn, you used to call me meat, but not since the accident, and I never told you that.”

“You didn’t tell me?”

“Babe, I never told you about being late to the airport or that we ever went to Bermuda.”

“You must have.”

“No, babe, I didn’t. I never told you about Bermuda. Not about being late to the airport or being so mad at me that you spent the day alone. Besides, you remembered Yara's actions when acting jealous about Tyler unless Tyler said something to you.”

“I haven’t talked to Jenn about Yara other than being miserable. Speaking of Yara, why are you here?” Tyler says and looks at Yara.

“We should concentrate on Jennifer right now, Ty.”

“Jenn, why did you call me meat?”

“Bull Durham is your favorite baseball movie, and after we watched it together, I started calling you meat whenever you pitched like crap.”

“Entertainment room now, everyone!” Tyler yells out.

The four of us exit the living room and enter the entertainment room in Tyler’s basement. Tyler walks behind his bar and leans against the counter as Yara, Jenn, and I take seats on the stools at the bar.

“What else do you remember, Jenny Bean?”

“You should know better than to call me that!”

“Why, Jenn?”

“Peter used to call me that when I was a kid to make fun of me because I was plump like a jelly bean, so he started calling me Jenny Bean to piss me off. How do I know that?”

I don’t want to be excited, but I can’t stop feeling that way, although I’m trying not to show it. On the other hand, Tyler looks excited while looking at Jenn.

“Who did you call to prom with?”

“You, Tyler. We went together so you could make Heather jealous, and it worked because you got with her that night.”

“We went to Six Flags as kids and rode the Great American Scream Machine. What happened after the first time?”

“You puked. I told you not to eat the funnel cake before we rode it, but you insisted you’d be fine.”

“Holy shit Jenn! You’re back. You’re fucking back!” Tyler exclaims with joy.

“I’m back? Am I back?”

“Becca, ask Jenn about something you and her would only know!”

“Give me a minute. I need to think.”

I need to think about this long and hard. The question I’ll ask Jenn needs to be something she would have no problem remembering if she is truly back. The question needs to be something no one other than she, and I know about one another. I’ve got it.

“Babe, you didn’t want to be the townhouse, but you agreed because you knew how badly I wanted to buy it because I loved the development and how close it was to the dealership. You told me you would buy it with me but wanted me to show you how appreciative I was. What did you have me do?”

Jenn thinks for a moment and continues to think. I feel deflated until Jenn suddenly grins and then giggles.

“Babe, it’s inappropriate to answer that question out loud.”

“Why?”

“Because it is, baby.”

“Whisper the answer in my ear then.”

Jenn leans in, places her lips to my right ear, and whispers, “I had you be my sex slave for a weekend.”

“What things did I do during that weekend?”

She whispers, “Everything I told you to do,” and bites my earlobe.

“She’s back!” I shout with glee.

Tyler opens his bar refrigerator, opens a bottle of champagne, and pours four glasses.

“Welcome back, Jenn!” he shouts joyfully and then looks at Yara.

“Yara, you and I need to speak in private.”

“We do.”

Yara and Tyler exit the entertainment room leaving Jenn and me alone. I kiss her lips and squeeze her tightly, feeling pure joy. Jenn squeezes me tightly and then slowly pulls away from me. Jenn starts at me and then looks away.

“What’s wrong?”

“Please give me a few minutes.”

It’s been twenty minutes, and Jenn has been deep in thought and completely silent. 

“Babe, are you okay?”

Jenn looks into my eyes with a serious expression and says, “I was going home with you after dinner the night of the accident. When you called and asked me to meet you at the restaurant, I gave myself two choices. If you showed up on time, I’d go home; if you didn’t, I was ending our relationship. I kept looking at the entrance hoping to see you walk inside, but after an hour passed, I decided to leave.

I exited the restaurant, entered my car, and removed my engagement ring. I tossed it onto the passenger side floor. I remember sitting there and looking at my ring finger without my ring and hysterically crying.

You knew how much that night meant for us, and you still couldn’t put me first for that one night. I couldn’t believe you had done it to me again, but it felt worse because of what that night represented. At that moment, I knew you were never going to change.

