

As I await the arrival of Peyton Rawlings I can’t help wondering if I’m doing the right thing. For as popular as I am I’ve done my best to stay out of the spotlight. Over forty million subscribers to my channel yet only a handful of people truly know me or know who I really am for that matter. When my attorney, Peter, had me sign the agreement I was unsure if I should go through with it, but he assured me that it was all for the best. I mean, how many people would be given a thirty percent stake in a startup online magazine for simply doing an interview? Then again, I know this is going to be more than an interview. I’m going to tell a complete and total stranger my entire life story and she gets to divulge what she chooses to the world. I’m going to have to tell her things that I’ve never told anyone. I’m going to have to divulge my utmost fears and most inner thoughts. I’m going to have to relive things in my past that I may never get over in my life. If there was another way to make my dream finally become a reality I would do it a heartbeat, but I know deep down inside that this gives me the best opportunity. I just can’t help the anxiety I’m feeling. As I take a deep breath and exhale slowly I can’t help but watch the minutes tick off the clock as I await her arrival.

She was supposed to be here by 10 AM but here it is after 11 AM and she’s not here yet. Just knowing that she’s late for the very first time we meet is making me more anxious by the minute. I guess I’ll just make another cup of coffee. I begin to walk to the kitchen when I finally hear my doorbell ring. I nervously walk to my front door and open it slowly.

“Harper Miller, GamerGirl605 in the flesh,” she says as I look at her.

She’s beautiful! Long dark black straight hair and dark blue eyes. She’s a little taller than I am and dressed provocatively but classy at the same time. She kind of looks like she stepped out of the pages of a fashion magazine. She has a small waist and wide hips. All I can think of is a genie bottle as I look at her. She has a computer bag draped across her shoulders.

“You must be Peyton. Thank you so much for arriving on time” I say sarcastically.

She grins at me and says, “Five-bedroom house on over an acre in Northport, Long Island with a three-car garage but you park your car in the driveway?”

I roll my eyes and reply, “I have a reason for everything. I’m sure you’ll get your answer as to why during the interview. An hour late without a phone call?”

She laughs and says, “I’m not a morning person and I didn’t think traffic from the City would be so fucking bad.”

I’m trying to process what she just said. She’s not a morning person but is the CEO of an online start-up magazine of which I own thirty percent? This may have not been my best decision. This isn’t helping my anxiety at all!! All I can do is look at her and shake my head.

“Before we start you need to show me around,” she says as if almost telling me what to do. She steps into my house, removes her computer bag and places it onto the floor.

“Why?” I ask as she smiles and says, “A person's home is the best representation of who they are. I need a tour to help my story is all.”

“Fine” I reply as I proceed to walk her through every square inch of my home as she says nothing during the entire time. It’s as if she’s just soaking it all in.

“I am beyond intrigued,” she says which makes a bit nervous.

“Aren’t you going to show me the garage?” she asks as I shake my head and reply, “Some other time.”

She takes a deep breath and exhales. “So where are we going to do it?” she asks.

“Do what?” I reply with concern.

“The interview!” she exclaims.

I laugh with nervous laughter and reply, “The living room but before we start can I get you something?”

Without hesitation, she replies, “A Vodka and Cranberry would be fucking amazing right now.” I look at my watch that reads 11:55 AM.

“It’s not even noon yet” I replied with concern.

She laughs and replies as she looks at her cell phone, “It will be in about four minutes, so a Vodka and Cranberry please, besides its noon somewhere right now.”

I walk to my bar and begin to make her drink as she watches me pour the vodka into a glass full of ice. I mix the drink and hand it to her as she takes a sip and smiles at me. We walk into the living room and I sit on the couch. She grabs her computer bag, removes her laptop and places it onto the couch. She powers the computer on as she takes a seat next to the computer and kicks her shoes off.

“Make yourself at home,” I say with sarcasm as she smiles and replies, “Don’t mind if I do” as she takes another sip of her drink which she now has sat on my coffee table with no coaster!

“So how does this work?” I ask with concern.

“Pretty fucking simple. I ask questions, you answer, and I’ll record what you say. I go home, review the recordings and we do this over and again until I know I have enough to write the article” she replies.

“How long is this going to take?” I ask as she smiles and answers, “As long as it takes.”

“I’m not sure about this,” I say with concern as she grins at me.

“Our signed contract says that you are sure. Then again, if you want to tap out feel free. Considering you make over ten million a year from your channel and merchandise,  I would have you buy the nut sack, even though you don’t have a nut suck, I would have every right to sue the ever loving shit of you and I know I’d win so whatever you want to do is fine by me” she says with conviction.

At this moment I can’t help but think of two things. She’s right and I don’t like her. Sure, she’s pretty and dressed well but her language is crude, and she seems a bit arrogant to me. Make that very arrogant.

I remove myself from the couch and take a sip of the drink I made her. I sit back down and look at her. “Okay, so ask away,” I say.

“This is very simple. I need you to start at the beginning. You talk, and I record, that’s all there is to it” she says to me.

“Beginning of what? GamerGirl605, yesterday, my sixth birthday?” I ask with sarcasm.

She laughs almost uncontrollably. She’s laughing so hard that she can barely breathe. “I gave you 30% of my fucking company. Not 5%, 10% or even 15%. I gave you 30% of my fucking company so I can do without the sarcasm. I want you to begin at the beginning meaning the very fucking beginning. I want you to tell me when you were born, where you were born and would love to know the exact moment your dad shot his load inside your mom that resulted in you.” She sits up from the couch and looks directly into my eyes without blinking once. “I don’t want you to think that I’m not good at what I do because believe you me, I am. I’ve done my research and I know most of what you’re going to say but I need to hear you say it. It’s just my process and I don’t give a rat’s ass if you like it or not. Just say we’re on the same page or I can leave and would go the legal route.”

I look at her with daggers in my eyes and anger in my body. “Before you start recording I need to say something. You’re not nice and I don’t like you. Now you can press the record button” I said as I seethed.

She again laughs uncontrollably as she looks at me and replies, “I’m an acquired taste but I’m not mean. You don’t like me right now, but you’ll respect me at some point which is so much better in my opinion. So, as I said, start from the very beginning.”  

“I was born to Devine and Francine Miller on a cold December morning in Sturgis, South Dakota. My parents were both only twenty-two when I was born but had already been married for three years. They met and fell in love in high school and were married a few months after graduation. My dad was an auto mechanic and my mom worked as a waitress at the local diner. My dad worked for a man named Dennis Johnson who was like his second father. Dennis not ever having any children of his own treated my dad like a son. To this day, when I think of Dennis I think of nothing but fond memories. I remember living with my grandparents on my father’s side when I was little but after Dennis passed away and left my dad his business and house we moved out. It was a small two-bedroom one-bathroom house with a one car garage that was down the block from the business. My dad was an extremely handsome man. He was well over six feet tall with dark black hair and light blue eyes. My mom was beautiful. She was around five feet six inches tall with blond hair and hazel eyes. My dad was a large man and my mom was always petite. As for me, I got my mom’s blonde hair and my dad’s light blue eyes. To say I was bigger than most girls would be an understatement. I was “pleasantly plump” according to my grandmother but I knew that it was just a kind way of saying “fat.”

“Home was always a happy place for me. I was always surrounded by family and we were close-knit. My mom eventually stopped working at the diner and began working with my dad at the business full time answering phones and taking care of customer service. For as happy as my home life was it was a far cry from my life at school. I was known and referred to as “Harper Hog” a name given to me by mean girl Vanessa Johnson. The first time she called me that name I tried to brush it off but when the rest of the kids started calling me the name as well it would make me cry. I can’t tell you how many times I ran into the bathroom, locked myself in a stall and cried my eyes out. This was my life, loved at home and bullied at school. My parents knew what was going on but for as many times as they both went to the school, it did nothing to stop the bullying. I used to spend a ton of time at my dad’s auto shop. It was a day unlike any other. My dad had just finished doing a job on a young kid’s car. When the kid came to pick up his car and heard the cost was over two hundred dollars he looked like he wanted to die. He took every dollar out of his wallet and handed it to my father. My father counted the money and looked at the kid. “You’re a bit short so,” he said as the kid looked like he wanted to panic. “I’m sorry sir. My mom told me she was going to give me the difference, but she was a bit short herself. What a minute” the kid said as he opened the trunk to his car and handed my dad an unopened box that read, “PlayStation.” “It’s worth $300,” the kid said. My dad smiled, took the box and handed the kid his money back. “Seems like a fair trade to me son,” he said. “Good luck with college,” he said as the kid smiled big and bright and said, “Thank you so much, Mr. Miller.”

“That night my dad hooked up the PlayStation in my bedroom to a small television I had in my bedroom. I was immediately hooked. I would save every red cent of my allowance just to buy video games. It was an escape from the torment I suffered at school. When PlayStation Network launched for the first time in my life I felt like I had friends. I didn’t know any of them by face. They were just different voices coming through my headset with weird names like “GamerLord123, CoolDudeGameGuy, and PixieChick” who lived in different places across the country and world, but they were my friends. Name the game and I played it. Action, adventure, sports, shooters and fighting, I loved them all. My life consisted of going to school, rushing home to do my homework locking myself in my room and playing game after game until it was time to go to sleep. During summer vacation my parents fought with me tooth and nail to try and get me out of the house, but it was a losing battle on their end. This was my life until the middle of summer between elementary school and the beginning of junior high. My parents and I went out for breakfast one a summer morning in July and when we arrived home there was a moving truck at the big house at the end of the road. “Looks like the new neighbors are moving in,” my mom said to my dad as we all got out of the car. We made the short walk to the house and up the driveway where a man and woman carried box after box into the large home. “Hi, I’m Devin Nelson. This is my wife, Francine and my daughter Harper” my dad said to the man. “Pease to meet you, Devin. I’m Gary Miller, this is my wife Veronica and my kids, Owen and Sadie.” The girl Sadie smiled at me and asked, “You want to come inside and play dolls?” she asked with excitement. “Um, okay” I replied nervously as the boy named Owen said, “She doesn’t want to play dolls. She wants to play video games with me, right?!” I didn’t know what to say. I had just met them both and didn’t want to make either angry with me. Thankfully their mom said, “No playing anything right now. Go finish unpacking.” The Miller’s had just moved from Minnesota to South Dakota where Veronica was originally from. Gary took their life savings to purchase the house and the restaurant in town that had been closed for years. Owen and Sadie were twins but not identical twins, they were fraternal. They were the same age as me and would be going into the 7th grade as I was. Perhaps due to the love of video games, I had in common with Owen we became fast friends not that I wasn’t friendly with Sadie. For the first time in my life, I had real friends not voices through a headset. If I wasn’t at their house they were over at mine. Our parents became fast friends as Gary shared a love of motorcycles with my dad. We all spent a lot of time together that summer and I think for the first time in a long time I was truly happy. However, with the new school year starting, I was terrified of what Owen and Sadie would think of me. Would they still want to be my friends, or would they join the rest of the kids and give a plus two to my group of tormentors? It was a couple of days before the start of school and I was full of dread. As Owen and I sat in his family room playing video game football I paused the game and looked at him. “Yeah, pause the game in the middle of my drive right!” he said with anger. I didn’t say anything for a minute or so until my eyes began to fill with tears. As if I had diarrhea of the mouth I began blabbing, “I get bullied at school. All the kids call me Harper Hog and make fun of me constantly. They draw pictures of me and make hog sounds all the time.” “Sadie! Sadie!” he yelled out as Sadie came running into the family room. “Tell her what you just told me,” he said calmly. I looked at Sadie and repeated what I had just said to Owen. They were both upset and asked me question after question which I did my best to answer. Sadie looked at Owen and then they both looked at me. “This is going to stop!” Sadie said with conviction.”

“So, your love of gaming started when a college kid couldn’t afford to pay for repairs to his car and your dad bartered his services for a game system. I wouldn’t have guessed that in a million years” Peyton says with a smile. “It must have been tough growing up,” she says with compassion.

“Yeah, it was. All I had wanted was for my life at school to be somewhat like my life at home. It felt like I was living two lives at the same time, a life where I was happy at times and a life where I was miserable with no in between” I reply. “It’s getting late and I have work that I need to get to. Is it okay if we end for today and pick up again tomorrow?” I ask.

“Yeah it is getting late and I too have things that I need to get to. I’ll see you tomorrow” she answers. 

I walk her to her car and wave goodbye as she backs down my driveway and pulls away. As I lay in bed at night I’m not quite sure what to make of Peyton. She’s beautiful but speaks like an over the road trucker. She seems to be intelligent and driven but I think she’s one of those people who are constantly late which drives me insane. She dresses well and drives a Porsche, so she must be financially well off. I really don’t know what to make of her at this point, but I’m still unsure if I’m doing the right thing.

I awake a little past 5 AM after another night of tossing and turning. I used to be able to sleep all night long and well into the afternoon when I was younger but now I fear I may be turning into an insomniac. My mind is constantly racing and as bad as I want to I can’t bring myself to relax. I have so much to do that it’s all I can think about. I do a quick workout in my home gym, shower, get dressed, have a quick breakfast and await Peyton’s arrival. Just a little past 10 AM now as I hear a car heading down my driveway. Peyton is once again dressed provocatively yet professional at the same time. As she gets out of her red Porsche 911 I smile and say, “I meant to tell you yesterday that I love your car.”

She gives me a quick smile and replies, “Thanks. I always wanted one and now I do. Seemed like a great idea at the time but not so much now.” I let out a small laugh and ask her if she’s had breakfast.

“Coffee and a muffin. The breakfast of champions for those who have to battle an insane amount of traffic to travel to bumble fuck Long Island” she replies.

I look at her and ask, “So what’s on the agenda for today?” as she looks at me and replies, “Same as yesterday.” I let out a deep breath and reply, “Okay.”

We are again in my living room as Peyton once again kicks off her shoes, powers up her laptop and lays down on the sofa. She smiles and says, “I’m ready when you are so…lets pick up where we left off yesterday. I nod my head as she presses down on a key on her laptop.

“At the start of the school year, the bullying did stop for a little while. Owen and Sadie became instantly popular but how could they not? They were both great looking and outgoing. They made it known that anyone who had a problem with me also had a problem with them. I wasn’t made fun of in their presence but when I wasn’t with them it would all start again. Granted the bullying wasn’t as bad as it always had been, but it was still there. As we all became a little older I became a little more, “Pleasantly Plump.” Sadie was becoming more beautiful and Owen more handsome and, on his way, to becoming “The Man.” When high school started it became worse for me than it ever had been before. Owen was always playing sports. Baseball, Basketball, and Football. Sadie joined the cheerleading team. They were the coolest of the cool kids and I was a complete and utter reject. The bullying became so bad that I again began to lock myself in my room to play video games constantly. With the last couple of days of school left until winter break, I couldn’t take much more. I played sick and stayed home from school, so I didn’t have to deal with it. Whenever Owen and Sadie tried to call me I just let my phone ring and go to voicemail. It was a few days into winter break and a bit past 10 PM when I watched the window to my room open and Sadie climb through it as was her custom. “What the hell, Harper? Owen and I have been trying to get in touch with you. What gives?” I looked at her and began to cry. “I can’t take this anymore. You and Owen are so freaking cool, why would you want to be friends with a fat, ugly reject like me? Sadie looked at me with concern and replied, “Harper you’re not a fat, ugly reject!” I shook my head and replied, “I know what I am!” through tears. Although I would see Sadie angry over the years this was the first time I had ever seen angry Sadie. “You know what?! You are exactly what people say you are. You are a fat fucking reject!” through clenched teeth. “What?” I responded in horror. “I’m tired of this feeling sorry for yourself crap! If you want to change the way people treat you and how they see you, you need to change!” she yelled out. “Stop filling your body with all this crap!” she again yelled as she crumpled an empty can of Mountain Dew and tossed it to the floor. “Mountain Dew, Doritos, Tostitos and Salsa, Twinkies, cupcakes and all this shit you poison yourself with!” she exclaimed. “Stop yelling at me!” I cried as she continued. “If you want it to stop you need to make it happen! You, Harper no one else!” she said with conviction. “I can’t Sadie!” I yelled out. With a sudden calm coming over her she asked, “Do you want it to stop?” As I cried I nodded my head. “Say it then,” she said to me. “Say what?” I asked. “Say, I want it to stop.” I repeated what she said as each time I said it she would yell out’ Again!” At the top of my lungs, I yelled out, “I want it to stop!” She smiled and commanded, “Say I will do whatever it takes to make it stop!” I again repeated what she had said as she again said over and again, “Again!” This went on for what seemed like forever as I stopped and then sat at the foot of my bed. Sadie walked over to me and kneeled on my floor. She placed her hands on my legs and said, “Harper, look at me” as I locked eyes with her. “If you really want it to stop I’ll help you and I know Owen will help too. Harper. Tomorrow starts the beginning of the new you. We’re going to replace Harper Hog with Harper the Hottie.” I let out a laugh and replied, “I could lose all the weight in the world, but I’ll still be ugly.” Sadie’s eyes began to fill with tears. “Harper, you’re not ugly, you’re pretty,” she said. “You’re my friend, what else would you say?” I asked. She smiled and wiped a tear from her cheek. “As your friend, I wouldn’t lie to you. If you were ugly I would tell you so but you’re not Harper. Look at your parents. There is no way the two could have an ugly kid. I really believe that you’re prettier than your mom” she said softly. “Shut up,” I said in disbelief. “No, I’m serious.” “Just stop it!” I said with annoyance. “You’ll see,” she said with pride. “I’ll see you tomorrow at 7 AM sharp,” she said. “7 AM?” I asked with concern. “7 AM!” she exclaimed as she smiled, got off her knees and climbed out through my window.”

“That Saturday morning, I rolled over in bed and looked at my alarm clock that read, “7:10 AM.” I rolled back over and closed my eyes as my bedroom door swung open as Sadie yelled out, “Rise and shine sleepy head!” She ran over to my bed, pulled my comforter off and pulled me up by my hands. She went into my closet and took out my gym clothes. “Bundle up, it’s freezing outside” she commanded as I went into the bathroom and changed. When I exited the bathroom, I walked into the kitchen where Owen was going through the kitchen cabinets with my parents. “What’s going on?” I asked with confusion. Owen smiled and replied, “Out with the bad and in with the good,” he said as a little over two garbage bags were filled with everything that I loved to gorge myself with. “Your mom and dad are going to replace all this crap with stuff that’s good for you. You’ll eat nothing but fruit and vegetable for snacks and you’ll drink water whenever you're thirsty.” I let out a sigh and replied, “You have to be kidding me” as my dad smiled and said, “ Your mom and I are so proud of you baby girl” as they both hugged me. Before I knew it me, Sadie and Owen were in the cold South Dakota morning air and running down the street. My heart was pounding, my knees were burning, and I felt like I was going to be sick. I felt like I was going to be sick until I became sick. I stopped running, bent over and vomited profusely. Day after day and week after week all I did was eat fruit, vegetables, and salad with no dressing for lunch. I lost ten pounds rather quickly, but the rest of the weight didn’t seem to be coming off. My parents, Owen and Sadie wouldn’t let me give up as bad as I wanted to at times. My dad even cleaned out the garage and little by little started bringing in gym equipment. It was all used and old, but I used every single one. There was a treadmill, step master, exercise bike and light weights. My only break from working out was playing my video games. I was constantly sore and in pain but as time went on I could see the difference. My clothes weren’t fitting me right and as I kept stepping on the scale the lower readings kept me motivated. By the time school had let out for the summer I had lost close to 50 pounds. For the first time, I liked my reflection in the mirror. By the start of sophomore year, I had lost close to 70 pounds and was on my way to the target of 100 pounds. I had worried that I would have loose skin but since I was only losing 1 to 2 pounds per week and since I was so young it was a not an issue. It was now a year to the date that I started my transformation. That night Sadie came over and sat me down in a chair in the middle of my room. As if playing make up with a doll she applied all sorts of makeup products to my face. When she was done she walked me into the bathroom and closed the door behind us. When I looked at myself in the mirror it made me want to cry. “I told you that you were never ugly. Do you believe me now, Harper?” Was this me? Was this really me? I placed both my hands over my face and as hard as I tried to stop myself from crying I couldn’t. “Don’t cry Harper, your mascara is going to smear,” Sadie said with a smile. “Say hello to Harper the Hottie,” said with laughter as I embraced her tightly. “Thank you so much” I cried as I gripped onto her more tightly. “All I did was help you. This came from you, now please let me go I can’t breathe” she said as I laughed, let go of my embrace and replied with laughter, “Sorry.”

“Your friend was right,” Peyton says with a smile.

“Right about what?” I quickly ask as she smiles and raises her eyebrows, “You’re very pretty.”

I let out a small chuckle and reply, “Thank you but you’re not so bad yourself.”

“I know” she replies with confidence.

“I have to be honest. I’m a bit uncomfortable spilling my guts to you while not knowing much about you” I say to her.

“Well, ask me one day” she quickly says to me.

“I thought I just did” I respond with curiosity.

She lets out a small quick smile and says, “That will have to be a conversation for some other time. After all, I’m the interviewer and you are the interviewee. I was on your channel last night and noticed that you haven’t made any videos for a couple of months” Peyton states.

“I’ve been busy with a project, but I’ll be making a new review video soon” I reply.

“Awesome, I can’t wait to watch you,” she says with a tone of excitement to her voice.

“No one watches my recordings,” I say as a matter of fact.

“There’s a first time for everything,” she says with confidence.

“No, no one watches my recordings. In fact, no one ever has” I reply with conviction.

She begins to laugh and says, “Well, I need to call it a day right now. I have a meeting back in the city and it’s going to take me forever to get back” she says.

I shrug my shoulders and say, “Okay, see you tomorrow then.”

She smiles and replies, “Tomorrow, it is.”

Can this woman ever be on time?! I yell out to myself in my head. Here I am waiting again for her way past our scheduled time. I take a seat in the cold winter air on the short step to my front door as I gaze down the driveway and look at the time on my cell phone. I received a text from Peyton which reads, “Be there in ten minutes.” Twenty-five minutes later her Porsche roars down my driveway and screeches to a halt. “WOW!” is all I can say to myself in my head as she gets out of her car with a large Starbucks cup in her hand with her bag slouched across her shoulder. She’s wearing a tight pair of blue jeans and a small jacket that barely covers her torso.