I pulled out of the parking lot with my mind running a mile per minute. I stopped at the traffic light, put the car in park, removed my seatbelt, and picked up my engagement ring. I placed it back on my finger, put my seatbelt back on, and grabbed my cell phone.

I was going to call you to tell you to meet me at home to talk. When the light turned green, I wasn’t paying attention. I didn’t look left or right. I pressed the gas pedal, and then my car was hit.”

“Do you remember what you wanted to talk to me about when you got home?”

“I was going to give you the engagement ring back and end our relationship.”

“If I had been on time, the accident wouldn’t have happened.”

Jenn looks at me, sips her champagne glass, and shakes her head. She runs her hand down my cheek and says, “You don’t know that any more than I do. If I had been paying attention, the accident wouldn’t have happened. The accident wouldn't have happened if I had left the restaurant's parking lot two minutes sooner.”

“Did you stop loving me?”

“No, baby, I didn’t stop loving you, and that’s why I was so hurt. The entire time I’d been living with my parents, you went above and to show me you loved me and wanted me to come home. Then you had the opportunity to get me home, and you weren’t on time. It was the same cycle repeating, and I couldn’t do it anymore.”

“I understand if you still feel the same way you did before the accident and don’t want to be with me anymore.”

Jenn slowly shakes her head and smiles with her beautiful smile. She holds my hand and says, “I love you, Rebecca. I couldn’t be more in love with you than I am now. You’ve done a complete one-hundred-eighty-degree turn, and if there is anything the last seven months have taught me, it’s that you love me with all of you.

You were there for me every second of every day, week after week, and month after month. You love sales and never wanted to step into your dad’s shoes, but you did for me. I left you because of fear, you respected my wishes, but you came here for me because you refused to give up on us.”

“So you still want to be with me?”

“Until death does us part, baby.”

“I love you.”

“I love you too, baby,” Jenn responds.

We kiss, embrace and hold each other for a while. Jenn and I talk about the past, and with each passing minute, there is no doubt that Jenn is back. My Jenn is back. We spent close to three hours sitting in Tyler’s entertainment room talking.

“Where are Tyler and Yara?”

“Probably making up for the lost time, if you know what I mean?”

“I get my memory back, and he can’t keep it in his pants for the night,” she responds while shaking her head.

“Let’s go to bed.”

There are many things I don’t know, but I know two things for certain. I know I can’t live without Jenn and will never take her for granted again. I close my eyes and feel as peaceful and stress-free in longer than I can remember.

I awake before Jenn and look at her gorgeous face while she sleeps. I kiss her forehead and watch her eyes flutter and open. I sigh in happiness, smile and say, “Good morning, and welcome back.”

“What do you mean, Becca?”

I laugh, roll my eyes and answer, “Everyone is going to be ecstatic that you’ve recovered, especially your parents.”

“Recovered?

“You’re memory is back, babe.”

“What are you talking about?”

My heart pounds as I stare at Jenn, and I do my best not to panic but feel as if I’ll become ill in seconds.

“I’m sorry.”

“Huh?”

“I couldn’t resist. I wish you could see the look on your face right now,” Jenn says through laughter.

“Damn it, Jennifer, that is not fucking funny!” I shout in relief as she continues laughing.

I get out of bed, grab my pillow, and hit her repeatedly with the pillow as she continues laughing, making me laugh.

“My heart almost stopped.”

Jenn crawls across the bed on her knees, wraps her arms around me, and pulls me down onto the bed. She kisses my cheek repeatedly and says, “I couldn’t help myself.”

“Don’t ever do that to me again, and let go of me,” I giggle.

“I’m never letting go of you again. You’re stuck with me for life.”

“Babe, let me get out of my dress.”

“Not a chance. I’m going to rip you out of it with my teeth,” she responds, gently removing the tiara from my head.

“Let me at least take my shoes off, babe.”

Jenn ignores me and shoves me onto the bed. She lifts my dress and slides my panties to the side. I can’t see her head, but I can feel her tongue licking every inch of my pussy as I reach back and take hold of the headboard.

Jenn stops going down on me. I watch her appear from beneath my dress with my panties in her teeth. I love when she looks at me like this and the expression on her face.

“Unzip me, and I’ll unzip you.”

We both get out of bed. Jenn turns around, and I unzip her dress. After I unzip her dress, I turn around and unzip her dress. We face each other, get out of our dresses and shoes and then press our bodies against each other. I slide her panties down to her ankles, and she steps out of them.

Jenn has looked as beautiful as she’s ever looked today, and as I gaze at her nude body, I can hardly control myself. I gently remove her tiara, take hold of her hand and slowly walk her to the foot of the bed.

I turn her around and push her down onto the bed onto her stomach. She spreads her legs as I place myself between them. I kiss her pussy and then lick it as she moans in pleasure. I still love her taste and scent as much as I did when we first met.

I place my mouth over her pussy and penetrate her with my tongue. I suck her pussy while wiggling my tongue from side to side and back and forth as she breathes heavily.

“Oh, baby, that feels amazing,” she says satisfactorily.

I remove my mouth from her pussy and my tongue inside her wet pussy. I kiss each of Jenn’s ass cheeks and spread them apart, exposing her tight pink asshole. I spit into her asshole, rim her, and begin eating her ass.

“Eat my ass, baby!” she shouts.

While eating her ass, I rub every inch of her pussy with my fingers and then insert the middle fingers of my left hand inside her. I finger fuck her with force and intent while licking around in and inside her ass.

“Yes, baby, yes,” she says in a low tone as I bury my mouth over her asshole.

I tongue fuck her ass while finger fucking her pussy as she squirms and moans.

“Fuck me, baby,” she says with lust.

I remove my tongue and ask, “Did you pack it?”

“Of course, I packed it. Everything is in the small suitcase,” Jenn responds.

I remove my finger from inside her, get off the bed, and walk quickly to the small suitcase.  I unzip the suitcase and grab the strap-on harness from inside. I affix the dildo to it and walk back toward the bed. Jenn sits at the foot of the bed, and she slides back a little as I approach her.

“I want to look into your eyes while you fuck me.”

I kiss her lips and penetrate her with the dildo. Jenn warps her legs around my waist and her arms around my neck. I begin moving slowly, and with each passing second move a little faster. I love how Jenn stares into my eyes while fucking her. While I fuck her, she pulls my lips towards hers and kisses my lips forcefully.

“Stop for a second,” she says as I stop fucking her.

Jenn removes the dildo from inside her pussy and places the head of it against her ass. I slowly insert the dildo into her asshole as she closes her eye momentarily and bites her lower lip.

“Hard and fast, baby.”

I fuck her ass hard and fast and watch her rub her clit with her left hand while inserting two fingers of her right hand inside herself.

“Oh God, yes! Fuck me, baby, fuck me!”

I lock my arms onto the bed beside her and fuck her as fast and hard as possible. I watch her eyes roll to the back of her head as her body shakes and then stare at her bouncing breasts. I place my hands on her tits and then tug her nipples.

“Baby, yes! Oh, Becca, baby, fuck!” she screams and cums loudly.

Jenn removes her fingers from inside her pussy and stops rubbing herself as I remove the strap-on inside her ass. We kiss with our tongues, and then she bites my earlobe.

“My turn,” she says through her heavy breathing.

She gets off the bed, removes the harness from my body, and affixes it to her body.

I lie on my back with my head toward the headboard. Jenn joins me in bed and places her right foot against my pussy. She slowly rubs her toes against my pussy and then places her big toe against my clitoris and begins to play with it.

“I love that so much,” I say.

“I know you do, baby, which is why I’m doing it.”

As she rubs my clit using her big toe, she takes hold of my right foot and licks between my toes. She then sucks on my big toe as I look at her in surprise. Jenn has never sucked my toes before, and although I don’t know why she’s doing it now, I love how it feels.

“I want it inside me,” I plead.

Jenn smirks and then inserts her big toe inside my pussy. I sway my hips and run my fingers across my nipples as Jenn fucks me with her toe. I look at her with yearning as she removes her toes from the inside of me. I take hold of her foot and lick the big toe she used to fuck me.