“You do realize how cold it is out here?” I asked sarcastically as she replies with sarcasm, “You do realize that I have heat in my fucking car?”

I feel a bit foolish, so I don’t respond. We enter my house and take a seat across from each other at my dining room table. She removes her computer from her bag and boots it up as she removes her small jacket and places it on the back of her chair. Her top is so tight her breasts are practically popping out of it. 

“So, Harper Hottie, I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t looking forward to today’s session,” she says with a gleam in her eye.

“Really? Harper Hottie?” I ask with laughter as she replies, “Hey if the name fits use it unless you prefer Harper Hog for some odd reason.”

“I fucking hate that name!” I say loudly through my gritted teeth.

“Sorry. I sometimes speak without thinking. My bad” she responds as I give her a quick fake smile.   

“I was never called Harper Hog again, but the stigma was still there and wouldn’t go away. The same girls who tormented me wanted to now be friends. The boys who had always made fun of me looked at me in a way that made me uncomfortable. I would have none of it. As I had always done I only associated with Sadie and Own and less than a handful of others. Only those who had never hurt me would be allowed to associate with the new me. I would never forgive and certainly never forget. Besides the way, I was now treated and joining the track team my life wasn’t all that different from the life of Harper Hog. I still spent a ton of time with my parents at the shop and still play video games for hours on end. I was now being treated the way Sadie and Owen were. I was being invited to all the parties, but I never went. There was no part of me that could get over the years of torment. It disturbed me that by simply getting into shape I was now treated so differently. I was still the same person, just a better-looking version and it made me upset beyond belief. During my junior year of high school, something happened that I would have never imagined in a million years. I was asked out on a date by Darren Malloy. Darren had never ever made fun of me. He was one of the few people who was always nice to me. He was cute and an honor student so against my better judgment I accepted after conferring with Sadie. I couldn’t help but think to myself, “Would Darren have ever asked me out on a date if I still looked the way I used to?” Another issue was that I had never truly been attracted to a boy. Owen was one of my best friends and a guy who all the girls wanted to be with, but I had never looked at him in that way. Then again, Sadie was beautiful, yet I had never had any sexual attraction to her at all. I had never been sexually attracted to anyone for that matter and was beginning to think that I was asexual. Especially so after my date with Darren. He was a complete gentleman and I had a great time. However, when he kissed me goodnight for my first kiss ever I felt absolutely nothing. I remember thinking to myself as his tongue touched mine, “When is this going to be over?” After that date, he kept asking me out, but I kept declining until I finally told him that I like him a lot, just not in that way. Darren didn’t talk to me anymore after that, but he would have a profound impact on my life.”

“A ton of guys at school asked me out repeatedly but knowing that almost all of them had made fun of me at one time or another made me feel great when I turned them down. The look of disappointment on their faces made me happy. Everything changed for me at the start of my senior year of high school. That was the first time I saw Tiffany Daniels. She had moved to Sturgis with her family from Nebraska. She had long jet-black hair and light brown eyes. She had an amazing body and small dimples became present in her cheeks when she smiled. On her very first day she looked like a lost puppy. I remember her walking into the cafeteria and looking around at all the table as if not knowing where to sit.  Amelia, Owen’s girlfriend waved over to her as a look of relief came across her face. She took a seat next to Amelia as Amelia, me, Sadie and Sadie’s boyfriend Adam introduced ourselves to her. As she spoke I became fixated on her lips. I was beyond confused and wasn’t sure what to think. All I knew was that I couldn’t stop thinking about her. It didn’t help that we shared half of the same schedule and she too ran track.”

“We spent a lot of time together and I found myself becoming nervous around her. Whenever she was close my heart would begin to race and I could feel myself becoming all warm inside. Whatever it was I was feeling I had never felt it before and it was starting to bother me especially when she started to become the main character in my dreams. One weekend, Sadie and Tiffany had a sleepover at my house. They both left in the early afternoon the next day, but I spent most of my afternoon laying on my bed smelling the scent of her hair on the pillow she had used. I’m not proud to admit this but I went to sleep that night cuddling the pillow and smelling the scent of her hair. I didn’t know or understand what was happening to me. The picture became a bit clearer for me one day after school. We both had outdoor track practice and as I always did, after practice I stuck around and ran a few extra laps before going into the locker room to shower and change.”

“I did my usual routine. I went to my locker, took off my clothes, draped myself in a towel and inserted my earbuds into my ears. As I listened to music I walked into my usual shower stall only to find Tiffany nude and showering in front of me. She was facing the water as I became fixated on her ass. She turned around and was now facing me but what happened next stunned me. She didn’t scream or yell for me to leave. She smiled at me and allowed the water to run across her shoulders as I gazed upon her amazing nude body. Her nipples were small and pink, but her tits were huge. Her pussy was bare, and I could see the muscle definition in her stomach. It was as if time stood still as I gazed at her body with my mouth half open. The water stopped running and she slowly walked to me as the song I was listening to stopped playing. She slowly walked to me and took the earbuds out of my ears. She unwrapped the towel from my body and gazed at my nude body. “Thanks, I forgot my towel she said” as she wrapped herself in my towel and walked away. I was frozen for a moment and then shook it off as I entered the stall and showered.”

“On the walk home, I tried to process what had just happened. Why didn’t she yell at me to get out when I walked in on her? Why did she smile as I looked at her in the nude? Why did she look at my nude body and smile? I tossed and turned for hours that night before finally falling asleep. When I did I dreamt of that moment in the shower except that instead of her taking my towel and walking away she tossed my towel to the floor and we began to kiss. I awoke drenched in sweat as I quickly jumped out of bed and locked myself in the bathroom. I kept putting cold water on my face as I looked at myself in the mirror. I gazed into my own eyes in the mirror as I began to talk to myself in low voice. “Am I gay? How can I be gay? Why would I be gay? Is it okay that I might be gay? I can’t be gay. There is no way I’m gay. Holy shit I might be gay.” I went back into my bedroom and stared at the ceiling as I continued to try and make sense of the feelings that I was having until it was time for me to get ready to leave for school. At breakfast, my mom looked at me and asked, “Are you feeling okay sweetheart?” as I nodded my head, smiled and replied, “Yeah, I’m fine. I just had trouble sleeping is all.” Truth be told I was scared to death over seeing Tiffany at school. At first, I was relieved that nothing seemed to be different until I realized that she was becoming flirtatious with me. It was never around Owen, Amelia, Sadie or Adam but whenever it was just me and her the flirting began. It was nothing crazy but little things like the color of my lipstick, the shirt I was wearing, the way my jeans fit me and things like that. Part of me felt like I was reading into things too much but the other part of me liked it.  This behavior continued for weeks as I became more and more confused by my feelings.”

“It all became crystal clear all too soon. Tiffany’s parents had a wedding to go to out of state and left her home alone. She did what most would do in her position, she decided to throw a party. It may have seemed like a good idea at the time, but the party quickly spiraled out of control and when it finally broke up the house was a complete mess. Sadie and Adam were drunk beyond belief, so it was up to Owen and Amelia to figure out how to get them both into their houses without parents knowing. It was after 2 AM as I became the last remaining guest. “Fuck, my parents are going to fucking kill me!” she said with panic. “No, they’re not,” I said with conviction. “I’m going to help you clean this all up and they won’t know a thing.” It took us close to three hours to try and erase all evidence of the party. All that remained were tons of full garbage bags which we would have to dispose of at some point that day. We both sat on the couch and looked around at the house with pride. “Thank you so much,” she said as I replied, “You’re very welcome.” She hugged me and then our eyes locked. She slowly started moving her face into mine as I closed my eyes. She kissed my lips as I kissed her back. Before I knew it, we were French kissing as her hands began to caress my body. With panic engulfing my body I stopped kissing her and jumped off the couch. “What wrong?” she asked with confusion as I looked at her and asked, “What just happened?” She smiled and got off the couch and now stood before me. “I think this was happening,” she said as she again began to kiss me as I kissed her back. I pulled away from her and said out loud, “Whoa” as Tiffany again looked confused and said, “I’m sorry I thought you liked me.” I didn’t know what to say. “I’ve uh, I uh, um…” I stammered as she smiled and said, “Never kissed a girl before” with a giggle. I quickly nodded my head as she looked at me with understanding. “I’m not wrong, though am I? You do like me, right?” she asked as I nodded my head and said, “Yeah, it’s just that, um, I, ah, I…” I again stammered as she gently kissed my lips, stopped, looked at me and said, “It’s okay. I’m just relieved that you like me. I thought you did but I wasn’t positive. I thought we had a moment a couple of weeks back in the shower. I’ve been flirting with you ever since, but you never flirted back. You did look at me in a certain way and when we locked eyes a minute ago I needed to make a move.” I smiled and replied, “This is all new to me. I’ve been so confused over things.” She again kissed my lips as my knees became weak. She smiled and said, “We can just talk if you want?” A feeling of calm came over me as I smiled and responded, “That would be great.” We talked for hours as she told me all about how she discovered she was gay as I told her all about the feelings I was experiencing. We both agreed that we liked each other but that we would take things slow.”

“Your first love interest was a girl!” Peyton exclaims with her eyes so big she looks like a deer in the headlights.

“Yeah, I know my first love interest was a girl” I reply sarcastically. Should I keep talking or should I stop?” I ask as she shakes her head and says, “Please continue.”

“Going to school was now so different from when I was younger. I used to dread going to school but now I couldn’t wait to get there, and it was all because of Tiffany. We were spending practically all our time together. She even went out and bought a game system, so we could play together online. During the school day, we would both sneak off in between classes so we could kiss. By the time November rolled around, I knew what I felt toward her was more than a crush. I was completely in love with her. I thought we weren’t acting differently but Sadie was starting to say things that were worrying me. Things like, “You two seem really close” and “You seem so happy whenever you’re around Tiffany” which I would just respond “I guess.” I was now going to every single party all because of Tiffany. When I wasn’t around her I thought about her. When I wasn’t around her I was sad. When we were together I was happy beyond belief. I was still a virgin and had never thought about sex much, but I knew that Tiffany was becoming frustrated with me. It had been over three months since we had first hooked up and all we had done together was a kiss. Whenever she tried to feel me up under my shirt or try to get into my pants I would stop her. To me, sex wasn’t something to be taken lightly. I knew that Owen and Amelia, as well as Sadie and Adam, were sexually active but just because they all were didn’t mean I had to be.”

“Tiffany took you out of your shell,” Peyton says to me.

“How so?” I ask while knowing the answer just wanting to make sure she’s been paying attention.

“You never went to parties before even when you first dropped all the weight. You best friends were the coolest people in school, yet you didn’t enter the “it” crowd until you met this girl. She must have been fucking hot!”

I scrunch my face up and stare at Peyton. “What makes you think she was hot?” I ask quizzically.

“It’s the way you described her and honestly look at you. Someone who looks like you wouldn’t be with a fucking bow wow. At a minimum she was attractive.”

I picture Tiffany’s face and smile. “Yeah, she was beautiful” as I feel myself becoming upset as I think of her. “I need to post to my channel so if you don’t mind I’ll see you tomorrow,” I say to her.

“Bullshit. Not only am I staying but I’m watching!” she yells out.

I shake my head and respond, “I already told you. No one watches my recordings. No one ever has no one ever will. Besides your not invited!” I yell back.

“I fucking told you yesterday I was going to watch, and I don’t care if I’m invited or not. I’m watching, or I can see you in court if you prefer?”

“You’re impossible,” I say knowing that I had to give in. “Fine!” I scream out. “You know, I didn’t realize you were going to be so difficult about things,” I say to her with anger.

She smiles and replies, “I’m not being difficult at all. In fact, I’d like to think I’m easy about most things. Anyway, you’re getting 30% of my fucking company just for this fucking article. Do you have any fucking idea how much money that is?!” she exclaims.

I laugh as I reply, “Of course. That’s why I agreed to do this in the first place. I just hope you’re going to be able to pull it off” I say sarcastically.

She looks so angry I think her head may explode. I can see her jaw clench and her entire demeanor change when suddenly she smiles at me with seemingly no anger at all. “I know I’ll pull it off the same way I know I’m going to be the first person to ever watch you record.”

I know I have no choice but to give in. For the first time in my life, a person is going to watch me record an episode for my channel. She’s now following me around my house like a lost puppy as I enter my bedroom. I open and enter my walk-in closet with her in tow. I open my built-in drawer and look at my GamerGirl605 cut of tank tops. I decide to go with a red one as Peyton looks at me with a quizzical look.

“Why are you grinning at me?” I ask her as she smirks and says, “Those shirts look much smaller in the videos.”

I roll my eyes and reply, “Believe me, these shirts can’t get much smaller.”

She laughs and says to me, “Hey, I’m not hating…sex sells.”

“Close your eyes” I command as she closes her eyes tightly. I remove my sweatshirt and bra and toss them into my hamper. As I’m putting on my tank top Peyton’s eyes pop open as she’s now looking at my bare breasts. “Peyton!” I yell out as she begins to laugh hysterically as I put my shirt on.

“Relax…you don’t have anything that I don’t.”

I roll my eyes with disgust and ask sarcastically, “So what do you think?”

She smiles and again begins to laugh hysterically as she replies, “Very, very nice.”

I go into my bathroom and tie my hair into point tails which I drape over each shoulder. I remove my eyeglasses and put in my contacts. I go back into the closet in my bedroom and grab my Minnesota Twins baseball cap that I put on backward.

“That’s it. The GamerGirl605 look that drives the boys crazy” Peyton states as I roll my eyes and shake my head as I exit the closet and go into my computer lab with Peyton shadowing me.

I sit down on my chair and power my laptop on. Peyton is standing to the side of me with her arms crossed with a look of amusement on her face. “Don’t say a word, not one word while I record!” I say with a commanding voice.

Peyton puts her index finger to her mouth and smiles. She then makes a cross over her heart which makes me want to laugh but I stop myself from doing so. I grab my remote and press record.

“Hey, GamerGirl605 Nation. Sorry for the delay but you’ve all spoken, and I’ve listened. Hey, GG608 what’s up with a side by side comparison of NBA Live 19 vs NBA2K19? It’s no secret that NBA2K19 is the big boy on the block but I must admit that NBA Live 19, although behind, is not all too far behind. Yes, 2K19 has better controls, better graphics and a ton of more options but NBA Live 19 doesn’t try to drain you from your hard-earned money. I would be lying if I didn’t admit that although Live 19’s players feel a bit stiff and the animations aren’t as good as 2K’s it is still a super fun game. Whereas it takes what seems like forever to get your player rating in 2K above 90 while spending a quick $50 to advance time there’s no need to in Live. After only ten games into the Live career mode, my player is close to an 80 overall. Also, when playing online with Live you don’t have people taking shots from half court and burying shot after shot. Overall NBA2K19 is a better overall game compared to NBA Live 19 but Live 19 is enjoyable. You know your girl always has a hookup and now is no different. With the NBA season well underway and some time since both games hit the market, it’s no secret that you can get Live19 on PSN for a heavily discounted price. However, GamerGirl608 has your back if your tired of 2K19’s money grab. Go to PSN and enter code GG605Now$ for an additional $2 off. For only $8 you can buy Live 19 and at that price, it’s more than worth it. 2K is still king but if EA Sports continues their path they may very well be on their way to becoming the kings of basketball gaming. Until next time GamerGirl608 Nation, love you all and happy gaming.” With my normal sign, off I make the peace sign, once again.” I kiss my fingers and show them to the camera. I press stop on my remote and smile.

“You just fucking did that in one take!?” Peyton exclaims as if impressed.

“Yeah, it’s what I do. Granted it wasn’t always this way but do something for close to a decade and it pretty much becomes second nature” I say proudly. “A little editing as far as gameplay is concerned and I’ll have this uploaded in no time.”

She looks excited as she locks eyes with me and says, “And then you're over 40 million subscribers are notified that you’ve uploaded the video and then they watch.”

I smile and reply, “That’s pretty much it. It’s far from rocket science.”

She clenches both her hands and balls them into fists. “I fucking knew I made the right call with you,” she says proudly as I shrug my shoulders and reply, “I hope I made the right call with you.” She bites the right corner bottom of her lip and smiles. I can’t help but say to myself, “Sexy.”

“Don’t worry you have. I don’t know much but I do know I am the best at what I do. Oh, I forgot to tell you. I have a business trip, so we can pick back up in a couple of weeks” she said with a pained look on her face.

“A couple of weeks?” I ask with surprise.

“Yeah, a couple of weeks. Los Angeles, Seattle, London and back to New York.

“Oh, okay. Well, I hope you have a great trip” I say with sincerity.

“I will but thank you,” she says with confidence and sincerity as she gives me a hug and smiles. “Off I go,” she says as I nod my head and say, “Goodnight, Peyton.” She smiles and replies at the top of her lungs, “Good night GamerGirl605!!!”

It’s been almost five days since Peyton left for her business trip and I must admit that It feels great to get back to my normal life. It’s weird but I kind of miss her. She infuriates me with her being late all the time and her making herself at home in my home without a second thought, but I can’t stop myself from wondering what she’s up to. I need to get back to work but I’m beyond stuck. I keep getting this damn error and I can’t figure out why. Whenever I ran into these issues I always had Sophia to discuss things with, but Sophia can’t help me. As bad as I don’t want to admit it, deep down inside I know I must do this without her. Line after line of code. It’s all starting to look the same which is what always happens when I’m beyond exhausted. I’m so frustrated I could scream but what would be the point? Me screaming at the top of my lungs won’t change the fact that I’m stuck like never. I’m so damn close it’s driving me crazy. I spend hour after hour and day after day with growing frustration as I can’t figure out what’s wrong. I try to clear my head by going for a run, drinking alcoholic beverages, listening to music and going for fast, long drives but nothing is working. If Sophia was here I would be exactly where I need and want to be but she’s not. How it pains me not to have her. Before I know it, I’m lying in bed when my cell phone alerts me of a text message. “See you in the morning” the message from Peyton reads. Has it been two weeks already? No wonder my grandparents, parents, Owen and Sadie worry about me so much. Two weeks went by in the blink of an eye and I never realized it.

Wow! It’s only 9:45 AM as I hear a car coming down my driveway. There is no way that Peyton is here so early. Who is it coming down my driveway in a Honda Fit? I can’t stop myself from laughing as I now realize it is Peyton! As she gets out from the car I can’t wipe the look of amusement off my face. She smiles and shakes her head as she makes her way toward me. “That’s the slowest Porsche I’ve ever seen in my life,” I say with amusement.

“Very fucking funny. Since I must drag my tired ass from Manhattan to Northport all the time I figured why not get something that’s not so fucking bad on gas while keeping the mileage down on my baby” she says in a tone that I can’t tell if she’s being truthful or not.

“How was your trip?” I ask with sincerity as she smiles big and bright and yells out, “Fucking amazing! It couldn’t have gone any better if I had written a script! I’m telling you GG we’re on our way!”

“On our way? On our way to what?” I ask with confusion.

Peyton smiles from ear to ear and says with excitement, “The launch of my magazine.”

We both walk into my house as she hugs me which takes me off guard.

“I missed you,” she says with a sincerity which again takes me off guard.

I smile and reply, “I kind of missed you too.”

She raises her eyebrows and says, “Kind of? I admitted I missed you yet you kind of missed me? Wow.”

Shit. Did I just offend her? “No, I missed you. I really, really missed you” I said with panic.

She laughs and says, “Okay then but I’m not the settling down type. Try to get a hold of yourself.”

I let out a chuckle and can do nothing more than to just shake my head.

“Are you ready to continue?” Peyton asks with a weird sort of smile smirk.

“Sure, but for the life of me, I can’t remember where we left off” I respond.

She nods her head, and in my opinion, a poor impersonation of myself says, “I knew that Owen and Amelia, as well as Sadie and Adam, were sexually active but just because they all were didn’t mean I had to be.” She rubs her hands together and blows into them. “Call me crazy but I’m sure that you’re going to tell me how you and Tiffany did the nasty.”

I close my eyes, open them and giggle. “I guess you’re about to find out.”

“It was late in January and my parents were away from a romantic weekend. I had the house to myself and decided that Saturday night was going to be “The Night.” Owen, Sadie and their other halves wanted to hang out, but I said I wasn’t feeling well, and Tiffany told everyone she would be away with her parents. I was nervous beyond belief knowing that if the opportunity presented itself I wasn’t going to stop it from happening. That night Tiffany and I cuddled on the couch as we watched a movie. We made it halfway through the movie when we started to kiss on the couch. Tiffany stopped kissing me and looked at me nervously. “I need to tell you something,” she said with her voice wavering. “What is it?” I asked with a combination of curiosity and concern. She took a deep breath and let out a long exhale. She gazed into my eyes and said, “I love you.” My eyes filled with tears as I gazed into her beautiful brown eyes and replied, “I love you too.” We again kissed passionately as I stopped kissing her and took hold of her hand. I walked her into my bedroom and locked the door behind us. I started kissing her as I placed my hand around her hips and walked backward until I felt my legs contact the foot my bed. I sat on the foot of the bed and pulled her on top of me as I positioned myself onto the center of my bed. Her hands were all over my body. I stopped kissing her and said, “Tiffany, I’m ready.” She looked at me with confusion and said, “I didn’t tell you I love you just to get you into bed.” I smiled, kissed her lips gently, smiled and replied, “I know.”

“We kissed passionately as Tiffany went under my shirt and started to rub my tits over my bra. I stopped kissing her and said, “Hold on” as I unhooked my bra and pulled off my shirt. I removed my bra and threw it off to the side of my bed. She smiled at me as she again laid on top of me. She kissed me as she placed both my nipples in between two fingers and gently squeezed. My nipples became rock hard as she played with them. She licked and kissed my neck and began to kiss down the middle of the chest. When she began to lick my nipples, I felt a rush of excitement engulf my body that I had never experienced. I ran my fingers through her hair as she licked my nipples. As she continued to lick my nipples she unbuttoned my jeans. She kissed down my stomach and got off the bed. She pulled my jeans and then my panties off. She slowly removed her clothes and now stood at the foot of my bed nude. I called her over to me with the index finger of my right hand. She got on top of me as we kissed. The feeling of her tits pressed against my own was starting to drive me insane. She licked and kissed what felt like every inch of my body. She moved herself to in between my legs as she licked and kissed the inside of my thighs. When I felt her lips on my pussy I felt warm and lightheaded at the same time. She began to slowly lick me as I took hold of her hair. “Uh!” I exclaimed in pure ecstasy as she licked my pussy.  As she went down on me she placed her hands over my tits and gently tugged on my nipples. I started swaying my hips into her mouth as I ran my fingers through her hair. As I moved my hips faster she licked my pussy faster. She inserted her tongue into my pussy as she removed her hands from my tits. As she licked my pussy she began to furiously rub my clit. I was panting like a dog in heat as I cried out in pleasure. She stopped rubbing my clit and started licking it as she inserted a finger inside of my pussy and began to finger fuck me. My body filled with tension and then became like putty as I felt a sensation that I never felt prior. I had my very first orgasm with Tiffany’s finger in my pussy and her tongue on my clit.”

“I was breathing heavily as I pulled her head up to me and kissed her. I could taste myself in her mouth and her drenched face. I don’t know what came over me, but I wanted to make her feel the way she made me feel. I rolled her over and was now on top of her. I quickly and passionately kissed down her stomach and placed my face over her pussy. Without hesitation, I buried my face in her pussy as I licked her the way she had licked me. “Yes, Harper…just like that!” she yelled out. At first, I wasn’t sure if what I was doing was making her feel good but within seconds she was pushing my head into her pussy and moaning loudly. I inserted my tongue into her pussy as I watched her fingers start to rub her own clit. I was fucking her pussy with my tongue as hard and fast I could with my tongue as she moaned. “Haaarrrpppeeerrr!” she yelled out with her voice quivering as she came on my face. I licked and kissed up her stomach until our faces locked onto one another’s. I inserted my tongue into her mouth and we kissed with passion. We barely slept at all that night as we pleasured each other over and again.” 

Peyton was laughing so hard it took me off guard. “What’s so funny I ask with concern.

“I thought I knew what you were going to say but I didn’t think it would be so fucking graphic. I was expecting something more along the lines of going into your bedroom and having sex but that was great” she says to me with her mouth wide open.

I feel myself become full of anxiety, panic, and embarrassment. My entire body is engulfed in warmth and my heart is beating a mile a second as I say with my voice quivering, “I’m sorry. I thought you wanted me to tell you everything.”

She smiles as she locks eyes with me and replies, “It’s cool, besides it was fucking hot. I’m just happy that you feel comfortable enough with me not to hold back. Hmm…by the way…do not hold back. This is fucking great. I felt like I was there as you were telling me about it. Just keep telling me things in the same exact way you’ve been telling me the entire time.”

I feel a sense of relief and calm come over me as I look at Peyton. She’s looking at me stone-faced and with her jaw clenched which is making me nervous. “What?” I finally say to her.

“You fell in love with Tiffany and she fell in love with you in three months?” she asks.

I proudly nod my head and reply, “That’s the truth of the matter.”

She’s laughing. Why is she laughing? “Peyton, what is so funny?”

She shakes her head and says, “I call bullshit. There was no way that you two fell in love in three fucking months. It’s fucking impossible. You don’t even really know a person after three months.”

I rolled my eyes and replied, “Let’s just agree to disagree then. I may not know a lot of things, but I know when I love someone. I can tell you without a doubt in my mind that I loved her, and she loved me.”

Peyton lets out a short laugh and says, “Well, okay then. If that’s what you believe, then who the fuck am I to say any different. Anyway, let’s keep going.”

“I awoke to Tiffany going down on me in the morning which was a fantastic way to start the day. “I want to rub my pussy against yours!” she exclaimed as we began to scissor. It felt so good I could barely contain myself. I thought I heard my window open, but I quickly thought it was my mind playing tricks on me. It wasn’t my mind playing tricks on me at all as before I knew it Sadie was standing in my room as I yelled out in horror, “Sadie, what the…” as Tiffany quickly stopped rubbing against me and rolled off the bed onto the floor beside it. Sadie with her eyes closed tight yelled out, “Fuck! I’m so sorry!” Tiffany quickly found her clothes and ran out of my bedroom and into the bathroom as I covered my nude body with my comforter. “Is it okay now?” she asked in terror as I yelled out, “You can open your eyes now! What are you doing here?!” I exclaimed as Sadie looked at me and responded, “You said you weren’t feeling well, and I was worried! That’s why I came over!” I jumped off my bed with the comforter covering my body and grabbed my robe which was draped over my chair. I quickly put the robe on and tightened it with my comforter as cover. Sadie and I just looked at each other and said nothing. In walked a fully clothed Tiffany who looked at me and said. “Good morning. Harper? I’m going to head home now. I’ll talk to you later, okay?” I nodded my head as Tiffany exited my house leaving me and a shocked Sadie alone together. Sadie looked at me and said, “So…” as I let out a long exhale and responded, “I’m gay.” She looked at me and smirked. “Yeah, I kind of figured that out when I caught a glimpse of you two rubbing against each other.” There was an awkward silence for a moment when Sadie looked at me and asked with curiosity, “You never wanted to do that with me, right?” I rolled my eyes and answered, “Not ever” as a look of relief came across her face as she asked, “Breakfast?” “Let me take a shower and get dressed and then, sure, breakfast it is.”

“I need to stop now,” I say to Peyton.

“Bullshit! You can’t stop now! This is fucking great and you just started!” she replies.

“I’m stopping now. We can pick this up tomorrow.”

She shakes her head and responds, “If you want to stop talking, it’s fine but I need to ask you a few questions.”

I let out a small laugh and reply, “Fine.”

“So, you’re a full-fledged dike?” she asks.

“Uh, I hate that word!” I exclaim.

She smiles and replies, “Okay, I’ll rephrase the question. You’re a full-fledged lesbian?”

I roll my eyes and reply, “Wow, awesome powers of deduction.”

She laughs and asks, “Have you ever been with a guy?”

I slowly shake my head and respond, “Nope, not once and not ever. Being with a guy would make me straight.”

She laughs and states, “Or bi-sexual.”

I look at her face and respond with conviction, “I can assure you that I’m not bisexual.”

“Are you still friends with Sadie?” Peyton asks.

I smile and answer, “Yeah, she’s still my bestie. She lives in Iowa.”

Peyton smiles and asks, “Do you get to see her often?”

I shake my head and reply, “Not as much as I would like but she’s coming to visit me in a couple of months.”

“Okay then, give me a few minutes and I’ll be on my way,” she says as begins to pack up her belongings.

As she is packing up I feel bad. She had such a long trip and she has only been here for a little over two hours and now she’s supposed to make the long drive back to the city because I’m emotional?

“Peyton, you don’t have to go. You look tired. I have to get to some work but why don’t you relax and head home later?” I say to her.

I can tell she’s thinking about her options until she shrugs her shoulders and says to me, “Okay. I’m going to make myself at home while you work. If I happen to fall asleep while you’re working just make sure to wake me up before you pass out for the day, okay?”

I smile and reply, “Of course.”

I go into my lab and sit at my computer. I’m going to fix this today even if it kills me! Where is the problem? Why can’t I figure it out?! It’s probably something so simply It’s right in front of my face. I got it! This line of code is going to make everything work the way it’s supposed to. I finish the line of code and slam my hand onto the table. I save my work and launch the program. Nothing! Nothing! I’m so full of anger and frustration I don’t know what to do with myself. I pace around my lab, grab a coffee mug and throw it against the wall. I just broke my favorite mug and put a hole in the wall at the same time. I’m so frustrated the only thing I can do is cry. Sophia would know what to do. If I could just speak to her for a minute this issue would be non-existent. I close my eyes and say to myself, “Please Sophia, help me.” My head is pounding, and my eyes are burning. I look at the clock that reads 2:06 AM. Shit! I run out my lab and into the living room where Peyton is fast asleep on the couch with the television on to a business channel. I go into the living room closet, grab a blanket and place it over her. I turn off the television, go into my bedroom and throw myself onto my bed. I close my eyes as I feel the call of sleep.  

I awake in the morning to the smell of coffee. I roll out of bed to find Peyton in my kitchen watching the coffee pot fill. She glares at me and says, “You didn’t wake me up.”

I scrunch my face and reply, “I lost track of time and by the time I realized what time it was and went to wake you up you looked so peaceful I didn’t want to disturb you.”

She let out a long exhale and says, “I feel gross. I need to brush my teeth and need a shower in the worst way, but I don’t have my toothbrush or a change of clothes.”

I smile and confidently reply, “I always have extra toothbrushes in the house for when I have family over. I’ll get you something to wear and wash your clothes while you shower.”

She looks relieved and responds, “All is forgiven” as she exits the kitchen and goes into my master bathroom.

As I hear the water turn on I yell out, “There’s toothbrushes in the top left drawer” as I go into my closet and grab a pair of sweatpants, tee-shirt, socks, and hooded sweater. “I have everything you need on my bed!” I yell out as Peyton yells back, “Thank you GG.”

I go into the kitchen and pour two cups of coffee, make toast and scramble some egg whites. I set the table and lay out breakfast as Peyton walks in dressed in my clothes. She looks amazing! Her long dark hair is soaking wet and draped across her shoulders. I don’t know why but her eyes look so blue its almost takes my breath away.

“Oh, you made me breakfast. How sweet” she says with a comical tone as I say sarcastically, “You’re welcome.”

We sit down and begin to eat as Peyton looks at me and says, “You were really upset yesterday when you started talking about Tiffany. Is there a specific reason why?”

I take a sip of coffee and slowly nod my head. “So…” Peyton says.  

“Sadie and I went to the local diner and my heart was racing. What was she thinking? Would she still want to be my friend? Would she look at me differently? We place our orders as Sadie took a sip of water. “So, you and Tiffany.” I smile nervously and replied, “Yeah, me and Tiffany.” Sadie laughed and looked at me. “I had no idea that you were that way.” I closed my eyes tightly and asked, “What way?” “Open your eyes, Harper” Sadie said as I slowly opened my eyes. “I had no idea that you were gay but if you’re worried about what I’m thinking, don’t be. I need you to know that I don’t care about your sexuality. I just want you to be happy. I know that Owen will feel the same way I do. I would be lying though if I didn’t say I was worried. You know where we live and how close-minded people around here can be” she said to me. “Please don’t tell anyone, Sadie” I pleaded as she shook her head and replied, “You know I have to tell Owen. We tell each other everything but I promise outside of me, you, Owen and Tiffany no one will know.” I felt relieved. Harper Hog was still ever present within myself and the thought of people knowing that I was gay terrified me. I had suffered years of emotional abuse because of my weight I couldn’t help but be terrified over what I would be called or how I would be treated over my sexuality. When Owen came over to my house that night I was worried but as Sadie had promised Owen didn’t treat me any differently. He simply hugged me and told me that he loved me no matter what. Tiffany and I worried about word getting out about us, so we were sure to be careful. No kissing in front of anyone and no holding hands in public. It was hard for both us not to show affection toward each other in front of people, but we would always try and meet up between classes we didn’t have together so we could sneak off, kiss and talk. All was going great for a while until a day came that would forever change my life. After school, Tiffany and I went under the bleachers at the football field. We kissed for close to an hour as we groped and pawed at each other. I remember wanting her so bad and becoming upset that we had to run around in secret to be with each other. We had both lost track of time so we both rushed to get home. That day seemed to be like any other. I did my homework and sat down for dinner with my family. I took a shower and went into my bedroom. I played video games for a couple of hours and laid down in bed to text with Tiffany. I must have been deep into gaming mode as I didn’t realize I had missed calls and texts waiting for me. I must have accidentally muted my ringer at some point in the day.”

“I looked at my phone not knowing a thing. I called Sadie and when she answered I asked her what was going on. “I take it you haven’t been online tonight,” she said. By the sounds her voice I could tell she was concerned. “What’s going on?” I asked with concern as Said told me to go online. She sent me a link through messenger. I nervously clicked on the link which brought me to a website. There before my eyes was a still frame in a video of me and Tiffany kissing! I clicked on the play button on the video and watched the little over five-minute video of me and Tiffany kissing and pawing at each other under the bleachers. Neither of us realized that we weren’t alone. Someone was recording us but who? I felt sick to my stomach as I looked at the number of views the video had already received. Our secret was out! “Are you okay?” Sadie asked with a low voice over the phone as I started to cry and replied, “No, not even on the slightest. Why would someone do this to us?” I asked through tears. “I don’t know Harper” she replied and continued to say, “I’m coming over!” I took a deep breath and replied, “No…it’s okay. I just need some time alone right now.” We ended the call and I immediately tried to call Tiffany, but I couldn’t get into touch with her. I called and texted for hours with no response from her. I barely slept that night but when I awoke I was terrified of going to school. I turned my alarm clock off and rolled over in bed. My mom walked into my room and said, “Get up Harper. You’re going to be late.” “I don’t feel well mom. Can I stay home today?” My mom laughed and responded, “I don’t think so. Now get up, get dressed and have breakfast.”

“I felt sick to my stomach as I got dressed and went into the bathroom to brush my teeth. I went into the kitchen and took a seat at the table. My dad took one look at me and asked, “What’s wrong sweetie?” “I just don’t feel too well. Can I please stay home today?” I asked as if almost begging. My dad looked at my mom as she looked at him. My mom took a seat at the table next to my dad as they both looked at me. “I take it this has everything to do with the video,” my dad said as I felt like I wanted to die. My heart was pounding, and I felt myself begin to sweat. My mom got up from her seat and hugged me from behind as I sat on the chair. My dad looked at me and said, “You can’t bury your head in the sand sweetie.” I started balling as I yelled out, “I can’t go back to the name calling and feeling the way I felt for so long! I just can’t!” My mom hugged me tightly as she began to speak into my ear. “Oh, baby girl…please, stop crying” she said as she released her grip and took me by my hand. She pulled me up from my seat and hugged me as she put her head on my shoulder. Before I knew what was happening both my parents were hugging me and telling me to calm down and stop crying.”

“I pulled away from them both as I exhaled deeply and said, “Mom, dad…I’m gay.” I didn’t know what to expect but what happened next definitely wasn’t it. My mom and dad looked at each other and grinned. “Sweetie, me and your mom kind of already knew.” I was stunned. “What do you mean you and mom kind of already knew?!” I exclaimed. My dad smiled and said, “Sweetie me and your mom had our suspicions and the video kind of just told us what we thought we already thought we knew is all.” I didn’t know how to respond. I stood silently for a moment and then asked, “What you already thought you knew?” My mom looked at me and said, “You and Owen have always been so close and he’s such a handsome and popular boy. There was a time when I saw the way he looked at you, but you never looked at him in the same way, not once. Matter of fact I don’t recall you ever looking at any boy with the look. I do see that look whenever you’re with Tiffany though.” “What are you talking about mom? What look?” She laughed and said, “The look a person has when that person looks at another in that certain way.” I thought for a moment and realized what they were saying…the look. The way my mom and dad looked at each other and do so to this day. The look that says I love you.”

“Your parents are fucking awesome people!” Peyton exclaims.

I smile and reply, “Yeah, they are. Not once did they ever treat me differently or love me any less for being gay.

Peyton is smiling ear to ear as she looks at me. “How are they?” she asks as I smile at the thought of my mom and dad.

“They’re great. I bought them a nice house with over three acres of land a few years back. I wanted my mom and dad to retire but they, of course, wouldn’t. They worried that if they sold the business their employees would be out of work. My mom and dad still go to the shop six days a week” I reply.

“When did you see them last?” she asks as I smile and reply, “They came here for Christmas. I’m planning on going to see them soon, probably after Sadie comes for her visit.

Peyton looks at me and says, “I’m sorry for interrupting it’s just that you hear about all these horror stories about gay people coming out to their parents and your story is so, different. I never understood how a parent could ever love their child any less over their sexual orientation.”

Those words leaving her mouth bring me back as I feel myself becoming upset.

“Did I say something wrong?” she asks with concern as I look at her and shake my head. “I need a drink. Can I make you one?” I ask Peyton as she says, “How about I make you one?”

“Gin and tonic with a little ice please,” I say as she looks at me like I’m crazy.

“Really, a Gin, and tonic? That’s what fifty-year-old businessmen drink but to each their own” she says with a chuckle as she makes herself a drink and makes one for me. She hands me the drink as I drink it quickly.

“Are you okay?” she asks as I smile and reply, “Can you please make me another one?” She takes my empty glass and makes me another drink. I take a sip and place it on a coaster on my coffee table.

“You’re upset,” Peyton says to me as I nod my head.

“It’s not you, it’s just that I haven’t talked about Tiffany in so long. Honestly, it’s a bit painful to think about.”

Peyton looks at me and asks, “Why?”

“You’re about to find out” I reply with sadness in my voice.

“My dad offered to drive me to school that morning, but I decided that I wanted to walk. It would give me time to prepare myself for what was to come. The thing is that once I arrived at school there was no name calling just glares and stares. Boys looked at me with hormones running wild. Some girls looked at me disgust while others smiled at me. Tiffany wasn’t at school that day. All I wanted was to talk to her to make sure she was okay. When I realized that I left my cell phone at home I wanted to run out of the school and to her house but Owen and Sadie both told me that she was fine and probably just needed a day to herself. It was like the school day was taking forever to end but it of course did. Owen and Amelia drove me home after school as I ran into my bedroom and grabbed my cell phone which was dead. I plugged my phone into the charger and paced around my room for a bit. I grabbed the house phone and tried to call Tiffany but again it went to voicemail. Having not slept much the night before, when I turned on the TV and laid down on my bed I quickly fell asleep. I awoke a little past 7 PM and quickly jumped out of bed. I grabbed my cell phone and felt relieved that I had received a text message from Tiffany. I excitedly began to read the text message. My excitement immediately turned to worry as I read the message. “I just need you to know that I love you and that I’m sorry” the message read. “Sorry? Sorry for what? Was she going to dump me?” All I knew at that moment was that I had to see her. I quickly ran out of my room and sat on the couch as I started to put on my sneakers. “Where are you going?” my mom asked as I replied with worry, “I’ve been trying to get in touch with Tiffany since last night but haven’t been able to. I’m going to Tiffany’s. I promise I’ll be back in a few minutes for dinner. I just need to talk to her” I said. I tied my shoes and began to run out of the house. As I rushed out the front door my dad was coming inside. He grabbed me and asked, “Where are you going?” as I yelled out “I need to see Tiffany.” My dad grabbed me tightly and walked me backward into the house. “I’m sorry sweetie but you can’t go,” he said as he let go of me and locked the front door behind him. “Mom!” I yelled out as my mom locked eyes with my dad. “Baby girl sit down,” my mom said to me as I slowly sat on the couch. “What’s going on?! I need to see Tiffany!” I exclaimed as if I was a child throwing a temper tantrum. My dad sat down on the couch next to me and locked eyes with me. “I’m sorry sweety but you can’t go over and see Tiffany,” he said sadly. “What is going on? Please tell me what’s going on?! I yelled out. My mom now seated on the other side of me said, “I don’t know how to say this baby girl, but you can’t see Tiffany. She’s gone.” “Gone? What? Did she run away or something?” I asked with a combination of anxiety and fear. My mom slowly shook her head as my dad said, “She didn’t run away sweetie, but she’s gone.”

I quickly finished my drink and slam it onto the coffee table as I started to cry. Peyton immediately sits next to me and places her hand on my shoulder.

“What happened to Tiffany?” she asked me with concern and curiosity.

“She took her own life” I reply as I try to wipe the tears from my eyes that don’t seem to be stopping.

“She took her own life? Why would she do that?” Peyton asks me with sadness.

I try to compose myself but am having difficulty. It had been so long since I had talked to anyone about Tiffany. It happened so long ago but talking to Peyton about her made it seem as if it happened yesterday.

I look at Peyton and say, “Her experience with her parents was very different than mine. One of her mom’s friends came across the video and called her. Her mom and dad were going to pull her out of school and send her away for gay conversion therapy. They weren’t going to pay for her to go to college with me anymore. Her parents let her stay home from school that day as they started to put the plans to send her away in motion. After they left the house she sent me the text and took a cocktail of prescription drugs that were in the medicine cabinet. She laid down in her bed, fell asleep and never woke up.”

Peyton wipes the tears from my eyes and gives me a hug. “I’m sorry, Harper,” she says to me with sadness as I reply, “It’s okay. After all, it wasn’t your fault. I felt angry and cheated at the same time for a long while. We had planned to go away to college together. People always seem to think that the decisions they make only affect them, but they don’t. The decision she made that day to take her own life changed my life forever. We weren’t together for very long, but I loved her, and she loved me. Maybe we would have stayed together. Maybe we would have broken up at some point, but I’ll never know. All I do know is that I’ll never know.”

Granted I don’t know Peyton very well but from the look on her face, it’s almost as if I can see the gears in her brain turning if that makes any sense.

“The video. It was Darren who recorded it wasn’t it?” she asks with a tinge of anger in her voice.

“You are good at what you do,” I say to her as she smiles.

“Do you want to stop now?” she asks with tears in her eyes.

I nod my head and reply, “Yes, please.”

“Yeah, not a problem” she replies as I finally regain my composure.

At that very moment, Peyton’s cell phone lets out the familiar sound of an incoming text message. She looks at her phone, reads the text message and smiles. She types away on her cell phone. “Good news?” I ask with curiosity.

“Happy Birthday message from my Aunt along with a threat of bodily harm if I don’t call her tonight,” she says with a small laugh and a big smile.

“It’s your birthday? Why didn’t you say anything to me?” I ask with a quizzical tone.

“It’s just another day. No big deal at all” she replies with sincerity.

“Well, do you have plans?” I ask as she replies, “No plans at all. I’m going to go home, listen to today’s recording session, work on the article, have a drink, take a shower and call it a night. Business as usual.”

“Let me take you out to dinner,” I say with conviction.

“That’s nice of you but really I’m fine” Peyton replies.

I roll my eyes and respond, “It’s just dinner. I need to eat, you need to eat so we’ll eat together. I promise I won’t make a big fuss over it.”

“You know what, if you insist, then sure,” she says with a small grin.