“Fuck me, babe,” I say and get onto my knees with my ass in the air.

Jenn penetrates my pussy with the dildo. She places her right hand on my hip and takes a hand full of my hair with her left hand. Within seconds Jenn pounds my pussy and pulls my head backward by my hair. I reach between my legs and rub my clitoris as Jenn fucks me fast and furiously.

“Who’s pussy is this?”

“It’s your pussy, babe.”

I feel Jenn's thumb pressed against my asshole and then feel her rub it in a circular motion with her thumb. She better not do what I think she wants to do. For a second, I thought she would insert her thumb inside my ass, but she has it pressed against my asshole, and I like how it feels.

“I’m so close, babe!” I scream in pleasure.

Jenn pulls my head back as far as it will go and fucks me deeply. My body becomes tense, and then I feel like I’ve lost all strength in my body as I climax.

I remove my fingers from my clitoris as Jenn removes her thumb from my asshole. She removes the dildo from my pussy and takes off the strap-on. I lie on my back as Jenn places herself beside me. We kiss with our tongues and gaze into each other’s eyes.

“You’ve never fucked me with your toe, sucked my toes, or pressed your thumb against my asshole.”

“I needed to hold a few things in my bag of tricks for after we got married, and I have lots more.”

I stare at my wedding ring, smile at her and respond, “Our honeymoon will be fun.”

“It will be, and you have no idea what you’re in for.”

“I can’t wait to find out.”

It’s been two years since Jenn regained her memory and almost three years since the accident. Jenn and I still live on Long Island but not in our townhouse. Jenn disliked living there, so I agreed when she told me she wanted to sell it.

We purchased a house two blocks away from Josh and Cara, and it’s been great. I always spent a lot of time at their house, but I’m there more than ever to see my niece, Karina, and my nephew, Anthony. It still amazes Cara, Josh, and me that she had twins. Josh and Cara are amazing parents.

My dad and Jenn’s dad always got along with each other, but that wasn’t the case with my mother and Jenn’s mother.  My mom disliked Veronica because of how she treated me in the past, but she slowly began coming around when Veronica and I began having a friendship.

When Karina and Anthony were born, they began spending much time with one another and developed a close friendship due to their grandchildren.

Tyler and Yara got back together, and when they did, Tyler began pitching like himself again. That offseason, Yara and Tyler married and have been great. Yara occasionally gets jealous but doesn’t show that she is to Tyler and hasn’t made an ass of herself since they got back together.

When Yara feels like she’ll snap, she goes to Jenn for help. I never thought it would be possible, but Yara and Jenn had become extremely close friends and even closer when Tyler became a free agent and signed with the wrong New York team. Jenn and I would have preferred he played with our favorite team, but we still go and support him whenever he pitches at home.

I thought Yara and Jenn becoming close friends was impossible, and that’s how I felt about Delia, but we became extremely close friends, especially when Jenn and I purchased the house. She was at our house as much as I was at Josh and Cara’s, and the more time we spent with each other, the more I liked her.

Of all the things that could happen, I never imagined Delia would be in a relationship with a certain someone. Jenn and I had a pool party barbeque for the fourth of July a couple of years ago, and it was at our party that Amanda and Delia met for the first time.

Delia was in awe of Amanda as soon as Delia laid her eyes on Amanda while Amanda talked to Jenn a few feet away. After Jenn and I introduced them to one another, Amanda felt the same way toward Delia. They spent the entire party talking, drinking, and laughing.

A few weeks after they met, Delia came to the house and looked so worried I thought she would become ill. When I asked her what was wrong, Delia told me she needed to talk to Jenn. I told Delia Jenn was in her office working and went inside Jenn’s office with her.

“Jenn, you’re friendship means everything to me, and I hope what I did doesn’t ruin our friendship.”

“What did you do?”

“It’s not so much what I did, with who did it with.”

“I have no idea what you’re talking about, Delia.”

“Amanda.”

“What about Amanda?”

“Since the party, we’ve been talking on the phone nightly, and she invited me to her place last night. I swear I went there to do nothing more than hang out, but we, you know.”