We went to a lovely steak and seafood restaurant in Centereach that wasn’t all too far from my house. Trying to get any sort of information from Peyton about herself was like pulling teeth. We spent close to two hours at dinner and all the information I was able to pry out of her was that it was her 31st birthday, she grew up in Indiana and graduated from Syracuse University with a degree in journalism. As I drive home I can’t help but wonder why she’s so secretive about herself. Maybe it was a bad idea to take her out to dinner for her birthday. I mean, she’s a journalist giving me a 30% stake in her company in exchange for a revealing article all about me. At the end of the day, I guess we’re just business associates. I need to do a better job of realizing this on a daily business. I know it’s going to be hard. Here I am telling her every intricate detail of my life which I know is making me feel closer to her than I really am. I need to do a better job of separating business and friendship that may not even be here. I go into my computer lab and try to work but I can’t bring myself to. I need to sleep for a change so off to bed I go.

I awake and roll over in bed to discover it’s almost noon! I jump out of bed and run into the living room and look out my front windows into my driveway. No Peyton! I grab my cell phone to discover a text message from her that was only sent a little over an hour ago. The text message reads, “Rough night last night. Overslept. Sorry, can’t make it today, see you tomorrow.” Rough night last night? I can only assume that after we parted ways she went out and had one too many. So unprofessional. I know that her entire company is riding on this one article, but she doesn’t seem too motivated as far as I’m concerned. I can’t help but feeling annoyed and honestly a bit angry. I don’t feel like locking myself in my computer lab today, especially since it’s of no use anyway and it’s freezing outside. I think today I’m just going to go down to my family room and watch movies all day which is exactly what I do.

The next morning, I awake just past 8 AM after finally falling asleep just past 4 AM. I feel like crap and my eyes are heavy. I put on a pot of coffee and have a small breakfast. To my shock, I hear what I think is Peyton’s car coming down my driveway. I open my front door to find Peyton getting out of her car with her computer bag draped across her shoulder. I think is this is the first time I’ve seen her dress normal not counting the day she wore my clothes. She’s wearing a pair of sweat pants, a long tee shirt, sneakers, and a big fluffy coat. Her hair is pulled back into a big ponytail. “Thanks for dressing up,” I say to her with a laugh.

“Funny. I figured since all I do is lounge around your house I might as well be comfortable” she says as a matter of fact.

I can’t hide my annoyance over yesterday and know my face is showing it. I step aside as she enters my house and puts her computer bag down. She’s looking at me and I know she knows I’m annoyed.

“Before we start I just want to thank you and apologize. Thank you so much for taking me out to dinner and I’m sorry I no-showed yesterday. I hit no traffic on the drive home and got into the city earlier than I thought I would. I did some work and decided to go out for a cocktail. I went to a place close to my apartment and bumped into an old friend. We had drinks as we caught up, one thing led to another and we wound up going home together. By the time I woke up I knew there was no way I was going to make it across town to get my car and make it over here at a reasonable time. So sorry.”

I shake my head and reply, “So what you’re telling me is that you got drunk and had birthday sex so that’s why you no-showed me yesterday?”

She looks up at my ceiling and replies, “When you say it that way it sounds much worse. Uh, um, I’m sorry, it won’t happen again. I promise.”

I shrug my shoulders and reply, “Okay then, I’m ready when you are but today, let’s do this downstairs in my family room, especially since your dressed for comfort today.”

We go downstairs to my family room as Peyton becomes fixated on pictures I have hanging on my walls. I plop down on my chase lounge as she stops looking at the pictures and plops down on the sofa. “This is so comfortable,” Peyton says to me as I quickly reply, “That’s why I bought it.”

“You owe me?” I say to Peyton as I lock eyes with her.

Her demeanor changes and her face takes on a look of confusion. “What do I owe you for?” she asks with a quizzical tone.

I sit up on my chaise lounge and smile. “You know showed me yesterday and I’ve been telling you all about me for day after day. You even took a two-week hiatus for a business trip. I’m rearranging my entire life for this article. I take you out to dinner and all I get out of you is that you’re from Indiana, went to Syracuse and have a journalism degree” I say with interest.

“What are you getting at?” she questions me nervously.

“I want to know more about you. It’s not fair that you know so much about me and I know barely anything about you. Today we’re changing roles, whether you like it or not. If you don’t like it, you can leave, and we can go the legal route” I say with confidence.

“Are you fucking serious!” she exclaims. “As serious as a heart attack” I quickly reply.

“This is no way to treat a friend,” she says looking for a way out.

“Oh, so we’re friends, are we?” I say with sarcasm.

She looks defeated and instead of answering my question she sits up and slumps her shoulder. “Fine, what do you want to know?” she asks me in a low voice.

I smile and say, “Start from the beginning.”

“I was born and raised in Indiana. I was born to a couple that was only together because of me. From my earliest memories, all I clearly remember is my parents arguing non-stop. My dad was a fucking deadbeat, a handsome unfaithful deadbeat. All he ever did was party like an animal. He couldn’t hold down a fucking job to save his life and couldn’t keep his dick in his pants. My mom dealt with his cheating from the very beginning of their relationship but to this day I don’t know why. One day my mom picked me up from school and took me home. All his clothes were gone. He took off and I haven’t seen him since. I was five years old. With my dad no longer in the picture, my mom became a party girl. I spent a lot of time alone, sometimes for days at a time. The school was only a couple of blocks away, so I would often get myself ready, go to school and come back home to an empty apartment. I knew it wasn’t normal, but it became normal to me. One day after school I went home to find my Aunt Brenda standing outside the apartment. “Where’s your mom?” she asked with disgust. I replied, “I don’t know. I haven’t seen her in a few days.” I’ll never forget the look on her face as we walked into the apartment together. She told me to go into my room when my mom came home. I clearly remember Aunt Brenda going nuts on my mom for hours. Aunt Brenda came into my room and started packing up my clothes. “Sweetheart you’re coming home with me,” she said. “Why?” I asked. “Mommy isn’t well right now so you’re going to come and live with me, your uncle David and your cousins until she gets better, okay sweetheart?” she said. I didn’t think my mom was sick. It took me some time to realize that she was a drug addict who was never going to get better. I don’t know when it happened, but I do know that my mom gave her parental rights to my aunt and uncle. My mom would visit from time to time but then stopped visiting altogether. She was completely out of my life by the time my 7th birthday came about. Regardless I did have a happy childhood. I was treated no differently than my cousins. I had no problem calling my aunt and uncle mom and dad because they were. My cousin Michele and my cousin Brian are pretty much my brother and sister. When my mom died from an overdose when I was in junior high school I didn’t shed one single fucking tear. All I could think to myself was fuck her. I never understood how she could bring me into the world and forget that I even existed. My dad is one thing, but she carried me in her body and gave birth to me. She threw me away like I was a piece of fucking garbage. I met my best friend, Sarah in fifth grade. We were so fucking close, like two peas in a pod until my senior year of high school. I walked in on her and my boyfriend fucking each other at a party I wasn’t supposed to attend. I never fucking talked to her again. I received an academic scholarship to Syracuse University where I majored in Journalism. After I graduated I moved to the city and worked my way up from the bottom from one magazine to another until I landed at Life & Style and worked my way all the way up to Editor in Chief.  I knew that print was dying a slow death and was all set to take it solely online. When the magazine was bought out I was rewarded with a demotion or a demotion as far as I was concerned. Let’s just say that I may have lost my mind just a bit during the meeting with the new powers that be and said a ton of things that I shouldn’t have said. I was terminated and here I am.” 

“After you were fired, why start up your own company? Why didn’t you just go somewhere else?” I asked with curiosity and concern.

Peyton lets out a small laugh and states, “I can’t prove it, but I think I was blacklisted. No matter how well an interview went and how confident I felt afterward an offer never came. It’s kind of crazy. I stepped on a lot of people on the way up and saw those same people on the way down. At the end of the day, I had no choice but to go off on my own. I either make this online magazine a reality or all the years of my blood, sweat, and tears were for nothing.”

I’m stunned. I lock onto Peyton’s face and ask, “If you’re indeed blacklisted how are you going to be able to get your magazine off the ground?” I ask with concern.

She smiles mischievously and replied, “Regardless of whatever anyone has to say about me the one undeniable fact is that I make magazines money.”

I nod my head as I feel a little bit better over my contractual agreement with her. As she told me all about being fired and blacklisted I had a feeling in the pit of my stomach that I had made the wrong decision. Sure, I’m still a bit worried but not as worried as I had been.

I smile at her and say, “I told you all about my first love. Tell me about yours.”

She shakes her head and lets out a sigh. “Four years of my life and my entire college experience tied to one person who shattered my heart into a million tiny pieces, never to be put together again,” she says as I can tell she’s starting to become upset.

“That’s all you’re getting out of me until we get back to what I’m here for,” she says with aggressiveness in her voice.

“Fair enough I guess…but one thing is bothering me. Of all the millions of people on Earth, the athletes, actors, actresses, music artists, entrepreneurs, why me of all people? Why tie the success of your magazine, your livelihood to me?” I asked needing to know. By the tone of my voice, I’m sure she knows that I need to know.

She sighs and begins, “I knew that to succeed I needed to think outside the box. I needed something different. What would make my magazine stand out if I simply tried to launch do an article on some famous fucker that’s been done thousands of times before? I was stuck and venting back in Indiana to my cousin Brian when my niece walked in and said, “You should write about GamerGirl605.” I had no fucking clue who the fuck you were. She looked at me like I was some sort of crazy person. She went on and on about you. She fucking loves you. I went online and pulled up your channel. Millions upon millions of subscribers and twice as many video views. I was fucking floored. I didn’t know you existed, but Ashley did, then again, she’s eight. My mind was fucking racing as I flew back home that night. When I awoke the next morning, I did my usual thing. I went to the gym, showered and stopped at Starbucks to get a latte on my way home. Behind the counter was this smoking hot twenty-something-year-old guy. I ordered my latte and asked, “Do you know who GamerGirl605 is?” He looked like he wanted to lose his mind. “Who the fuck doesn’t know who she is? She is gaming and she’s so hot I would give up an arm or a leg, possibly both for one night with her” he said with a crazed look in his eyes. I spent the entire day trying to find as much information as possible on you. You’re like a fucking ghost. Little fact and mostly rumor. It’s almost like you didn’t exist yet you had over forty million subscribers to your channel. I became so excited I almost hyperventilated. I knew that If I turned even a quarter of your subscribers into my subscribers I would be an instant hit and my magazine would grow like a fucking wildfire. My main issues were that I didn’t know what your legal name was or how to get in touch with you. Messaging is disabled on your channel as well as comments which you already know.”

“I racked my brain trying to figure out how to get in touch with you. I sat at my home office having a cocktail after cocktail until it hit me. You have a blog with a domain name. I hope beyond all hope that you didn’t have a private registration. I wasn’t expecting the domain name to be registered to Peter Jacobs, Esq on Park Avenue. I did an internet search on him and sent him an email through his firm’s website. Waiting for a response felt like an eternity but a couple of days later I received a response. My excitement quickly disappeared when I read the email informing me that you had no interest in having an article written about you. I felt defeated and hopeless. I figured you were a ghost because you wanted to be a ghost. I became desperate and, in an effort, to talk you into the article I replied to Paul’s email, offered to pay and you know the rest. Truth be told I still can’t figure out why you, a person who makes millions of dollars per year needs a 30% stake in an online men’s magazine in exchange for one fucking article.”

I can’t stop myself from letting out a laugh. “By the time we wrap up these interview sessions the answer will be crystal clear,” I say with a mischievous tone as she quickly asks, “Why not just tell me now?”

I smile and reply, “Good things come to those who wait” as she laughs through her nose which results in a snorting sound as she then replies, “Whatever the fuck you say. Can we get on with it now?”

I think for a moment and reply, “To be completely forthcoming, I’m really not in the mood today.”

She shakes her head and replies with fury, “Are you fucking kidding me?! I arrived on fucking time for a change, I tell you everything you wanted to fucking know yet you’re not in the mood to let me do my fucking work?!”

I flash a quick smile and reply, “Yeah, just like you said.”

“You’re fucking unbelievable! You know what, fine. We’ll call it a day but tomorrow we pick right up where we left off the other fucking day!” she exclaims with a combination of annoyance and anger.

“Yeah sure, not a problem, Peyton. Tomorrow it is” I reply with a smirk.

Peyton packs up her computer and I walk her up the stairs. She snatches her coat from the couch and put it's on as I open my front door. I can’t help but laugh in amusement as Peyton yells out, “What is so fucking funny Harper?”

“I don’t think you’ll be going anywhere today,” I say again with amusement as she looks at me with concern and quickly joins me at the front door. Together we look at the accumulating snow on the ground and the heavy falling snow from the sky.

“It wasn’t supposed to fucking snow until tomorrow night!” she exclaims. We both step back inside as I turn on the television in the living room and change the station to the local news channel. Peyton is standing in front of the television with her arms crossed and a pissed off look on her face as we listen to the weatherman.

“This storm may very well surpass the blizzard of 2006 where over twenty-six inches fell from the sky over two days. If this storm continues the way we feel it will, we’ll be looking at the biggest blizzard in the history of New York City with an expected accumulation of over thirty-five inches when the storm finally comes to an end. Be sure to stay with us for continuing coverage of the Blizzard of all Blizzards.” 

“It looks like I’m not going anywhere anytime soon,” she says with annoyance. “You know what? I need to get fucked up!” she exclaims.

“Fucked up?” I reply with amusement.

She smiles and replies, “We’re going to be snowed in for days. You have a fully stocked bar so I’m going to act like an underage teenage girl whose parents are gone for the weekend and drink myself silly and you’re going to join me.”

I think for a moment and then reply. “I have a ton of work that I need to get to, so I don’t think so.”

“Like I don’t? Work will always be here. Let’s have some fun!” she exclaims.

What’s another day I think to myself. It’s not like what I’ve been stumped on for months is going to become unstuck today. “Okay, why not!” I say.

Peyton jumps behind the bar and begins to make drinks. She grabs a bottle of rum and yells out “Shots!”

I quickly shake my head and say, “Shots are not my friend.”

She laughs and says “Shots are everyone’s friend. Besides, we stick to doing shots of liquor we’re mixing, and we’ll be fine. Trust me, I’m an expert.”

We begin with Peyton downing shots of tequila while I do shots of vodka. A mere two hours later and I can tell that Peyton is feeling no pain and I’m not either. She’s looking at me kind of funny and it’s making me uneasy. “What?” I finally say to her as she smiles.

She becomes fixated on my face and replies, “You’re so fucking hot. No wonder there are so many fan sites dedicated to you.”

I roll my eyes and respond by saying, “No wonder there are so many hate sites dedicated to me as well.”

She gives me a quizzical look and asks, “Is that why you turned off the comments on your video channel?”

I nod my head and answer, “Yeah, I don’t know what was worse, being bullied as a kid or being bullied as a teenager online on top of all the sexual comments. It was just too much for me to deal with, so I deleted all the comments and disabled them a little over a year after first starting.”

She gives me a look of understanding and sympathy as she smirks and asks, “When was the last time you got laid?”

“I’m not answering that. I would ask you, but I already know the answer.”

She laughs and says, “I think I’ve been laid more in the last month than you have been in the last year,” she says with confidence as if that’s something to be proud of.

“I think you want to tell me how many times you got laid last month so just tell me,” I say with sarcasm as she pours us two more shots.

She’s counting on her fingers! The fingers on her right hand are going up in the air and then down in the air. She smiles and again with pride says, “Five times.”

I open my mouth wide and exclaim, “Five times!” as she nods her head and downs her shot as I down mine.

“Yeah, I’m pretty sure. It’s kind of all runs together after a while. I do know I got laid once in Seattle and once in London for sure” she replies.

“While you were on your business trip, you got laid at least twice” as she nods her head and quickly replies, “Business without pleasure would just be business and that would fucking suck. Anyway, you know how it is? A few glances, a few drinks, small talk, chemistry, flirting and down to fun.”

I’m flabbergasted. “I would not know how it is. I don’t do those things” I say proudly.

Peyton’s eyes open as big as a deer in headlights as she laughs and responds, “You’ve never had a one- night stand as in never!?”

“Nope, not once. In fact, I’ve only had sex with two people in my entire life. Tiffany and my wife” I again say with pride.

“You’re married!” she yells out as she sits down the couch and looks at me with nothing but serious on her face.

“Yeah I am, I mean I was, I mean not any more” I reply.

Peyton puts her hand over her mouth and says, “She killed herself too?” with horror.

I shake my head and reply, “No, cancer, pancreatic cancer to be exact” as I now pour two more shots and mix us two more drinks.  Peyton arises from the couch and takes a seat on a stool as I stand behind the bar and lean against the small sink. I push a shot and the drink over to her as we make eye contact and down the shots.

She now has a look of sadness present on her face. “I’m so sorry. I had no clue that you were ever married.”

Since Sophia passed away I hadn’t really talked about her much to anyone other than her mom and Sadie and never really want to most of the time. Maybe it’s because I’m drunk or maybe it’s just because I need to talk about her but at this very moment the only thing I know is that I want to talk about her.

I look at Peyton and say, “Her name was Sophia Benedetto. We met on the first day of our sophomore year in college. We were roommates and become more than roommate just a couple of weeks later. I loved her with every part of myself and not a day goes by that I don’t think about her. I still miss her so much it sometimes hurts the same as if she just dies yesterday.”

She looks concerned as she says to me, “We don’t have to talk about this right now.”

I smile at the memories of Sophia and reply, “I know but I want to. Get your laptop.”

Peyton shakes her head as she takes a sip of her drink. “I’m not working right now.”

I take a sip of my drink and begin.

“I loved and still love video games, but I become more intrigued about how the games were made as compared to playing them. I knew I wanted to become a game creator by the time I had met Tiffany. She and I had planned on going to college together. We were going to go to Dakota State University together but once she took her own life there was no way I could bring myself to go there. Never would I have thought that I would have received a scholarship offer from Columbia. Had we still been together there was no way I would have ever gone but since we weren’t I packed my bags for New York City.”

“My freshman year come and went quickly. I did nothing but attend classes, workout, and study. I barely spoke to anyone. I missed Tiffany so much that I couldn’t imagine trying to date. I hate to admit this, but I wore a lot of black that year which probably made me seem a bit off to those around me. Still, people seeing me as “Off” was a heck of a lot better than “Harper Hog.” My freshman year came and went quickly. That summer home was just what I needed. It was almost as if I had forgotten what it meant to be happy. Owen and Sadie were home from college after their freshman years at the University of Iowa where Sadie had an academic scholarship and Own had a football scholarship. I spent that entire summer hanging out with Owen and Sadie as well as my grandparents and my parents at the shop. To be honest, I didn’t want that summer to end. For a while, I thought about not going back to college and just staying in South Dakota. When I told my dad about what I was feeling we had a heart to heart as only me and he can and I knew that staying at home would be the worst decision of my life. Owen and Sadie both told me that I needed to move on from Tiffany and to have some fun. I knew that my sophomore year had to be the opposite of my freshman year.”

“I went into my sophomore year of college determined not to let the year pass me by as my freshman year had. The first day, the very first day would forever change my life. That was the day I met my new roommate, Sophia Benedetto. It may not have been love at first sight, but it was lust at first site. She was beautiful. Long black hair, the lightest brown eyes I had ever seen, long legs, and an amazing fit body. “Hi, I’m your roommate Sophia,” she said to me. I was completely tongue-tied. I wanted to reply but the words wouldn’t leave my mouth. I smiled and stared at her for a what seemed like an eternity until I was finally able to push the words out of my mouth, “Hi, Sophia, I’m Harper.” All I could think to myself was how long of a year it was going to be. Lesbian me and beautiful straight roommate Sophia who I was already attracted to within minutes of the meeting.”

“She was a transfer student from MIT. She was homesick and wanted to come back to New York. Her parents didn’t care she wanted to opt out of her scholarship to MIT. They wanted her back home and happily paid her tuition and room and board, just so they could both see her whenever they wanted which was often. Sophia and I became fast friends as we had so much in common. We were both computer science majors and we both loved to work out. We used to go running at least four times a week at Morningside Park. We were both stretching at the park on Saturday morning, just a couple of weeks into the school year when a classmate nervously approached me and asked me out. “Thank you but I can’t” I replied as he wouldn’t take the word, “No” for an answer. “I’m hot, you’re hot so let’s be hot together,” he said as I laughed and replied, “I don’t think so.” He wouldn’t leave well enough alone. He was badgering me, and I was becoming pissed off. “Give me one good reason why you won’t go out on one date with me,” he said with confidence. I looked him square in the eyes and replied, “I have one great reason. I’m a lesbian!” as his confidence went from one-hundred to zero in seconds. As Sophia and I ran that day I knew she heard every word of the encounter and I worried that she would have an issue living with me. After our run, we went back to our room and she went into the bathroom to shower. I remember this day like it happened an hour ago. She was wrapped in a towel and her hair was dripping wet as she sat on her bed. I grabbed my things and went into the bathroom and undressed.”

“I was about to get into the shower when I heard a knock on the door. “Yeah!” I yelled out as Sophia replied, “Can I come in.” “Give me a second” I replied as I put my robe on and opened the door. “What’s up?” I asked with confusion. I could tell she was nervous. “I need to talk to you about something,” she said. “Can’t it wait until after my shower?” I replied as she shook her head and replied, “No, it can’t.” I shrugged my shoulders and said, “Talk away.” She looked at me with a combination of fear and nervousness. It was adorable. She said, “I don’t want things to be weird or anything considering we’re roommates and we just met but we have a ton of things in common and I feel really comfortable around you. I just need you to know that I really like you.” Her words didn’t strike me as odd in any sort of way, so I just smiled and replied, “I like you too, but I really need a shower. She let out a nervous laugh and exited the bathroom, closing the door behind her.”

“I took a quick shower and got dressed. I went into our dorm room and sat down on my bed across from hers. She was sitting there in these cute floral pajamas but was fixated on me. I looked at her and asked, “Why did you feel it necessary to tell me you like me right before I was going to get in the shower?” She got off her paid and started pacing back and forth between our beds. Suddenly she stopped pacing and asked me to come to her. I stood up and walked over to her. She closed her eyes tightly and opened them. “What I meant to say in there is that I’m interested in you and thought maybe you would be interested in me?” “Huh?” I said to her not really understanding what she had just told me.”

“She was so nervous. She looked at me and asked after taking in a long inhale and even longer exhale, “Am I your type?” As if out of nowhere what she was asking and the way she was acting hit me like a ton of bricks falling from the sky. Here was Sophia, my roommate and the girl that I felt an immediate attraction to asking me if she was the type of girl I would be interested in. My heart started to pound in my chest and I felt my body become engulfed in nervousness. I couldn’t bring myself to speak. The only thing I could do was nod my head. She smiled and said, “Well I was thinking that maybe you and I could maybe date or something?” With nerves running wild in my body I nodded my head and smiled. She smiled and nervously said, “Well, okay then” as she got into my bed and I got into mine.”

“We both laid in our beds locked onto each other’s eyes for what felt like an eternity but realistically, was more like an hour in complete and utter silence. I finally broke the silence by saying, “I can’t sleep” as she immediately replied, “Me neither.” As if almost in synch we both sat up from our beds, walked to each other and placed our hands on each other’s hip. We tilted our heads and slowly inched toward each other. We kissed and again as if almost in synch placed our foreheads against each other’s and caught a case of the giggles. We looked at each other, took hold of each other’s hands and climbed under the blankets in my bed. We spent the entire night gazing into each other’s eyes, pecking and talking. It was that night that I knew she was the person that I wanted to spend the rest of my life with.”

Peyton let’s out a small chuckle and asks, “Really? It was that night that you knew?” she asks me as if in disbelief.

I smile and answer, “Yeah, it was for me and it was the same for her. She said so the night she proposed to me. We had never really talked about that moment before. I never had told her that it was that night that I knew but it filled my heart with joy to hear her say that it was the same night when she knew too.”

“So, you both fell in love that night?” Peyton asks with disbelief yet again.

I let out a laugh and run my fingers through my hair as I shake my head. “No, that didn’t happen until about a month before winter break.”

“It was a Thursday night and practically the entire campus was going out to party. Me and Sophia being who we were decided to stay in, catch up on schoolwork and watch a movie together. Everything was going great with us and I was beyond happy, but I would be lying if I didn’t say I was concerned over the way she was acting. She was unusually quiet, and I could tell something was bothering her. “Sophia are you okay?” I asked her with concern. She looked up at me from her laptop and replied, “I just have a lot on my mind is all.” I looked at her and asked, “Like what?” She closed the lid of her laptop and spun her chair around to face me. “Are you happy?” she asked me which immediately filled my body with a sick sort of feeling. With my voice quivering, I asked her, “Are you not happy?” She could sense that her question made me uneasy, so she smiled and replied, “Yeah, I am but I need to know if you are.” With a sense of relief, I replied, “I’m as happy as I’ve ever been in my life. Why are you asking?” She bit down on her lip and with a pained look she asked, “Are you happier than you were when you were with Tiffany?” I was stunned. “Yeah I am but what does Tiffany have to do with anything between me and you?” “It’s just that you told me that three months into your relationship with Tiffany you knew you were in love with her.” I shook my head trying to comprehend what she was asking me. “Sophia, it’s not a competition between you and Tiffany” I replied with a bit of anger present in my voice. “I need to know. How do you feel about me?” she asked in a quivering voice. “Why are we talking about this right now?” I asked her again with the same amount of anger in my voice. She stood up from her chair and gazed into my eyes. “It’s just that I need to know if you feel the same way about me that I feel about you,” she said to me as I quickly asked, “How do you feel about me?” She shook her head and replied, “No, I asked you first. Just tell me how you feel about me.” I was becoming frustrated and lashed out, “What do you want me to say?!” She locked eyes with me and exclaimed, “Just say what you’re going to say!” “Say what I’m going to say?! Say what I’m going to say?! How about you’re acting crazy right now and I don’t have to deal with it!” I exclaimed as I grabbed my coat and ran from our room.”

“It was freezing outside. As I walked through the city in the whipping wind in anger I couldn’t bring myself to realize why I was so angry, to begin with. I don’t remember how long I was walking but I do remember my hands starting to become numb. “Where does she come off questioning me about Tiffany? I’ve never ever once asked her about Denise!” I said out loud to myself as I walked into a dive bar on a side block. The only people inside was an older man sitting at the bar and a bartender who took one look at me and asked, “How old are you?” The older man looked at the bartender and said, “Who gives a fuck. You’re closing the doors for good tomorrow and my drunk ass has to find a new bar to call home.” The bartender looked at the man and replied, “What if the police walk in” as the man laughed and replied, “I am the fucking police. Now shut up and give the little lady whatever she wants on me!” I took a seat next to the man as he asked me what was wrong, and I started to tell him what happened with lightning speed. “Four shots of Jack and two Buds!” the man yelled out. We drank both shots quickly and we both pounded the beers as the man again placed the same order. “Seems to me the only thing your girl wants to know is whether or not you love her,” the man said to me. “Why bring up Tiffany then?” I asked with a nice buzz. “How long have you and your girl been together,” he asked. “Going on four months” I replied. He laughed and replied, “That’s the answer.” “It’s not a competition” I replied as he laughed and said, “It always is. My ex-wife was always competing with my ex-wife.” We drank the rest of the drinks as I thanked him for the drinks and made my way back to the dorm.”

“Everything became so clear on the walk back. Truth be told I hadn’t thought much about Tiffany at all since Sophia and I had become a couple. I did know that I loved Tiffany yet being with Sophia made me hardly ever think about her. I had been so distraught over Tiffany for well over a year yet the only person I ever really thought now was Sophia. “I love her. I love her” I repeated over and again until I entered my dorm room to find an upset Sophia. I opened the door and slammed it shut behind me. “Sophia, I love you!” I exclaimed. Her reaction was not what I was expecting. “Don’t say what you think I want to hear,” she said with an upset voice. “Sophia, I love you” I repeated as she sat silently on her bed. “Are you drunk?!” she exclaimed. “I had a few drinks” I quickly replied. “I can’t believe this,” she said as she shook her head and grabbed her coat. “I’m going for a walk,” she said. As she tried to leave the room I grabbed her and again said, “Sophia I love you. I’m sorry I became angry but I’m not saying it because I think it’s what you want to hear I’m saying it because it’s the way I feel. I’ve barely thought about Tiffany at all and it’s because of you. Yeah, I loved her, and I thought my life would never be the same but it’s better because of you.” With tears in her eyes, she asked, “Do you mean it?” as I smiled and kissed her lips. “I’ve never meant anything I said more than what I’m saying to you now” I replied.”

Peyton having just drunk yet another shot looks at me and asks, “Do you mean what you said to her or were you actually just telling her what she wanted to hear?”

“I meant what I said. I honestly knew that I loved her before any of that ever happened. I just didn’t want to scare her by saying it so soon. I mean the main reason I told Tiffany how I felt was that she said it to me first. Had she not I don’t know how long it would have taken me to say those words. It may not be the most romantic of stories but it’s my story” I answered.

“You both fell in love without ever having sex?” she asked in amazement.

“The only thing sexual we had ever done up to that point was kiss and feel each other up. We didn’t become intimate until a few weeks later, a couple of days before winter break.”

“We were lying in bed watching a movie as there was a heavy rainstorm happening, lightning followed by huge cracks of thunder. All of a sudden we had no power, I mean none. She jumped out of bed and ran to the light switch and proceeded to flip the switch up and down as if doing that would somehow restore power. “Sophia, come back to bed,” I said with a comic tone as she quickly leaped back into bed and pulled the sheets over her head. With every crack of thunder and every flash of lightning, she kept pushing herself closer to me as if I could somehow provide protection. “You have to be kidding me” I laughed as she said in a low childlike voice, “Stop making fun of me. You know I hate this.” “I’m sorry,” I said as I broke out, in laughter. She was quivering so I wrapped my arms around her as I spooned her. “Sophia, you do realize that it’s only a storm, right?” I asked trying to hold back my laughter. As I held my arms around her she turned over, so she was now facing me. With the very next crack of thunder, she kissed me, and I kissed her back. We had kissed so many times before that but the way she kissed me was different. We continued to kiss and then we made love. It was perfect.”

“That’s it, you made love? What the fuck does that even mean?” Peyton asks me with slurred speech. I quickly reply with slurred speech of my own, “Just what I said. We made love.” She pours two more shots and we drink them. She pours another two shots and we drink them. She pours two more shots…

My mouth feels like I was sucking on cotton for days on end. My head is pounding, and I feel nauseous. How did I wind up in my bed? The last thing I remember is doing shots on my bar with Peyton but here I find myself dressed in my pajamas with one of the worse hangovers of my life. As I get out of bed my vision is blurry. I think I may still be drunk! I go to my bedroom window and look outside. My car and Peyton’s car are completely buried in snow and it’s still snowing heavily. I take a deep breath and smell coffee in the air. I’m unsure if I like the smell the right now.

I stumble as I walk out of my bedroom and into the living room. What is she doing? I can’t believe it! “Peyton! Why is your cup of coffee on my coffee table with no coaster and why are you eating toast on my couch!” I exclaim.

“Well, good morning to you too. Feeling better this morning?” she asks.

“No, I feel like walking death” I reply. I take a deep breath, exhale and say, “I’m sorry. Good morning Peyton.”

“You were in rare fucking form last night. I had to change you and put you to bed” she states with amusement as I reply quickly, “Thank you.”

“GG, what’s the last thing you remember about last night?” she asks.

“We were doing shot after shot at my bar after I told you all about Sophia” I answer.

“I should be so fucking pissed off at you right now but because of prior experiences of my own with the devil’s nectar, I’m going to forgive and forget what you said to me,” Peyton says to me with an expressionless face.

“What did I say?” I ask nervously. “I don’t even want to repeat it. Anyway, is it okay if I use your gym?” she asks as I quickly reply, “Sure. I’ll get you something to wear.”

After getting Peyton some work out clothes I can’t help but wonder what I said to her. I hope it wasn’t anything mean or hurtful, but I can’t remember much of anything from last night. As Peyton uses my gym I go into my master bathroom to take a shower. My head is pounding, and I feel like I’m going to become sick at any moment. I pull off my pajama bottoms and top and quickly realize that I’m nude. No bra and no panties. I feel panicked as I quickly realize that Peyton saw me nude last night. I spend over an hour in the shower and put on sweatpants and a sweater when I finish. When I exit my bedroom, I find a profusely sweating Peyton standing at my open front door watching the still accumulating snow falling to the ground and snow still falling from the sky in the whipping wind. She closes the door and turns to face me. “This is fucking crazy,” she says as she shakes her head. “I hate to ask but since I don’t have anything of my own to wear can you please get me something else to wear so I can shower?” she asks.

I nod my head and go back into my bedroom closet and retrieve a few things for her to put on. I figure while she’s showering I can try to get some work done regardless of how bad I feel. I give her the clothes as she exits into the guest bathroom as I go into my computer lab and take a seat in front of my keyboard. All I can do is stare at the screen as I still have no idea as for how I’m going to get past my problem. I sit back in my chair and then everything goes out. Snowed in and now no electricity, great!

“Harper!” I hear Peyton scream out from the guest bathroom. I exit my computer lab and go into the kitchen to grab a flashlight as Peyton continues to scream out my name. I slowly enter the dark bathroom and place the turned-on flashlight onto the bathroom counter. I close the door behind me and lay down on the couch in my living room.

Peyton exits the bathroom, dressed and holding the flashlight. “Thanks for the flashlight. I kind of freaked out while I was in the shower in the dark” she says with laughter. I smile and reply, “Not a problem.”

Peyton grabs her laptop and powers it on. She sits down on the couch, next to my legs and smiles at me. “So, if it weren’t for Sophia there would be no GamerGirl605, huh?” I’,m confused and ask in reply, “How did you know that?” She laughs and responds, “You told me last night in your drunken stupor. My laptop should be good for about three hours before the battery runs out and since we have no electricity and are snowed in, might as well get some work done today.”

“Mine and Sophia’s workload at school was huge and we were both broke. It would have been nice to get a part-time job for spending money but neither of us had the time. I was playing Grand Theft Auto Vice City in our room one night after classes as Sophia walked in after her last class that night. She always got a kick out of my love for video games. “Gamer girl can you please get off the television, so I can watch a show?” she half asked me. I rolled my eyes, saved my progress and turned off the system. I can’t remember what show we were watching but I do remember watching a commercial for Girls Gone Wild. Sophia was laying on the bed and I was sitting on the bed with my back against the wall. I could feel her staring at me. “What?” I asked as I looked at her as she looked at me and smiled. “You’re beautiful,” she said as a matter of fact. I laughed and replied, “Thank you” as I ran my fingers through my hair and blew a kiss at her. “Tell me about the game you were playing,” she said as I gave her a look that said she was crazy. “Why?” I asked as she sat up in bed and smiled. “Tell me about your video game.” I shrugged my shoulders and began, “It’s awesome. It’s an open world environment and is a huge stress reliever. If I have a bad day I can go right into Vice City, shoot a few people, steal a few cars or have a police chase through the city. The storyline is amazing. I’ve completed the game three times already but it’s still fun. Even though I know the story already and how to beat the game it’s so much fun that I really can’t stop myself from playing.”

After I told Sophia about the game she got the weird look on her face. Whenever she was deep in thought she would get this look about her that told me the gears were in motion. She looked at me and said, “You know it’s not common for a girl who looks like you to be into playing video games as much as you do.“  I just shrugged my shoulders. “I bet if you went online and did video reviews of all the games you love playing you could make a decent chunk of change. “Why would anyone want to listen to what I have to say?” I asked with a quizzical tone. She smiled almost ear to ear and said, “Guys love pretty girls, especially if they seem attainable. You would have to change your look up a little but there’s no doubt in my mind that boys would watch.” I shook my head and replied, “No way. You’re prettier than me so why don’t you do it? I could tell you what to say” I said as if almost pleading with her. She shook her head and responded, “It wouldn’t be believable. Besides wouldn’t it be nice not to have to eat popcorn and cups of noodles every night?” I let out a sigh and answered, “Yeah, it would be.” I want to braid your hair” she said to me. “Braid it how?” I asked with concern. “Ponytails,” she said with a sound of excitement in her voice. “I’ve had a long day so can’t we do this some other time?” I asked again as if pleading with her. She laughed and replied, “No way, this has to happen tonight.” I shook my head and responded, “I’m not then you know” as she laughed and said, “Yeah I know.” She tied my hair into two ponytails and draped them over my shoulders. She grabbed my Twins hat and put it on my head backward. “What are you doing?” I asked her with confusion. She didn’t respond as she applied bright red lipstick to my lips and makeup to my face. She smiled and yelled out, “Perfect! You look hot and attainable, like the sweet girl who lives next door!” I looked at myself in the mirror and shook my head. I looked at Sophia and responded, “I look like a whore.” She laughed and answered, “A little whorish but attainable.” She grabbed her laptop and told me to sit down in one of our desk chairs. She propped the laptop on top of a dresser. “Talk about the video game you told me about but when you start I want you to say This is Gamer Girl and then go into it.” “You seriously want to record me talking about the game?” I asked with panic. She laughed and replied, “Just do it.” I shook my head and replied, “This is stupid. No one is going to watch.” “Do you trust me?” she asked as I replied, “You know I do.” She smiled and said, “Great, so when I hit record you start talking.” “No, not with you in the room. I’m nervous enough” I said to her. “Fine, I’ll hit record and make myself scarce. Be back in a half hour,” she replied. “Wait a minute. Take your shirt off” she commanded. “I’m not doing this topless Sophia!” I exclaimed. She rolled her eyes, took my shirt off, took my bra off and then put my shirt back on. She smiled and said, “Yes, perfect!” with excitement. She hit record and left our room and recorded GamerGirl605 Episode #1.

That very first episode went viral and in the very first month, I made close to $1,000 which I of course split with Sophia. All I had to do was make the videos. She edited, added sound effects, graphics and optimized them for top placement on YouTube and the search engine results. She even made a blog which was working out great. The only problem was that it started getting hacked. Each time she would upload the backup copy of the blog only to have it hacked again within a couple of days. She was furious.  I remember her pacing while she ranted and raved in our dorm room when she got this mischievous look about her.  For weeks on end, she did nothing but type away on her laptop in between classes like a person possessed. After my last class for that week, I went back to my room to find a couple of desktop computers in our room. “What up with the computers?” I asked Sophia. “I’m going to host the blog and the videos. I’ll, of course, upload them to YouTube but in the chance the ever pull the plug on you for some reason we still own all the content. Besides, I need to host the blog, so I can take care of our little problem. I can’t wait for this fucker to try to hack us again” she said proudly. “Why can’t you wait to get hacked?” I asked curiously. Again, with pride, she responded, “I wrote a little program. When whoever it is attempting to hack us, my program is going to infect them with a virus. It will give me their IP address, location and most importantly control of their system.” As she had thought a hack attempt happened. She laughed uncontrollably as she got onto her laptop, typed away and slammed the enter key. “Deleted!” she exclaimed as she started dancing and singing, “Hack me and I’ll hack you back.”

Peyton has the look on her face which I find myself becoming accustomed to. She has the look on her face that says, “I’m thinking hard.” “If I didn’t know any better what you just described to me sounds a lot like CyberLock,” Peyton says to me.

“It was originally called CounterStrike, but she changed it to CyberLock when she decided to bring it to market” I proudly reply.

“Shut the fuck up! Are you telling me that your Sophia created CyberLock!” she exclaims.

I can’t stop myself from giggling. “That’s exactly what I’m telling you” I again say with pride.

“You have to be shitting me! CyberLock sold for like $50 million dollars!” she exclaims.

“No, it was actually $35 million” I reply as a matter of fact.

She looks beyond confused. “This doesn’t make sense to me at all. If you make millions a year from your channel and your wife’s company sold for $35 million dollars, then why did you need 30% of my company?” she asks with confusion.

“Sophia was the youngest of six kids. Chop half off for taxes and divide most of the money amongst five siblings, her parents, grandparents, her aunts, uncles and college funds for her nieces and nephews and poof, most of the money is gone” I explain. “Even if I invested every red cent I have to my name it wouldn’t even be close to what I need” I continue.

Peyton looks at me and asks, “AGIS?” as I look at her and ask, “Did I tell you about AGIS last night?”

She shakes her head and replies, “When I was putting you to be last night and changing you kept saying over and again that if Sophia was here she could fix AGIS. What in the fuck is an AGIS?”

“I love open world games. There’s so much to discover and you can spend hours at a time simply exploring. The reason I went to college was so that I could become a programmer and put my knowledge to work so that I could create my own open world video game. I wanted to create a game like no other. I thought that I knew the direction I wanted to head in, but it turned out that one night in my dorm room along with Sophia and some smokable green stuff forever changed my life. I’m by no means a pothead and neither was Sophia if that’s what you’re thinking but we would indulge from time to time. Well, this one day Sophia and I were indulging, and we got onto the topic of my game creation. Sophia looked at me as we were both high as kites as said it would be cool to make a video game where the game is like reality but a video game. A game where the game was like real life but a video game where players could be the opposite of what they were in real life. I yelled out “Other Life.” When I went to sleep that night, I had a dream that I created a virtual game world that was like reality but a video game. A game where a person could be whatever they wanted to be. The game was a virtual Earth down to the most minuscule detail. I woke up the next morning and started typing as much of the dream as I could remember into my laptop. I spent weeks researching when I came to the realization that the amount of programming that would need to be done would take my life along with hundreds if not thousands of other people’s lifetimes. I felt defeated until Sophia being Sophia with her intelligent sexy self said that the path of least resistance would be to create a program that could make the program that I wanted. In other words, a computer program that would be programmed to build the game. We started working on AGIS that day.”

Peyton was stunned. “Are you telling me that you actually built AGIS?”

I smiled proudly and correct her by saying, “No. Sophia and I created AGIS. I completed the programming a few months back. The problem is that I can’t connect to him. He’s a computer program on the mainframe at my parents’ property in Sturgis. I can only communicate with him through typing, but I can’t complete the connection that I need. If I can’t connect to him no one else will be able to. In other words, if I can’t connect to him, no one else can so then no game world. I’ve tried everything I can think of, but nothing is working. No matter what code I create I can’t connect.”

“What if it tries to take over the world, like Terminator or something?” she asks with concern and angst.

I laughed and replied, “AGIS knows he’s a computer program and that his function is to create, maintain and oversee the game. This is a reality, not a Hollywood movie.”

“Why is it names AGIS?” she asks with a combination of curiosity and excitement.

“Its an acronym for Automated Gaming Intelligence System” I reply.

She looks stunned. “You need 30% of my magazine to fund a video game?” as I smile and nod my head.

“I don’t get it. With the amount, of subscribers to your channel you should have no problem getting people to play it” she says almost as if asking me.

“I know. The game will be limited to one million players during Beta and I do plan on making a video on my channel along with the trailer. The issue I have is that during Beta I can’t charge the monthly fee. I don’t know how long I’ll need to be in Beta, but I do know that bandwidth is expensive. I also need to hire programmers and customer service representatives among others. My stake in your company assures that I can get off the ground and out of Beta” I explain with excitement.

“What’s the monthly fee going to be?” she asks as I smile and reply, “$10 a month” as she looks at me with confusion. “$10 a month, that’s all?” she asks.

“A game like this has never been made and is going to take the world by storm. Sophia and I estimated that we should have no problem getting to 50 million players” I say with pride and excitement.

“You’re telling me that your estimating that this game is going to make a half a billion dollars a month?” she asks as if she’s going to pass out.

“Probably more when you take product placement advertising into account and sponsorships but it’s not about the money for me. What it is about is giving people an opportunity to have success in “Other Life” that will allow them to be successful in their real lives. For example, in “Other Life” you decide to open a clothing boutique where dresses sell for $10. You sell 20,000 dresses a year, you earned $200,000 in real money. Another example, you design a car that other players would like to buy and drive. The car sells for $35 but you sell 120,000 of them, you just earned $4.2 million in real money.”

Peyton’s eyes are practically popping out of her head. “Tell me more,” she says in a low voice.

I smile and continue, “Let’s say you’re the car designer and you have a real job where you earn $42,000 a year. You quit your job since you’re now well off. Your best friend loses his job in real life, so you decide to cut him into your profits by making him the COO of your “Other Life” company. You pay him a salary as well as a percentage of your profits. Your best friend is now well off as well.”

“What if people get so caught up in this game that they become addicted and as a result have no life outside of the game?” she says with worry.