“Are you telling me you had sex with my Amanda?!”

“You did not just refer to Amanda as you’re Amanda!” I shouted.

“I can’t believe you, Deals. Of all the women on Earth, you got with my ex-girlfriend?!”

“We like each other a lot, and I know I should have talked to you about it, but I was worried.”

“I would be so pissed off if I gave a shit,” Jenn laughed.

“You don’t give a shit, Jenns.”

“No, I don’t give a crap. Amanda talked to me about you the day after the party and told me she was interested in you, and I told her to go for it. I think you two are perfect for each other.”

“I’m relieved.”

A month later, Amanda moved in with Delia. A month after moving in together, Amanda proposed to Delia. Delia accepted, and they became engaged. I never disliked Amanda and had gotten along with her well, but spending so much time with her after she and Delia became engaged messed with my head. If there is anything I learned from those seven months when Jenn had no recollection of her past is that the mind is a powerful thing.

“Since you’ve had sex with Amanda and Amanda and I have had sex, the only thing to do is to ensure things aren’t weird is for you and me to have sex, and then you and Amanda should double team, Jenn.”

Delia and I looked at one another, then stared at Jenn in shocked silence until Jenn burst into laughter. I rolled my eyes and laughed as Delia joined me in laughter. Later that night, as Jenn and I brushed our teeth before going to bed, I admitted that I thought she was serious when she said what she said to Delia and me.

“I would love to watch you have a threesome, baby.”

I expected her to laugh, but when she didn’t, I looked at her in stunned surprise and said, “You’re fucking me with me, aren’t you?”

“Not at all, baby. I fantasize about watching you have a threesome.”

“Since when?”

“For a while.”

“How long is a while?”

“Since always,” she admitted.

“You’re not fucking with me?”

“Threesomes are amazing, and you know I know that. Tell me you’ve never thought about it.”

“Yeah, I’ve thought about it but never had the opportunity.”

“If you could, you would then.”

“Maybe I would have before meeting you and getting engaged, but it never happened.”

“If the opportunity were ever to present itself, I’m all for it.”

“Babe, I’m your wife.”

“No shit, baby, but it’s just sex. You having the experience wouldn’t change our love for each other.”

“Sorry to bust your bubble, but I would never have a threesome with two women I didn’t know.”

“What about Amanda and Delia?”

“What about them?”

“How about with them?”

“Absolutely not, Jenn.”

“Why not?”

“Because it’s Amanda and Delia. Amanda is your ex-girlfriend, and you, me, and Delia are close friends. Amanda and Delia are engaged, and we’re married.”

“You and Delia would become closer friends, and Amanda would fuck you without thinking twice about it.”

“How the fuck do you know that?”

“She told me.”

“Amanda told you she would fuck me, and you didn’t have a problem with that?”

“Why would I have a problem with that?”

“I’m your wife.”

“She told me that before you became my wife, and just so you know, Delia told me the same thing.”

“Get the fuck out of here.”

“She did, baby.”

“When did Delia tell you that?”

“All the time.”

“Now I know you’re fucking with me.”

“I’m not fucking with you, baby. I’ve always talked about our sex life with Delia, and you wouldn’t believe what she told me she’d do to you.”

“This is a test. You’re trying to get me to admit I would have sex with Delia and Amanda.”

“Why are you being so weird about this? I would fuck Delia with you if you were okay with it, and I never talked to you about it because I know how you are.”

“What is that supposed to mean?”

“I know you would never do it, and you’d get all insane if I brought up having us having a threesome with another woman, especially with Delia. You were jealous of her when I started hanging out with her.”

“How long have you thought about us having a threesome with Delia?”

“I didn’t seriously consider it until you became close friends.”

“Oh my God, Jennifer! You want to fuck Delia!”

“Honestly, I would fuck her, but only with you. It would be hot as hell.”

“I don’t want to talk about it any longer.”

“Now you see what I meant when I told you why I never discussed it with you. You’re pissed off, and now you’re acting weird.”

I had always known Jenn had an extremely high sex drive before and after the accident. I always knew she had a freaky side, but I never imagined she would ever want to have a threesome with me, let alone watch me have a threesome.