I let out a giggle and reply, “I’ve thought of that already which is why players can only play for a maximum of four hours per day. In addition, a player can only spend up to $100 a month in purchasing goods and services within the game. Individual good and services no matter what it is will have a cap of $50. The point of the game is not to replace your real life but rather to make your life better than it is. Having money doesn’t always lead to happiness but it does make life easier.”

Peyton looks floored as she looks at me and says, “The game is really another life with its own economy. It’s amazing” she says as she smiles and gives me a look of approval. “My computer just died,” she says to me as she closes the lid.

“Can I ask you something?” she asks as I nod my head. “You have pictures throughout the house of your parents, grandparents, and friends but none of Sophia? Why is that?”

I sit up from the couch, make eye contact with her and then look at the floor. I let out a sigh and reply, “It’s too painful. I needed to move on and having pictures of her throughout the house wasn’t helping so I took them all down and put them into photo albums.”

“May I see the albums?” she asks as I look up at her and reply, “Yeah, if you really want to it’s not a problem.” I grab another flashlight from the kitchen a go into the closet in the living room. I reach up and take hold of four albums that I place on the coffee table in the living room.

“I’m really tired and I still feel like death. I’m going to take a nap” I say as Peyton nods her head.

I go into my bedroom and close all the blinds. I lay down in the middle of my bed as I can’t get Sophia out of my head. I roll to my side and find myself in the fetal position as I start to cry. I awake with my alarm clock flashing 12:00 over and again. I get out of bed and flip my light switch to find that I now have power. I walk into an empty living room and downstairs to my family room where Peyton is typing away on her laptop as a woman possessed. “I’m starving,” she says as she looks up at me and smiles. “I’ll make us something” I reply as I l head to my kitchen.

After a quick dinner, we go back downstairs and take seats on the sofa. Peyton looks at me and says, “Sophia was beautiful. You two looked so happy together.” I smile and reply, “We were.”

“Tell me about her,” she says as I reply, “For the article?” as she shakes her head and responds, “Yeah, sure.”

“Well, she was beautiful. She could be jealous at times and when she was on her time of the month she was an absolute emotional nut. She was motivated, driven and the very definition of a workaholic. We didn’t argue all that much but when we did it was like a war. We would sometimes go days without speaking after a huge argument which was usually over her work schedule. I sometimes feel responsible” I say sadly to Peyton.

“Responsible for what?” she asks with concern as I immediately respond, “For her death.”

“Why would you feel responsible for her death?” she again asks with concern.

“I wish I knew then what I know now. She was working so much, and she worried about work all the time. She was getting back pain which she attributed to our bed. Her appetite was terrible and when I did force her to eat she would get nacreous and get sick a lot. As time went on she was in more and more pain. One morning when we awoke, and she opened her eyes I could see yellow in the whites of her eyes. I freaked out and begged her to go to the doctor’s office. She fought with me tooth and nail until I started balling my eyes out. She finally agreed and then we knew but it was just too late to do anything. She was too far along but If I forced her to see a doctor sooner maybe she would still be here.”

“Or maybe she would have been treated and passed away anyway. It’s not your fault, Harper” she says to me with sincerity as I force myself to smile. “It stopped snowing,” she says to me as I know she’s changing the subject to avoid me becoming more upset than I am.

Two and a half days of non-stop snow resulted in a record-breaking total of close to 60 inches of snow. It was another two days before the streets were plowed clear. Peyton and I spent close to a week together locked in my house during the storm. Before she was finally able to leave she told me that she had a business trip to San Francisco and wouldn’t be able to meet for five days but would reach out to me when she was back in town.

I find myself missing her company and to make matters worse I’m no further along with AGIS than I have been. Three days locked in my computer lab and nothing. I’ve never been so frustrated in my life and I have no idea what I’m going to do. Thankfully when Sadie calls me to tell me she’s coming to see me earlier than we had scheduled the last thing I thought about was work. The only thing I can think of is how happy I am to see Sadie.

The next day I pick up Sadie from the airport and we catch up on the drive back to my house. She looks great and so happy. “I take it things are going good with Samuel?” I ask as she smiles and replies, “I think he’s going to propose soon” as we both scream and jump up and down.

“Figure out the problem with AGIS yet?” she asks as I shake my head and reply, “Not even close.” “How are things going with the journalist?” she asks as I reply, “Good. It’s funny but I didn’t like her at all when we first me but she kind of grew on me. To be honest I kind of miss her?”

Sadie smiles and replies, “I guess being snowed in for close to a week with someone will do that to a person. “Sadie, Peyton wants to interview for the article she’s writing. Is that okay?” I ask as she replies, “Anything I can do to help.”

A couple of days later Peyton returns from her trip and a little past 10 AM she’s once again at my home. “You must be Sadie, it’s so nice to meet you,” she says as Sadie replies, “Likewise.”

“Harper, I’m going to steal Sadie away from you for a while in private. We’ll be downstairs, so you stay here” she says as I shrug my shoulders and head into my computer lab. As I try to work I can’t help but wonder what Sadie and Peyton are talking about. A little past 2 PM Peyton knocks on my door and slowly opens it. “I’m heading back home. Since Sadie is here I’m going to give you some time off. We can start up again on Monday if that’s okay.” “Yeah, great” I reply as Peyton leaves my house.

I exit my computer lab and go downstairs to find Sadie sitting on the couch and enjoying an adult beverage. “So, what did you two talk about?” I ask.

“Growing up in Sturgis, Harper Hog and um, uh…” she stammers as I ask, “Sophia?” Sadie nods her head and replies, “Yeah, Sophia.”

“What do you think about Peyton?” I ask with curiosity. “I’m not sure. She seems intelligent, but she curses a ton. The better question is what do you think about her?”  

“I already told you, Sadie, she’s kind of growing on me” I reply as Sadie begins to laugh.

“What’s so funny?” I ask Sadie as she answers, “Kind of growing on you.”

I take a seat on the couch next to Sadie and ask, “What are you getting at?”

She looks at me and responds, “Harper I’ve known you long enough to know when you’re crushing on someone.”

I open my eyes wide as well as my mouth as I reply, “I am not crushing on her. What makes you think I’m crushing on her?”

Sadie takes a sip of her drink and rolls her eyes. “You should have seen yourself when she walked into the house this morning. You were glowing.”

“I was not glowing!” I exclaim as Sadie replies, “If that’s what you want to go with then fine.”

Sadie smiles at me and says, “She’s really pretty though and she has an amazing body. Kind of your type, yeah?” as I quickly reply, “Yeah” as Sadie yells out, “HA!”

I roll my eyes and say, “I only agreed with what you said” as she shakes her head and say’s “So she is your type?” as I shake my head. Sadie smiles and says, “Let’s go out.”

Having Sadie was over was great. I missed her so much I wanted her to stay for another week and asked her to even though I knew she couldn’t.

It’s now Monday and to my surprise, Peyton is on time. She smiles and gives me a hug as she enters my house. “I’m almost done with the article, so we shouldn’t be too much longer,” she says with happiness. “By the way, I’ve been thinking about what you said to me that night and think I’ve figured out a way for you to make it up to me,” she says.

“Are you going to tell me what I said?” I ask as she shakes her head. “Anyway, my shoulders and my lower back have been killing me.”

“What are you getting at?” I ask with concern.

“I could really use a full body massage,” she says with a grin as I reply, “Yeah, not a problem. There’s a great spa not too far from here so I can make an appointment for anytime you want.”

Peyton shakes her head and replies, “That would be great, but I prefer you giving me a massage.”

“You want me to give you a full body massage?” I asked nervously as she smiles and nods her head. “Now would be great,” she says smugly as I quickly respond, “Is there anything else I can do to make it up to you?” She shakes her head as she puts her things down on the couch and replies, “The guest room will work fine. I’ll go get ready” she says with a smile.

I still have no clue what I said to her that night but if this was all it was going to take to make it up to her then why not? “Harper, I’m ready!” she yells out as I walk into the guest room. What the fuck! She’s nude and laying in the center of the bed! I swallow hard and ask, “Peyton why are you naked?” With her head hanging off the foot of the bed she replies, “Relax, it’s just my fucking ass. Besides I’ve seen you completely nude so this kind of makes us even. Besides this is how full body massages are given” I knew it! O knew she saw me naked! “I would have to see you nude to make us totally even,” I say sarcastically as she laughs.

My heart is pounding as Peyton says, “You can start with my shoulders” as I nervously sit on the side of the bed and begin to rub her right shoulder with my left hand. “Harper, you have got to be fucking kidding me! Climb on top of me and use both hands” she commands. I swallow hard as I slowly climb on top of her, sit on my knees just above her waist and begin to massage both her shoulders with both my hands. “That feels good,” she says with pleasure as I continue to rub her shoulders.

I’ve finished rubbing her shoulders and begin to massage her back as she says, “Lower back please” I move backward and find myself becoming fixated on her ass. It’s round and looks firm. I’ve been massaging her lower back for a little over ten minutes at this point when Peyton says, “This is supposed to be a full body massage” as I say with my voice quivering, “Meaning what?”

“Meaning just what the fuck I said, full body massage” she replies sarcastically. I close my eyes as I begin to massage her buttocks. It’s as firm as I thought it would be. “That feels great,” she says as I open my eyes. She spreads her legs apart as I massage the inside of her thighs and legs being careful not to touch her vagina. I massage her legs and then each of her feet. I spent almost an hour massaging Peyton as I say, “Okay, all done now.”

I climb off her and now stand next to the bed. Suddenly Peyton removes herself from the bed and is now standing completely nude at the foot of the bed. I can’t take my eyes off her. Her breast is perky and her nipples are small and pink. Her stomach is flat, and I can see a bit of muscle definition. She is shaven bare. She laughs and yells out, “Now we’re even!” as I close my eyes and walk right into the closed door. I open my eyes, quickly open the door and close it quickly behind me as I hear Peyton laughing.

I’m nervous and I can feel myself beginning to sweat. Why would she do that? It’s not even like I wanted her to see me nude in the first place, yet she not only saw me nude but felt that by allowing me to see her nude made us even? I can’t seem to stop myself from shaking and I don’t want to be in the house with her right now.  Peyton comes out of the room a few minutes later as she continues to laugh.

“Um, I have an idea,” I say to her as she replies, “What would that be?”

“I want to show you something. It’s not too far from here” I say to her.

“Oh, a surprise. I love surprises” she says in a kiddie like voice.

“Great, let’s go then” I reply as we make our way out of the house and into my car.

A few minutes later we arrive at the destination. Peyton is looking at me with curiosity as a smile and says, “We’re here.”

I unlock and open the door with Peyton following behind me. I turn on the lights to the office.

Peyton’s mouth opens wide as she looks at me and says, “This is your office for your game company.” She walks around for a moment as she scans the empty desks and then locks eyes with my game company logo. She starts to laugh and looks at me with her now becoming all too familiar smirk. “Hot Hog Games?” she says with laughter as I repeat, “Hot Hog Games.”

“This is amazing,” she says with admiration as I reply, “Not so much. I still haven’t been able to solve my problem.”

Peyton looks to be deep in thought. “I’ve been thinking. You haven’t been able to connect with AGIS. From what I understand, AGIS is for lack of a better term, self-aware. Sophie created CyberLock so I’m sure there’s some sort of security thingamajig to prevent a person from hacking into the system.”

She’s not telling me anything I don’t already know but I don’t want to be rude, so I continue to listen.

“Is it possible that when you try to connect to AGIS it thinks that you’re trying to hack into him?”

I let out a small laugh and reply, “That’s the entire problem and no matter what I do I can’t connect.”

Peyton smiles and asks, “Why don’t you just ask him to let you in?”

I think for a moment and think to myself, “If it were only that simple.” Suddenly the hairs on my arms feel like their rising and a get a chill that runs through my body. “Why don’t I ask him? Why haven’t I asked him?! Peyton, you’re a genius!” I exclaim as Peyton looks at me and replies, “I wish.”

I run into my office, flick on the light and take a seat at my desktop computer. I type into the keyboard, “It’s Peyton. I’m trying to connect” along with my IP address. “Security Protocol Password?” AGIS responds. “Security Protocol Password?” I think to myself. I laugh to myself as I type in the date that Sophia and I began dating. “Connection Established” I read and scream at the top of my lungs!

“AGIS!” I yell out loud as he responds, “Good morning Peyton” as Peyton looks at me with her eyes practically popping out of her head as yells out, “Holy fucking shit!” My entire body is covered in goosebumps as I turn on the 80-inch flat screen television hanging on the wall in front of my desk. “AGIS show New York City, New York!” AGIS replies, “Showing Apple City, N.Y. for Other Life the video game.”

I raise both hands to my face and say out loud, “Oh my God” as I can’t stop myself from crying tears of joy. It’s magnificent and more than I could have ever imagined. I look at Peyton who looks at me and smiles as we both become fixated on the television on the wall. I command AGIS, “Show me Los Angeles” as AGIS replies, “Showing Angel City for Other Life the video game” as the virtual world again appears on the television.” “AGIS, estimated time of completion for world rendering for video game Other Life?” I ask. “World rendering for video game Other Life completed” AGIS replies as I leap from my chair and again scream at the top of my lungs!

“Peyton, it’s finished!” I exclaim. “AGIS, estimated time for BETA?” I ask with my heart pounding so hard it feels like it's going to leave my chest. “BETA may begin” AGIS replies as I feel like I’m having an out of body experience.

“Every single hair on my body is standing up. This is the most amazing thing I’ve ever seen in my life. You’re going to be a fucking billionaire!” Peyton exclaims.

I lock eyes with Peyton and reply, “Probably so but it’s not about the money. “Other Life” is more than a video game, it’s an actual other life. If you’re poor, you can become rich. If you were born rich and always wondered what it would be like not to have money you can. If you want to be a dancer, a professional sports player, a pilot, or know what it’s like to run your own business now you can. If you’ve always wanted to travel the world or know what’s it’s like to climb the highest peak know you can. If you’re being bullied and called a fucking Hog every fucking day of your fucking childhood and want to know what a bully-free life can be now you can!”

Peyton is looking at with concern on her face. “The whole Harper Hog thing is still fucking you up,” she says as if stating a fact. “You’re intelligent, driven, beautiful, the most sincere and nicest person I have ever met. You need to let go” she says as she places her hand on my shoulder.

“I don’t know why I just said that” I reply as she quickly replies, “I know why. It’s because you’re still holding onto that bullshit! Let go if that shit.!”

I know I’m in denial and always have been. Sophia always told me so and I always knew she was right. Coming from Peyton though, it’s different. We barely know each other yet she sees right through me. I smile and reply, “Maybe you’re right. Maybe I’ve never have gotten over it. Maybe I need to” I reply to her. She smiles and states, “You need to but if you can’t do it yourself just know that I’m here to help in any way, that I can and that you need me to.”

“Okay, then. Thank you” I say as she replies, “Great! By the way, we need to do something like now, as in right now.”

“What would that be and why right now?” I ask as she replies, “Before we celebrate, I need to get the photo shoot done. My photographer whether he likes it or not will be here asap. He’s going to shoot the office and then we’re going to your house to take some more shots. Then you and I are going to his studio in the city to wrap it up. Since we’ll already be in the city, we’ll party there and then crash at my place.”

“You didn’t answer my question. Why now?” I ask. She looks at me with a face of determination and replies, “It’s the right time.”

Just as she said, she made a phone call and her photographer, “Jamal” was at my office in under an hour. He’s a tall, black man with dreadlocks who speaks with a heavy British accent. He took photographs of my office along with a few of me at my desk. We then went to my house where he had me do everyday things like drinking a cup of coffee, workout in my gym and sit outside in my yard. We all left my house as Peyton and I followed Jamal, with Peyton driving us in her car, into the city and to his studio in the city. I had never felt so uncomfortable in my life. It was fine as he took photographs of me in my GamerGirl605 outfit but when he demanded that I put on a string bikini with my hair still in “GamerGirl605” look I wanted to die. I didn’t want to do it, but Peyton looked so happy and excited I couldn’t bring myself to say “No.”

Peyton looks so happy and I think it’s because of me. “I know you already have an outfit for tonight, but I think this would be so much better,” she says with a gleeful tone as she hands me a red dress on a hanger. I take the dress from her and head toward the bathroom as she yells out, “No bra.” I take off my clothes and remove my bra. I put on the skirt and look at myself in the mirror. My tits feel like they’re going to pop out at any moment although it fits me well everywhere else. I walk out of the bathroom and look at Peyton. “I’m not wearing this out, tonight. My boobs feel like they’re going to escape at any moment” I say to her as I exit the bathroom. “You look fucking amazing!” she yells out.

Holy shit! She looks amazing! Her long black hair is draped over her shoulders and her dress is form fitting. The dress somehow still leaves much thought for imagination. She has on short heels and her makeup somehow makes her eyes look bluer than they are. “You too,” I say with a nervous laugh. Oh shit?! Does she know that was a nervous laugh!? Calm down! She smiles and asks, “Ready to go?”

“Yeah, let’s go” I reply as I go to grab my clutch and realize the I don’t have it. “Shit, I forgot my clutch. I don’t have anything on me. No money, no debit card, and no credit cards” I say with panic. She laughs and replies, “Look at us. We’re not paying for anything tonight. Just follow my lead and we will head off to a blissful party night without spending a fucking cent.”

A short cab ride later and we’re now entering a what I know as a college type bar. “Why are we dressed like this if we’re coming here?” I ask with confusion as Peyton shakes her head and giggles. “Just follow my lead,” she says with confidence. I feel like I’m walking in the nude as we enter the bar and two guys sitting at the bar look at us and get up. “Thank you so much,” she says with a flirtatious voice as she says, “First round is on me.”

One of the guys, probably no more than twenty-two looks at Peyton and says, “First round in on me” as he calls over the bartender and says, “Whatever these two lovely ladies would like is on me.” Peyton smiles and winks at me as she turns around on the stool and replies, “Thank you so, so much” again with a flirtatious voice.

As we make small talk and sip our drinks a group of young guys, looks like about eight approaches us. A cute guy with short black hair and dressed well looks at Peyton and asks, “So what are you up to tonight?”

Peyton lets out a cute giggle and replies, “My friends and I are celebrating a work thing. We went out to dinner and just so happened to see this place, so we came inside.” The guy laughs and replies, “I was about to say I’ve never seen you two in here before” tipping off that he’s a regular.

“You two up for some shots?” he asks with a huge smile. “Sure” I reply as Peyton is grinning at me. He orders three shots of Cuervo as the bartender pours the shots on the bar in front of us. “What are we drinking to?” he asks as Peyton replies, “To dreams coming true” and winks at me.

We drink the shots as the guys he’s with are all whispering into each other’s ears and laughing. Peyton looks at me and rolls her eyes. She looks at the guy and asks, “What’s your name handsome?”

He looks like he just shot a load in his pants as he smiles and replies, “Brandon. What’s your name?” She looks at him seductively and replies, “Olivia.” Olivia? I think for a moment realizing that we’re going with fake names this evening. Brandon looks at me and asks, “What’s your name gorgeous?” Within seconds I reply, “Britney.” He just asked me a question and I replied yet his eyes are glued to my tits!

This is nuts. Brandon had already bought me and Peyton five rounds and has this look about him that says, “I’m getting somewhere” even though he’s not.

“Brandon, stop being a dick and introduce me,” a guy says with a drunken slur. “This is my boy, Javier. Javier, this is Olivia and Britney” he replies. “Hey, Javier,” I say trying to mimic Peyton’s seductive voice. Javier looks at me and asks, “Britney, how old are you?” Before I can get a word out of my mouth Peyton looks at Javier and replies, “Party Foul. Never, ever, never, ever ask a woman her age” as Javier quickly responds, “My bad, sorry.”

Peyton looks at Javier and asks, “So what are you and your friends whispering into each other’s ears and laughing about?” “Nothing…” he replies at Peyton smiles at him seductively. “Come on, handsome man, you can tell me. We’re all adults here” she replies.

Javier looks at Brandon who then proceeds to look at Javier. “We were just talking to each other about how much money we would each spend to watch you two hook up right here at the bar,” he says innocently. Peyton looks at me and asks, “So how much per head would it take for us to hookup right here at this bar tonight for this group of young stallions, Olivia?” she asks. I’m buzzed and feeling great. My honest answer right now is “I’d do it for free” but instead I look at Peyton and reply, “I don’t know, Olivia. What do you think?”

Peyton smiles and looks at Javier. “What was the consensus?” she asks. He looks so shy I want to burst out in laughter, but I don’t want to embarrass him. “$20 each” he replies nervously.

Peyton starts to laugh hysterically in a “fake” laugh. Granted, I don’t know her all too well, but I’ve spent enough time with her to know it’s not her normal laugh. “That’s a shame. I mean $50 bucks a head and it would happen.” What?! I yell to myself in my own head as Javier yells out loud, “Really?! Give me 10 minutes.” Peyton, again with her “fake” laugh replies, “That’s five more minutes than you have.”

I’m fixated on the clock on the wall behind the bar as I count the seconds as they pass. “Done!” Javier exclaims as he plops a wad of money onto the bar. “Excuse me, bartender? Can you please count this for me?” Peyton asks as the bartender obliges and counts out the money. “That’s $500” she replies.

What a minute! Peyton talked a group of young hormonal guys to pay $500 to watch us hook up in front of them? Shit! A group of young hormonal guys just paid $500 to watch us hook-up!

Peyton looks at me with a smile and asks, “Britney, you ready?” as I nervously nodded my head hoping that Peyton doesn’t realize that I’m so nervous.

“You know it” I reply as Peyton smiles at the young guys all around us and say’s, “She’s ready, fellas.” Peyton winks at me and slowly leans forward as I slowly lean toward her and tilt my head.

Our lips touch. “Her lips are so soft” I can’t help saying to myself. Our lips were touching but I know feel her tongue in my mouth. I touch her tongue with mine as we now are French kissing as the group of guys hoot and holler. My body feels weak and I feel like I want to pass out but I’m excited at the same time. She stops kissing me and says, “Well guys, I hope you got what you paid for” as she looks at me and opens her eyes wide and laughs.

I don’t want to drink anymore. I’m beyond buzzed, and Peyton is getting smashed. She keeps handing me shots that I pass off to any of the guys who just paid us who are standing behind us. I can’t describe what I’m feeling right now, it’s been too long.

Peyton is beyond smashed right now as I look at my watch that reads 2:52 AM. “Olivia, it’s time to go,” I say as Peyton makes a pouty face and replies, “Okay. I think I’ve had enough anyway” to the dismay of the young group that stood around us the entire night.

As we walk out of the bar and into the cool, fresh air, Peyton as if shot with a gun looks at me and starts to laugh hysterically as she says, “I’m so fucking shit faced right now.”

Thankfully I had the foresight to call an Uber and a short ride later we’re back at Peyton’s condominium. As we enter the lobby and greeted by the concierge Peyton yells out, “$2 fucking million dollars for a one bedroom one bathroom condo in grand NYC, Sergio!” as the concierge replies, “I could only be so lucky Ms. Rawlings” as Peyton replies, “Luck has nothing to fucking do with it, baby!”

We enter the elevator and enter, into her apartment. She kicks off her shoes and is looking at me. I’m fucking shit faced” she says with glee. “That you are” I reply with a smile.

“Get ready for bed. I want to talk to you” she says as I look around her luxurious but small condominium. “Where am I sleeping? I ask as Peyton is looking at me like I’m crazy. “In my room” she replies and laughs.

I go into the bathroom, brush my teeth and change into my pajamas. As I exit, Peyton enters. I go into her bedroom and look around. On her nightstand is a picture of a smiling couple with a very young- looking Peyton standing in front of them. I smile as I realize it’s her family in Indiana which makes me think of my family in South Dakota.

I get into her bed and place my head on the pillow as a drunk Peyton walks into the bedroom and closes the door behind her. “Told you we didn’t need fucking money tonight” she laughs as she throws herself onto the bed beside me.

“Congratulations, Peyton,” she says to me as she’s laying next to me and facing me. “Thank you” I reply as she gets a look on her face that I have yet to see before.

“You’re on your way. You’re on your fucking way and there’s nothing that anyone can say or do about it” she says with conviction and pride. I can’t wipe the smile off my face.

I’ve never seen her like this before. She’s so emotional and I can tell that something is bothering her. I’m unsure as to what to say but I say it anyway. “Peyton is there something bothering you?” I ask.

“What was it like to be so in love?” she asks with glassy eyes.

I think for a moment and answer, “It was great, it really was, most of the time anyway. No one is perfect, but we were perfect for each other.”

“Do you think you’ll ever have that again?” she asks in a low voice.

“I gaze into her eyes and reply, “I’d like to think so, even though I don’t know who and I don’t know when. But yeah, I want to find love again.”

She lets out a small laugh and asks me, “Why? Why would want to put yourself in a position to ever feel the hurt, pain, and sorrow that you felt?”

I think for a moment and reply, “Even though I’ve been through what I have I wouldn’t change any of it. When I think of Sophia now I think back to the happy times that we shared. I remember we hit a rough patch. She was working all the time, even on weekends and I felt like I was second to her career. We sat down and talked about it. She took a week off and rented this little cabin down in Pennsylvania. No computers, no cell phones, and no television. We made love, roasted marshmallow’s, went hiking and just lounged around the cabin reading books and drinking wine. It’s one of my happiest memories. I loved her, and she loved me. I gave myself to her and she gave herself to me. I want to find that happiness again.”

I see a tear fall from Peyton’s right eye, but she doesn’t move or try to wipe it away. “Do you think she would want you to?” she asks. 

I smile and answer, “I know she would.”

“So, she said so in the video?” she asks as I look at her and wonder how she knows about the video. I know she can tell, and my feeling is confirmed as she continues, “Sadie told me that before Sophia passed she made a video for you.”

“Yeah, she did. That first year was hard and I must have watched it every day for months on end. I watched it so much that I’ve pretty much memorized it” I reply.

“What did she say?” Peyton asks with sincerity and curiosity.

“You can find out for yourself. Next time you’re over you can watch it” I respond.

Peyton smiles at me and closes her eyes. Within a minute or so she’s sound asleep. As I watch her sleep I can no longer deny that Sadie was right. I’m crushing on her badly and our kiss at the bar isn’t helping matters. Maybe it’s all because I’ve confided so much of my self to her for the article. I’ve talked to her more about Sophia than I had to anyone since she passed away. Maybe that’s all it is but maybe it’s not. All I do know is that it’s not healthy or a good idea to have a crush on a straight woman.

I awake to the smell of coffee. I roll over in bed and to my surprise, Peyton is not in bed. She was wasted yet she woke up before me? How is that even possible? I would be in a two-day hurt locker if I drank as much as she did. I get out of bed to find Peyton sitting at a small desk in her living room, typing away furiously on her keyboard.

“How are you already awake and not hurting?” I ask with amazement. She takes her eyes away from her screen momentarily to reply, “Years and years of practice” as she again locks onto the screen and continues to type away. She points out the window. I walk over to the window and look outside to see snow falling from the sky.

“It’s only supposed to drop about four inches, but my car is terrible in this weather so is it okay if I take you back tomorrow?” she asks as I smile and nod my head.

As she continues to type her cell phone alerts her to an incoming text message. She stops typing and looks at her phone. “Fuck, I totally fucking forgot this was tonight. Damn it!” Peyton looks at me and asks, “Want to go somewhere with me tonight?” as I reply, “Where?”

“I have this fashion show that I promised I would go to and if I don’t go he won’t forget and never ever forgive me. Don’t worry I have a ton of dresses that will fit you perfectly.”

She gets up and walks me back to her bedroom. She opens a huge walk-in closet that is bursting with dresses. “Spend a bit?” I asked sarcastically as she shakes her head and replies, “A bit but not on these. I used to attend a ton of fashion shows and the designers would always give away clothes at the end.”

She gave me an amazing dress that indeed fit like a glove. We spend the day lounging around her apartment and watching movies until it’s time to leave.

We arrive at the show a little past 7 PM. The venue is packed, and Peyton is beyond popular as she kisses, what seems to be, almost everyone she encounters. She introduces me to a person after person and I’m overwhelmed with a never-ending list of names floating through my mind. She takes me backstage and says, “Hello, Francisco” as a flamboyantly gay man screams at the top of his lungs, runs over to her and hugs her tightly.

“Francisco, this is my friend, Peyton. Peyton this is my friend Francisco. This is his show” she introduces us as me and Francisco smile at each other and kisses each other on both cheeks. “Lady, you are stunning,” he says to me as I smile politely and reply, “Thank you.”

As Francisco and Peyton continue to talk I can’t help but feel like someone is staring at me. I look over to my right and see this beautiful and tall woman. She has long light blond hair and green eyes. There is no doubt in my mind that she’s a model but the way she’s looking at me makes me feel uneasy. Her nostrils are flaring and she’s glaring at me as if she wants to harm me physically. I gently tap Peyton on her arm as she looks at me looking at the woman across the room. Peyton looks at the woman who shakes her head and walks away.

“Who was that?” I ask with curiosity and relief that the woman is no longer glaring at me. “No one special. All I can say is she’s not a fan of mine” Peyton replies.

We take our seats at the front of the stage as the show begins. I’ve never been to a fashion show and even though I wasn’t sure what to expect I’m having a good time. At the end of the show, we again head backstage where Francisco is popping bottle after bottle of champagne. Peyton hands me a glass of champagne but the way he’s looking at me is making me feel uneasy.

“I knew you looked familiar! When Peyton introduced us, I felt like I knew you from somewhere and it was starting to drive me insane. You’re that video game woman on YouTube! Um, uh GamerGirl!” he shouts out.

“That would be me” I reply in a low voice as Francisco shouts out, “We have a celebrity at my show! Please take a picture with me?!” he asks with excitement. I can’t help but agree with his request. A woman takes our picture and now people are whispering and talking to each other. I’m starting to get the uneasy feeling I get when I become the center of attention. Before I know a person after person is asking me to take a picture with them. I take what seems to be a never-ending amount, of pictures and I’m trying my best to be polite, but I hate when this happens! It’s the same thing every time! One person recognizes me, asks to take a picture with me and then a ton of people, probably more than half of which have no idea who I am but want to take a picture with me just, so they can post it on social media. I want to leave and leave now.

Peyton looks at me from across the room and is beginning to make her way toward me. She takes hold of my hand and begins to walk us out of the backstage area and more and more people are making their way toward me. I grip Peyton’s hand tightly and I’m trying my best not to freak out, but I don’t know how much longer I can stop myself from doing so. I can feel the onset of a panic attack coming on and I feel myself shaking.

Peyton yells out, “No more pictures, we have to go now!” as people are now making rude and snide comments about me as Peyton rushes me outside and quickly hails a cab. I can’t stop myself from shaking and I want to cry as Peyton wraps her arms around me in the back seat of the cab. “Harper? Calm down. It’s just me and you now. We’ll be back at my place in a few minutes. Just relax, okay? I need you to relax Harper” she says.

Her words are putting me at ease and I find myself shaking less and less as I start slowly breathing in and out, in and out as I always do when I attempt to calm myself down. The cab stops in front of Peyton’s building as she quickly gets me inside and into her unit.

She goes into the refrigerator and brings me a bottle of water. “Are you okay?” she asks with concern as I reply, “I am now. Thank you so much for getting me out of there.”

“You looked like you were going to freak out or something. I’m sorry had I known that Francisco was going to do that I wouldn’t have brought you there” she says apologetically.

“It’s not your fault. That sort of thing happens from time to time” I explain.

“How often?” she asks as I continue to explain, “Not as much as it used to but that probably has more to do with me not going at as much as have in the past. I avoid public places as much as possible. No going to the mall, movies, sporting events and places like that. Pretty much anywhere where there’s a huge crowd.”

“That’s why I couldn’t find much information on you. No social media at all. Only your channel with no comments. You purposely hide” she says to me in an understanding voice. “You know once I write this article it’s going to be worse for you, right?” she asks.

“I know but I’ll learn to deal with it. Getting “Other Life” launched and running is worth anything I have to deal with” I reply.

“I feel terrible. I didn’t realize how things could be for you in public. Were you close to having a panic attack?” she asks with concern.

I take a sip of water and reply, “If you didn’t get me out of there when you did, no doubt. I can’t please everyone and when I can’t, comments are made, and things are said. It’s like I revert to being that bullied kid, Harper Hog.”

“Why don’t you get out of that dress and get comfortable,” Peyton says as I can’t agree more. “Is it okay if I use your shower?” I ask as she lets out a small laugh and replies, “Of course.”

As I shower I know I’m over emotional, but I can’t help it. It’s just the way I normally react when things like this happen to me. After my shower, I exit the bathroom and as bad as I don’t want to I know the waterworks are about to be turned on. I’m trying to inhale and exhale at a slow steady pace to calm myself, but I can’t. I take one look at Peyton sitting on the couch and waterworks!

Peyton jumps off the couch and quickly embraces me. She’s rubbing my back as I hug her and cry on her shoulder. “Let’s lay down” she calmly says as she walks me into her bedroom and we lay on her bed. “Harper talk to me,” she says as I say out loud, “Can you please just hold me?”

“Yeah, sure not a problem” she replies as she wraps her arms around me and I push myself into her. Her embrace is making me feel so much better. I slowly stop crying and close my eyes.

I awake again to the smell of coffee in the air and alone in bed. Yet again I find Peyton sitting at her desk with her laptop typing away. As I watch her type I think to myself, she must be an early riser. Come to think of it she’s always awake before I am. “Bright and early, again,” I say out loud.

She turns and faces me. “I tend to have a clearer mind in the morning,” she says with a smile.

“Peyton, thank you so much for last night,” I say as she shakes her head and replies, “There’s no need to thank me. By the way, whenever you want I’ll drive you home.”

“Can you please take me now?” I ask as she smiles and answers, “Of course.”

As we pull into my driveway I can’t help but feel a sense of relief. “I’ll be by tomorrow morning” as usual she says to me.

“Do you have a lot of things to take care of today?” I ask as she shakes her head and replies, “No, not at all.”

I smile and say, “So why not hang out with me? I’ll make something to eat and we can lounge around the house” as she replies, “Yeah, okay, sounds like a plan.”

As we exit her car and walk my driveway Peyton stops walking. “Are you ever going to show me what’s inside your garage?” she asks with curiosity. I let out a laugh and reply, “Okay, sure.”

I walk over to the keypad and type in my code that opens all three doors at the same time. As the doors open slowly Peyton’s eyes become big. “Holy fucking shit!” she exclaims.

“My 1969 Dodge Charger R/T, 1957 Chevy Bel Air convertible and my 25th Anniversary Lamborghini Countach,” I say with pride.

“No wonder you park your car in the driveway,” she says with amazement. “Fuck, I miss my Porsche,” she says shaking her head.

“What happened to your Porsche?” I ask as she quickly replies, “In for repairs.”

What was supposed to be one day of hanging out in my house somehow turns into three without either of us realizing.

“Harper, I’m going to head out and finish up the article,” she says as I get this weird feeling in the pit of my stomach. I realize at this moment that I don’t want her to leave but I can’t force her to stay. Besides, the quicker she finishes the article, the quicker she generates revenue which in turn generates revenue for my game.

“Hey, before you do you think I can use your writing talents to post a few job postings for me,” I ask with a cheesy smile. She lets out a small laugh and replies, “Sure, okay.”

Within an hour she has my job postings completed and I’m excited. Hopefully, I can start interviewing in a couple of days and my dream will be that much closer to becoming reality. I give her a hug and thank her with a smile.

“Before I go, do you think I can maybe watch the video?” she asks. “You want to watch that now?” I ask with surprise. “If you don’t want to show me I understand” she quickly responds.

“No, it’s fine. Follow me” I say as I walk into my computer lab. I bring up the file folder and place the mouse cursor over the video file. “When you’re, ready just click on it. I’ll be in the living room” I tell her as I walk out the room and close the door behind me. I know I just told her I would be in the living room but part of me wants to hear Sophie’s voice, so I instead place my ear against the door. I hear Peyton click on the mouse and then again.

“Hi, baby. I wanted to make this video before I’m in too much pain to speak. I know you have a dream and it doesn’t include running my company, so I’ve decided to sell. Don’t worry about a thing. I’ve left concise instructions with Peter and he’ll take care of everything. They’ll be enough money left so that you won’t ever have to work again. I just wish I was able to sell the company for more so that I can make your dream a reality. I know in my heart that you’ll be able to get it done. I completed as much work as I can on AGIS, but I just don’t have the energy to do anymore. With all the pain medication I’m on I can barely think straight. When I proposed to you I told you that I was going to spend the rest of my life with you. I just didn’t know that my life would be so short. I’ve thought over and again what it would be like if our roles were reversed and I can’t bring myself to imagine what life would be without you. It would make me not want to live anymore but I know that I would the same way I know that you will. Mom is really worried about you. I hope that after I’m gone you two will continue to be as close as you are. She’s going to need you and I know that you’re going to need her. Be there for one another. My family is your family. Please continue to be a part of their lives. They all love you and losing you would be like losing me all over again to them. I want you to know that you’ve made me so happy that words can’t describe it. I need you to know that I want you to be happy and that I’m more than okay with you falling in love again. I know that you will someday, and I don’t ever want you to think that I would be angry with you because of it. I know how much pain you’re in because of this but please know that I’m not afraid. It’s just my time and I’m at peace with it. Just know that I will forever love you my gamer girl and not a moment has passed that I’m not thankful for having you in my life. Thank you for loving m, Harper.”

As I listened to the video I mouthed her words silently to myself. Hearing her voice after so much time makes me happy and sad at the same time. All I do know at this very moment is that I miss her. I hear the click of the mouse again but I don’t want to hear Sophia’s voice again right now. Once is enough for me so I go into my living room and make myself a drink. I’ve been sitting in my living room for what feels like forever as I glance at the clock and realize that Harper’s been in my computer lab for well over an hour. I finish my drink and knock on the door as I say out loud, “Peyton, are you okay in there?” The door slowly opens as Peyton is standing before me with an expressionless face with puffy eyes and tears streaming down her cheeks. “Are you okay?” I ask as she slowly nods her head as I take a step back, she steps out of the room and walks with me to the living room.

“What’s your favorite picture that you have with you and Sophia in it?” she asks. “That’s easy, our wedding picture” I reply.

Peyton takes a deep breath and asks, “Do you think you can scan it and email it to me if it’s not too much trouble?” as I nod my head.

“Are you still a part of Sophia’s family’s lives?” she asks solemnly.

“Yeah. Birthday cards and mostly speaking on the phone from time to time” I answer.

“What about her mom?” Peyton asks. I smile and reply, “We were each other’s rocks for a while. We used to spend a lot of time together but not so much anymore although we do speak every couple of months on the phone just to catch up. I know it’s still difficult for her. When she looks at me I know she thinks of Sophia, so I pulled back.”

Peyton is nodding her head and then wipes a tear from her eye. “It’s late. Why don’t you stay tonight and head back tomorrow morning?” I ask as she shakes her head and quickly replies, “Thank you but I need to go.”

“Are you sure you’re okay to drive?” I ask with concern as she nods her head and then embraces me tightly as I embrace her back. She softly kisses me on the cheek and says through tears, “I’m so very sorry.”

“Thank you” I reply as I kiss her on her cheek and stop embracing. “Off I go,” she says with a laugh as she wipes her face and smiles at me.

That was almost four days ago and I’m worried. I called her cell and left messages but no reply. I’ve texted her but no reply texts. I’m unsure as to what I should do. Maybe I should just drive over to her place and check on her? That’s it, I’m getting in my car and driving to her place to check on her! I grab my coat and as I open my front door my cell phone text alert sounds. I quickly look at my phone and am relieved that it’s Peyton. “Can I come over?” I read as I reply, “Absolutely.”

It’s now close to midnight and I can’t stop pacing. To my relief, I see headlights and the sound of Peyton’s car coming down my driveway. I open my door as Peyton gives me a hug with her computer bag resting on her shoulder.

“I know it’s late, but I need you to do something for me,” she says as I quickly ask, “What?”

“Our contract states that I have full editorial control over the article, but I need to know that you’re going to be okay with what I wrote. If not, then I’ll change anything you need me to” she says as she removes her laptop from her bag and boots it up.

“You know you could have just emailed it to me,” I say with a comical tone. She’s not amused. In fact, she has that same stoic look to her that she had when I last saw her.

She puts her hands on my shoulders and walks me to my couch and pushes me down to a seated position. She removed the screen from her laptop and hands it to me as she goes behind my bar and makes herself a drink.

“GameGirl605” the article is entitled. As I read the article all about myself I feel like I could have been the one to write it. She’s talented and for as much as she’s revealing she’s also protecting me at the same time. I don’t live in Northport, Long Island but rather the suburbs of New York City. Instead of being born and raised in Sturgis, South Dakota I was born and raised in a small South Dakota town. It’s a long read but I can’t stop myself from reading it over and again as Peyton makes one drink after another. She tells the story of me being bullied as a kid but never mentions the words “Harper Hog.” She tells the story of how my parents found out I was gay before I was able to tell them. She describes my relationship with Tiffany to a tee but refers to Tiffany as my first love while not once using her name. She describes my relationship with Sophia so eloquently that it brings tears to my eyes. She doesn’t mention CyberLock at all and refers to Sophia as “The love of her life” and eventually as my wife. She writes that in life all good things eventually come to an end but with the ending of GamerGirl605 comes the video game “Other Life.” The way she describes my game brings chills to my body. She doesn’t mention AGIS at all. The way she describes my office it feels as if I’m being walked through it, but she doesn’t provide a location.”

Peyton takes a seat on the couch across from me as I read through the article one last time. “Peyton, it’s amazing. You’re so talented” I say with admiration.

“Thank you,” she says solemnly.

“Peyton, what gives. You should be over the moon with excitement.”

She shakes her head and replies, “I know but the reality is that I’m fucking terrified. If this doesn’t work I can live with the fact that I tried and failed but I can’t live with the fact that I’ll be killing your dream at the same time.”

“You won’t. This is going to work. In fact, I’m so positive that I’m recording the plug video right now.”

I quickly run into my room and get into my GamerGirl attire for what will be the final time. GamerGirl605 for one last time. I take a moment to think about what I’m going to say as it brings a smile to my face.

“GamerGirl605 Nation it’s me GamerGirl bringing you the final episode and if you’re expecting a review I’m sorry to say that I don’t have one. For ten years you’ve allowed me to be part of your lives. With each passing year more and more of you joined my channel to hear what I was going to say about whatever video game I was reviewing. You’ve bought my merchandise, you’ve started fan clubs and you’ve shown me so much love and have given me such a great life I’ll forever be grateful. A friend of mine wrote that eventually all good things come to an end and this is no different. When I started this channel never in my wildest dreams did I think it would turn out to be what it became. I’ve grown from a girl to a woman before your very eyes and let’s face facts, GamerWoman605 just doesn’t have the same ring to it. I know that many of you have always wanted to leave comments on my videos but were unable to. For this final episode, the comments section is open, and I look forward to what you have to say no matter what it is. With the end of GamerGirl605 comes the beginning of a new endeavor, one which I hope you’ll all join me in. I know I’ve always been guarded and have never shared anything personal with you all and for that, I apologize. However, there is a way for you to find out anything and everything you’ve ever wanted to know about me. FH Magazine, a new online-only magazine has an exclusive tell-all expose on yours truly. You all know that I always have the hookup, and this is no different. A subscription to FH is only $90 for the year. However, with the last hookup, use promo code FAREWELLGG605 to get a full one-year subscription for only $45. This hookup is so good that’s it’s only valid for a limited time so be sure to subscribe sooner than later. On a final note, I hope you’ll switch on over to my new and coming soon channel at Double H Games. This is not goodbye forever, just goodbye for now. Thank you all so much” I conclude as I blew my final kiss.

I’m not sure how I feel right now. I knew that GamerGirl605 couldn’t go on forever but there’s a finality to it that is giving me mixed emotions. Part of me is sad that I’ll never upload another episode again but part of me is happy and excited that my dream may soon become a reality.

Still dressed in GamerGirl attire I enter my living room to find Peyton still drinking. “You know it’s almost 3 AM?” I say with a comical tone as Peyton shakes her head and lets out a small laugh.

“Peyton, there is obviously something that’s bothering you and it has nothing to do with the company. Can you please just talk to me?”