It made me feel good that Amanda and Delia thought I was attractive enough that they would both have sex with me, but it also disturbed me that Jenn wouldn’t have an issue watching me be with them.

Delia came over to hang out with me since Amanda was out with her sister, and Jenn was having a daddy-daughter day with her father.

“Becca, I want to tell you something, but I don’t want you to judge me.”

“I wouldn’t judge you.”

“You say that now, but I can’t untell you once I tell you. Also, you may judge me, so on second thought, forget about it.”

“Delia, just tell me because you look like you’re dying to tell me.”

“Okay, fuck it. Mandy and I were at a club two months ago, and there was this smokeshow of a girl who kept staring at us. She bought us drinks, and we started chatting with her. Long story short, we danced with her, drank all night, and took her home.”

“Took her home, as you and Amanda took the girl home?”

“Her name is Gwen, and she’s twenty-three. It was the most intense and pleasurable sexual experience of our lives, and we saw her a few more times.”

“You two aren’t seeing her anymore?”

“Unfortunately, because she moved to Florida a few weeks ago.”

“Are you and Amanda okay?”

“We’ve never been better.”

“Interesting.”

“What’s interesting.”

“Jenn talked to me about having a threesome.”

“Did she have anyone in mind?”

“You, but that was before you and Amanda became a couple and then engaged.”

Delia laughed and responded, “I can’t believe she talked to you about that. She told me you’d get upset and get weird about it, but I would have.”

“Would have meaning you wouldn’t now.”

“I’m with Amanda now, and the only way for that to happen would be with Amanda present.”

“Full disclosure. Jenn told me Amanda would have sex with me and that she wouldn’t have an issue watching me with you and Amanda.”

“That wouldn’t be far to Jenn.”

“Would you be with Jenn?”

“Nope, I’m not answering that question.”

“I won’t get mad or upset.”

“I’m still not answering that question.”

“Delia, answer the question. I promise I won’t get mad or upset.”

“Jenn has the greatest ass I’ve ever seen. I would suck the shit out of her rectum.”

“That’s disgusting but good to know.”

“I knew it. Now you’re upset.”

“No, I’m not upset. I knew you wanted to be more than friends with her from the start.”

“No, I didn’t, but if she weren’t with you, we might have become fuck buddies. There’s a reason her relationship with Amanda didn’t work out, and my relationship with Amanda is perfect.”

“No relationship is perfect.”

“Amanda and I must be the exception.”

“The only thing I’m worried about is going through with it and having it ruin our relationship. I almost lost Jenn forever twice, and I can’t live without her. Inviting others into the bedroom is a slippery slope.”

“Only if you let it be. We could do it once, and if it’s something you don’t enjoy, you never do it again.”

“Just so I’m clear. You and Amanda would if I said I want to do it.”

“Yeah, but only if Jenn is involved.”

When Amanda finished her sentence, Jenn walked into the house, and I looked at her nervously.

“You two were talking about sex.”

“How do you know.”

Jenn took hold of my chin, kissed my lips,  and responded, “Your face is red with embarrassment.”

“We were talking about having a foursome. Me and Amanda with you and Becca.”

“How did that come up of all things?”

“I told her about something Amanda and I had done.”

“Oh, Gwen.”

“Amanda fucking told you.”

“Obviously she did, Deals.”

“If you had sex with Amanda again, would old feelings come up to the surface?”

“Not a chance. I love Becca, and Becca loves me. You love Amanda, and she loves you. It would be nothing more than one hot ass encounter.”

“To make sure Becca doesn’t lose her mind, she must watch you and me kiss and then see you kiss Amanda.”

“Call her and have her come here after she’s finished hanging out with her sister.”

“We’re going to do this today?”

“No better time than the present, baby.”

“I’m here, so let’s do this!” Amanda exclaimed with excitement.

I was dumbfounded that Amanda arrived at the house so fast and taken aback that she was so excited about going through with a foursome.

“Becca, have a seat. The three of us will sit on the sofa, with Jenn sitting between Amanda and me. I’ll kiss Jenn first, and then Amanda will kiss Jenn. If you’re not okay with it, say so, and we’ll stop, but if you don’t say anything, we’ll continue.

I sat across from them with my heart pounding and my pulse racing. Jenn and Delia smiled at one another as their lips moved toward one another. I wanted to scream out the word no, but I couldn’t bring the word to my lips.

I watched as Jenn and Delia kissed passionately and groped one another. They stopped kissing, and Jenn immediately turned her head and looked at Amanda.  Jenn and Amanda smiled at one another, kissed each other’s lips, and then kissed with tongues.

Not only couldn’t I bring a word to my lips, but I felt frozen. My mind told my body to move and my mouth to speak, but my body wouldn’t cooperate.

“I missed kissing you.”

“Me too, but I missed fucking you more, Amanda.”

I watched Delia get off the sofa and watch them kiss as she removed her shirt. The three of them kissed and began undressing one another. I felt nothing but rage, and although I was furious, I couldn’t move or speak.

“Stop it!” Get off of her!” I screamed as I awoke sweating.

The door swung open the light illuminated the room. Jenn quickly walked to me and placed the backside of her hand against my forehead.

“Your fever broke,” she said as I looked at her in confusion and then uncontrollably coughed.

“What a fucking nightmare. I dreamt we were going to have a foursome with Amanda and Delia.”

“As if you would ever do that.”

“You would?!”

“No, I would never do that either, baby. I knew you were sick but not delusionally sick.”

“It felt so real. I’ve had dreams and nightmares that have felt real but never to that extent.”

“I know firsthand, baby.”

The human brain is powerful yet delicate. To this day, neurologists have no clue how Jenn recovered her memory. Jenn doesn’t know or care how but is grateful she did, as am I. Jenn told me long ago that everything happens for a reason, although we don’t understand why. 

I’ve thought about her words and believe it took Jenn having the accident and losing her memory to make me realize the errors of my ways. I had come close to losing her twice, and after living through it, I made it my mission never to again.

I still make fun of Josh that he’s pussy whipped by Cara, but the truth is I’m worse than he is. There is nothing I won’t do for her, and she knows it, but she’s not the type of person to take advantage of a situation. If Jenn were that type of person, she wouldn’t have relented and agreed to have the extravagant wedding I wanted.

Jenn no longer works for Deadzone but still works with them and also works with Shadow Road Games but through her own video game publishing company, All-Star Game Studio. Jenn never wanted to have money become an issue between her and Tyler again since it was money that came close to destroying their relationship.

Jenn, not wanting to take Tyler’s money, almost again ended their relationship, and Yara played the arbitrator role. I don’t know how things would have turned out if not for her temper. 

Tyler was upset that Jenn was willing to take investor money for her game idea but not his. Jenn was upset that Tyler didn’t understand why she didn’t want him to invest. Yara let them both have it, resulting in a partnership between Tyler and Jenn. Peter wouldn't have met Abby if not for Tyler and Jenn’s partnership. I find it amusing that Peter is Jenn’s older brother, yet she’s protective of him as if he were the younger sibling.

“Baby, what are you thinking about?”

“You’re my wife.”

“It took long enough, but you’re my wife, too.”

“I can’t imagine what my life would be like without you. I came close to losing you twice, and I won’t ever take the risk of losing you again.”

“You’ll need to die of old age first,” Jenn responds with infectious laughter.

“I hope I do.”

“Rebecca, my baby, the love of my life, and my wife. We have a long life ahead of us, and after what we did, this is the last thing you should be thinking about.”

“You can take my mind off things if we have a second round.”

“It’s not a matter of if. You and I are having a second and third round and will join the mile-high club tomorrow.”

“I’m not sure about that, babe.”

“You promised.”

“I’m joking, and I know I promised. I will never break another promise to you again.”

“Promise?”

“For the rest of my life until death does us part, my love.”

A MESSAGE FROM AUTHOR ANTOINETTE SAX

I hope you enjoyed reading “Broken Promises.” If you want to read more of my stories, you can find them at http://www.AntoinetteSax.info, which will take you to my Amazon Author page, where you can find all my stories.
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