Peyton puts her head down and then becomes fixated on me. You’ve been nothing honest with me from the start, but I haven’t been the same with you. “My Porsche was repossessed” she blurts out. “Why?” I ask as she replies, “I’m backed up a bit, actually a lot. Practically every dollar I have to my name is wrapped up in this venture and if this doesn’t work out I’m beyond fucked. I had to choose between mortgage payments and car payments. My credit cards are all maxed out, their al late and my credit is completely shot. I guess my credit is now on par with my professional reputation.”
 

I swallow hard and ask, “Why is your reputation shot?”

She takes a big drink from her glass and continues, “I wasn’t lying when I said I stepped on a lot of people to get to where I was, but I wasn’t honest when I told you I thought I was blacklisted. The reality is that I was blacklisted, and it was because of what I did.”

“Peyton, what did you do?” I asked with growing concern.

“When the magazine was bought out I had a meeting with the CEO. He told me that if I wanted to keep my job I was going to have to agree to certain things. He told me how attractive I was and that if I pleased him he would please me personally and professionally. He told me to take my clothes off, sit on his couch and spread my legs. He said he was going to eat me until I was dripping wet and fuck the brains out my head. I was stunned and didn’t know what to do or say. I’m not proud of this but for a moment I thought about doing it. I thought, how bad could it be? He goes down on me, I let him fuck me and I go on living my life. Then I became angry at me and even more so at him. I thought to myself, I’m damn good at what I do, and I’ve worked my ass off to get where I’m at. Who the fuck does this guy think he is?! I smiled at him with “fuck me eyes” and told him that before he goes down on me I wanted to go down on him. I told him I wanted him to cum first, so he could last longer when he fucked me. I unbuttoned my blouse and took my bra off. The way he looked at me made me want to become sick. I rubbed my tits for a little and told him to take his pants off. He quickly took his pants off and he was rock fucking hard. I dropped to my knees and called him over to me. His dick was inches away from my mouth. With a fury inside of me that I never had before, I used every ounce of strength in my body in the form of an uppercut to his balls. He dropped the floor like a ton of bricks and as he flailed around on the floor of his office in pain I cursed the ever-loving shit out of him and told him I was going to sue. I put my bra and blouse back on as he yelled out that I was fired and finished. I ran out of the building without taking one fucking thing from my office. The next day I called and met with a lawyer and told him everything I just said to you. The lawyer told me that at the end of the day that it was his word against mine and if that I stood any chance of winning I would need strong character witnesses. Knowing that I didn’t have any didn’t stop me from filing the lawsuit anyway. I was just so angry that I didn’t realize that having a pending lawsuit along with a questionable professional reputation would be so undesirable that I wouldn’t be able to land a new job. To make matters worse the company was defending him, and he was wealthy himself. My lawyer told me that by the time we would be able to go to trial they would try and succeed in waiting me out and that he couldn’t work on contingency for a case that would probably never get settled. At the end of it all, I had two options. Try and sue and probably lose everything or go out on my own.”

Peyton is looking at me with glassy tearful eyes. “None of that is your fault Peyton,” I said with sincerity and conviction as I hug her tightly. She smiles and says to me, “Drinking alone sucks. You need to play catch up” as she moves away from me, makes me a drink and pours four shots. She calls me over with her index finger and places all four shots in front of me. One by one I drink each shot and pound my drink. She laughs and makes me another drink.

“I feel a little better now,” she says with a smile as I raise my eyebrows and asks, “A little better?” She pours herself a shot and looks at me. She takes a deep breath and exhales.

“We’re friends, right?” she asks as I look at her as if she’s crazy. “Yes, we’re friends!” I exclaim as she looks down at the floor and then at me.

“You’re the closest thing I’ve ever had to a real friend,” she says sadly as I smile and reply, “Better late than never.”

She laughs and says, “You always make me laugh. You know when this all started I never thought that we would be where we’re at” as I quickly respond, “What do you mean?”

She rolls her eyes and says, “You told me at the beginning that I wasn’t nice and that you didn’t like me!” I smile sheepishly and reply, “Well I was being honest. At that time that’s how I felt about you. Now I’ve done a complete 180.”

“Great, I’m happy then” she smiles as I reply, “You happy makes me happy so let’s be happy together” as we’re now both laughing our asses off.

I know I’m buzzed but I know she’s drunk. She’s even drunker than she was that night we went out to celebrate AGIS. I can’t help but admire her. She’s obviously a talented writer but she’s also strong. Had I been in her shoes I don’t know what I would have done. However, I’m pretty sure that I wouldn’t have thrown an uppercut to a guy’s balls though.

She’s so sexy. All I want to do at this very moment was what we did at the bar that night. Damn it, Harper! This is more than a simple crush. This is getting to be borderline infatuation. Calm down! Infatuation is short lived and no matter what I think I’m feeling it can’t be reciprocated. The gay girl has a thing for a straight girl is all that I can think of. Maybe I should offer to give her another massage? No, I can’t do that. There is no way that I’ll be able to keep my hands to myself.

“Earth to Harper!” Peyton says out loud as I quickly come to. “Did you hear a fucking word I said?” she asks. I laugh and reply, “I’m sorry I must have zoned out. What were you saying?”

“I said my site is almost ready. My article is finished, and my freelance writers submitted their articles, so I should be good to launch in about a week. I just want to make sure we’re on the same page.”

I laugh nervously and reply, “Of course. I need to go to bed. I’m wasted bordering on getting sick.”  

“Okay, but if it’s okay can I crash in the guest room,” she asks as if she needs to. I shake nod my head and reply, “Yeah” as I roll my eyes and give her a kiss on her cheek.

I feel like walking death. Why is it that when I drink with Peyton I wake up like this as often as I do? Okay, time to get up. Wow! It’s almost noon?  As I open my bedroom door I hear Peyton talking to someone with a voice so familiar it sends a shiver down my spine. No way! There is no way! Yes, way! I yell out in my head as I run out of my bedroom and yell out, “Owen!”

Owen and Peyton are sitting at my dining room table! He gets up and smiles with that familiar smile of his. I run and jump as he catches me in his arms. I’m squeezing him tightly until he says, “Harper, I can’t breathe” as I let go and land on my feet.

“What are you doing here?” I ask with excitement. “I had a charter to MacArthur this morning and don’t have to fly out until tomorrow afternoon, so I figured I would pop over and surprise you.”

“I’m so happy to see you!” I exclaim as he replies, “Likewise.”

I hadn’t seen Owen in well over a year. He always had a love of planes, so it was no surprise to me that when he graduated from college that he joined the Air Force. After four years he decided not to reenlist but instead open his owner charter airline. He didn’t want to take mine and Sophia’s money, but the finance offers he was getting would have quickly resulted in bankruptcy. We gave him an interest-free loan that he paid back within two years. He’s so happy that it brings joy to my heart. I just wish he would finally settle down, but I don’t think it’s ever going to happen. He enjoys the bachelor life, but I feel a bit too much. He’s like my brother and me his sister. I know him well enough to know that he’s already sweet on Peyton.

“I didn’t want to wake you so instead of me and this pretty lady right here have been making small talk all morning.” I look at Peyton who in turn looks at me and nods her head.

Having Owen over was awesome! Owen and I spent the entire day telling story after story as Peyton listened all day long. “I wish I had met you sooner. I could have used some of this for the article” she says to Owen half seriously as I reply, “The article is perfect.”

It’s close to9 PM and I’m exhausted. Hangovers make me want to sleep the day away. I realized that I’m fading fast. Owen looks at me and says, “Lights out, huh?” I quickly shake my head and reply, “No chance.”

Owen laughs and says, “Harper go to bed. I promise I’ll be back soon enough.” I giggle and ask, “You promise?”

“Yeah, I promise. Besides, Peyton here can keep me company for a bit until it’s time for me to turn in.” I smile and nod my head as I say goodnight to them both.

I’m laying in bed, but I can’t sleep. All I can think is that “Mr. Panty Dropper” is downstairs in my family room talking to Peyton if that’s what they’re doing! I close my eyes, but I can’t get the image of Owen and Peyton all over each other. They’re going to have sex on my couch! They’re probably butt naked and doing it as I lay here! Why is this bothering me so much? She’s hot and straight. He’s hot and straight so what would be so wrong with my friends getting it on? All I can do is toss and turn as the clock strikes7 AM. I haven’t slept a wink even though I’m beyond exhausted.

I hear a knock on my door as I yell out, “Come in.” “Hey, I’m out of here. I have a few things I need to get to but text tonight.” Peyton says as I reply, “Okay.”

I slowly climb out of bed to find Owen sitting in the kitchen reading the news on my laptop. “Good morning or should I say great morning?” I sarcastically ask.

“Either is fine” he replies as he continues to read.

“Anything interesting between you and Peyton last night?” I say trying to hide my jealousy which I know Owen can see right through.

He closes the lid on my laptop and smiles at me. “If I didn’t know any better I would say that you’re sweet on her but if you must know, she was absolutely fantastic last night” he answers me with an ear to ear smile.

I feel like I’m going to be sick but now I feel angry. I’m looking at Owen and now shake my head. “You know for once it would be nice if you could keep your dick in your pants! She’s not one of your whores, she’s my business partner for God’s sake!”

Why is he laughing so hard? “Owen! What is so damn funny?!” I ask in my loud annoyed voice.

“I knew it. You’re sweet on her. Can’t blame you though, she’s smoking hot. Anyway, no need to get your panties in a bunch, nothing happened” he says as a matter of fact.

“Nothing happened?” I ask with surprise as he replies, “Nothing at all.”

“All joking aside, nothing happened?” I ask.

“That one is a firecracker. I tried every play in the playbook but nothing. She is a piece of work though. She was opening the door and then slamming it shut all night long and she enjoyed every moment of it. There is no man walking on Earth who is getting those panties to drop” he says with confidence.

“Just because you swung for the fences and missed doesn’t mean a thing,” I say with a laugh.

Owen shakes his head and replies, “When I swing for the fences I homer every time.”

I shake my head and ask, “Owen, what are you saying?”

He’s now looking at me like I have a screw loose or something. “She plays for your team.”

“What team?” I ask not having a clue as to what he’s referring to.

Here we go again with the laughter. “Owen!” I exclaim.

“Harper, she’s gay,” he says confidently.

“She is not gay!” I exclaim in response. “Why would you think she’s gay and how would you know she’s gay anyway?” I continue.

He lets out a quick exhale and says, “I swung for the fences and missed and that just doesn’t happen. Maybe in my earlier years but I’m at the top of my game. She enjoyed getting me all worked up and then pulling the plug just as fast. Hmmm, how would I know she’s gay? That’s an interesting question. It’s not like I have any experience being around gay women at all. Perhaps if I grew up with a gay girl, attended said gay girls wedding and had a sister whose best friends with said gay girl I could talk from experience, but I guess that would be crazy. It's not like I ever hung out with a lesbian couple who were dating and then got married. Perhaps if I was shot down by a girl who was shooting me down because she was a lesbian I could talk but that never happened.”

“That so did happen! Remember when you visited me at college and you didn’t know me, and Sophia was together, and she shot you down instantly?!” I asked with confidence knowing I’m right.

“Thank you for making my point. Game winning goal goes to me with an assist by you” he says comically.

“She’s not gay,” I say as if asking.

“As sure as the sun sets and rises and the sky is blue, that gal is gay,” he says factually.

It was great seeing Owen and I would be lying if I said I wanted him to leave but I knew he had to. I just hope that so much time doesn’t pass before I see him again.

As I lay in bed I keep replaying my conversation with Owen. Just because he was hitting on her and she resisted doesn’t mean she’s gay. She had a boyfriend in high school and was in a serious relationship in college. She obviously knows how to get what she wants from guys as witnessed by myself that night at the bar, so I just can’t see it. I think Owen is just upset that he tried everything in his arsenal and nothing worked. It’s simply a hit to his ego. There is no way that Peyton is gay. Sure. we kissed and it was great but she was just having fun. As I close my eyes and feel the call of sleep I’m convinced that Owen is suffering from a bruised ego and there is no possible way that Peyton is gay.

I awake in the morning and glance at my cell phone. I pick it up a read a text from Peyton, “You didn’t text me last night” it reads. “Sorry, I didn’t feel well and fell asleep” I reply.  “K” she replies. I hate having conversations via text, so I decide to call her.

“Are you feeling better?” she asks as soon as she answers my call. “Yeah, much better. Can I ask you something?” I ask. “What’s on your mind?” she asks.

“When did you care actually get repossessed?” I ask. She lets a small laugh and replies, “They took it a couple of days ago. I thought I was smart and tried to hide it a friend’s house in Queens to buy myself some more time. I forgot about the anti-theft tracker. The repo company used it to find my car and now it’s gone” she replies sadly.

“Well, you can always buy another one,” I say trying to console her. “Yeah I guess I’ll be able to at some point, but I don’t think I will” she replies. “Why not?” I ask.

“I made it my goal to buy that car. I saved as much as I could every month. I told myself that when I make it professionally I was going to pull the trigger. The day after I made Editor in Chief I pulled the trigger. It was one of the happiest days of my life. I remember going on a long drive and saying to myself that my life could only get better from here. I know it’s just a car, but I have this sentimental attachment. Pretty stupid right?” she asks.

“Not it’s not stupid at all, Peyton. Anyway, you want to meet up for lunch today?” I ask.

“Sure, if you drive into the city,” she says coyly as I reply, “Alright I’ll drive out to you.”

We made plans to meet up at her place around 1 PM. I figured traffic would be terrible, so I decided to leave a bit early, but I never expected that I would get there so quickly. It was just a little past 11:40 AM when I arrived at her building.

“Good morning Sergio,” I say as he smiles and replies, “Good morning Ms. Miller. Ms. Rawlings said she was expecting you so go right on up” as he presses the button the elevator.

I step out of the elevator and knock on Peyton’s door. She slowly opens and smiles at me. “A bit early, are we?” she says with a laugh as I roll my eyes and sarcastically respond, “Better early than late” as she laughs and replies, “Touché.”

“I wasn’t expecting you for at least another half hour and I was just about to head in for a shower. Make yourself at home. I shouldn’t be too long” she says as she leaves me in her living room. I hear the bathroom door close and the water goes on.

I walk around the unit for a moment and walk over to her desk. The view outside of the city from her desk is amazing. I take a seat on her chair and gaze out to the cityscape before me. I notice that her top right drawer is slightly ajar, so I try to close it. Something is preventing the drawer from closing. I open the drawer to find a stack of envelopes tied together with a rubber band. I should just put everything back I say to myself, but my curiosity is getting the better of me. I get up from the seat and walk past the bathroom to still hear the water in the shower running. I make a beeline back to her desk, remove the stack of envelopes and removed the rubber band. It’s a giant stack of bills and notices. There must be ten credit cards all past due and all over the credit limit due to late fees. There’s a notice of sale from the bank that holds the loan on her Porsche and a notice threatening foreclosure proceedings on her condominium from her mortgage holder. I feel sad for her but angry at the same time. She didn’t ask for any of this! She must have bee doing well financially to be able to buy a luxury condominium and a six-figure Porsche. Yet because of some sexually harassing asshole, her entire life is turned upside down!

It’s not like she hid any of this from me. She told me how finically screwed up she is. I need to help but will she take my money? Do I bring it up during lunch? I’m not sure how the conversation would go so I make a split-second decision. I take out my cell phone and snap a picture of each statement and each notice. I carefully place each letter back into the envelopes and place the rubber band around them. I place my hand into the back of the drawer to find the culprit that wouldn’t allow the drawer to close. It’s a manila folder. I open the folder which contains her passport, social security card, and birth certificate. I also snap a picture of her social security card and birth certificate. I still can’t get the drawer to close with the envelopes and manila folder inside, so I decided to leave the manila folder on top of the desk.

As I close the drawer I hear, “What are you doing?” I turn my head to face Peyton who is standing wrapped in a towel and looking at me with a quizzical look.

“I was just enjoying the view of the city from your desk and the top right drawer wouldn’t close. It was this folder, so I just took it out and now the drawer closes. My OCD must have kicked in a bit” I explain. Peyton shrugs her shoulders and smiles at me. “Okay, going to get dressed. Where do you want to go for lunch?” she asks. “Someplace small and not too crowded” I reply as she smiled and responds, “I know just the place.”

We had a great lunch. I couldn’t hold bake my excitement knowing that we were so close to making everything we planned a reality. I couldn’t stop myself from talking a mile a minute. Peyton just looked at me as we ate and didn’t say much. She didn’t seem excited at all. She seemed scared.

When I arrived at home I printed the photographs of all of Peyton’s bills and notices and reviewed every one as if I was a detective. She wasn’t lying when she said she was in dire straits. I spent the next day making phone calls to the credit card companies, faking that I was Peyton using her social security number and birth certificate. Every account was already referred to as collections. I called the mortgage lender who stated that if one more payment was missed they would begin foreclosure proceedings. I called the lender on her auto loan who told me that if the balance wasn’t satisfied in full the car would be sold at auction. That’s is if the auction sale price fell short of the balance owed that I would be responsible for the difference. I should really talk to her about this I said over and again to myself. I decided to call her that night.

“Peyton, I can’t stop thinking about what you told me about your finances and what happened to you at work. I want to help so just let me know how much you need, and I’ll take care of it.” There was complete and utter silence for a moment.

“That’s nice of you but I’m fine. Once the magazine launches I can catch up and take care of whatever needs to be taken care of” she replies.

“Are you positive that I can’t help you?” I ask with sincerity as she quickly replies, “Like I said I’ll be fine.”

Now I know what she said to me, but I have it in my mind that I’m doing the right thing. The next morning, I call Paul and tell him that I need him to cut deals with the collection agencies for the credit card companies, stop the foreclosure and get me a payoff on her Porsche.

A few days later Paul calls me and tells me that he did what I asked. “A little over $4 million will take care of everything. A little over $90,000 in credit cards and to pay off the Porsche with repossession fees is a little under $50,000. The main issue is the mortgage lender. Their confident that by going through with the foreclosure they’ll get all their money back plus they get to keep the foreclosure fees which adds to their bottom line. She’ll, of course, get whatever profit on the sale” he explains.

“Yeah, but she won’t have a place to live,” I said with panic. “Harper, what do you want to do?” he asks with concern. “I’m going to take care of it all. Get me with wiring instructions” I reply. “Are you sure about this? You own a 30% stake in her company that hasn’t generated a dime and there’s no guarantee that it ever will. The total is more than what Sophie left you after the sale of the company” he again says with concern.

“I’m not worried about it, Paul,” I say and continue, “I know that the magazine is going to work.” “Alright, you’re the boss. Anyway, I have a friend that I think you may be interested in meeting” he says.

“Oh no. No more playing matchmaker Paul. The two times I agreed were complete disasters. You are a great lawyer; a great friend and you know that I love you, but you are by far the worst matchmaker in the history of matchmaking” I say to him.

“I’m not that bad and besides, if it weren’t for you I would have never met and married Rebecca. I’m just trying to repay you is all” he says with sincerity.

“I know but I’m good, really I am” I respond.

“Are you really?” he asks with concern.

“Yes, I’m great, I haven’t been in such a good place since Sophia passed away,” I say with happiness.

“Harper, I don’t want you to take this wrong way but personally, I think you’re making a mistake with paying off Peyton Rawlings debt. Business is business unless this has nothing to do with business at all,” he says with concern.

“What are you getting at Paul?” I ask with the concern of my own.

“Alright, I’m just going to come out and say it. Are you romantically involved with her?” he asks.

“No, we’re just friends and she’s straight,” I say. I can’t believe he just asked me that question!

“Why don’t you come over to the house tonight? It’s been a while and Becca would love to see you” he says.

“Thanks, but I have a ton of things to do. Besides we’re almost ready for launch so I expect to see you both at my grand opening party” I reply.

He laughs and replies, “You know we wouldn’t miss it for anything. I just want you to know if you need to talk or anything you can call or just come over, right?”

“Yeah, I know. Give Becca a hug and kiss for me. I’ll see you both soon” I say as we end our phone call.

The next day, Paul emails me with the wiring instructions, I go to the back and pay everything off. I feel good about it but part of me is worried about how Peyton is going to react.

We haven’t seen each other for a little over a week now and I miss seeing her. We do text and talk on the phone every night but it’s not the same.

It’s a little past 10 PM when Peyton texts me and tells me she’s on her way to my house. I can’t wait to see her! I had her car transported to my house and had it parked in front of my garage with a cover of it. She’s going to be ecstatic when she sees her car!

It’s close to 11 PM when I see Peyton’s headlights and hear her car come down my driveway. I’m standing in the doorway of my front door as Peyton’s slams on her brakes and turns her car off. She gets out of the car and slams the door shut. Her hair is pulled back in a scrunchy and she’s wearing sweatpants and sneakers. She looks pissed and I’m getting a nervous feeling in the pit of my stomach. Her jaw is clenched, and her arms are folded as she walks past me and into the house. I slowly close the door behind me and nervously turn to face her.

“Harper?” she says in a tone I’ve never heard before. “Peyton?” I ask with my voice quivering. “I had the craziest fucking day today. It was surreal. My house and cell phone normally go off all day but today not one call. I felt relieved at first but then I just felt like something wasn’t right. I called one of my credit card companies and found out that I don’t have a balance anymore. I thought that maybe there was some sort of computer glitch, so I went online and logged into my accounts. Every single one didn’t have a balance. I called my mortgage lender and was told that they received my wire transfer and I would be getting the satisfaction of mortgage sometime next week. I’m fucking broke and I don’t know anyone who would be able to pay off all my debt except for you. Did you pay off my debts?” she seethed.

I’m beyond nervous right now, I’m scared. She looks like she wants to murder me! I slowly nod my head and bite down on my lip.

She raises her eyebrows and clenches her jaw. “How the fuck could you?! I told you I was fucking fine, but you go behind my back anyway?! I can’t fucking believe you! How could you do that to me?!” she says with fury.

What? I didn’t do anything bad? Why is she acting like this? I was just trying to help, and I thought I was doing the right thing? Who the fuck does she think she is?! I do something great for her and she’s yelling at me over it?! Bullshit?!

“Peyton shut the fuck up! The bank was going to foreclose on your condominium and then what?! Where in the fuck would you live?! So, I paid off your bills, I must be a real piece of shit for doing that! Even when you launch it’s going to be a minimum of two months before a single red fucking cent hits your account at which point you would have nothing! You weren’t going to accept my help, so I helped you anyway. If you don’t like it, I don’t know what to fucking say but a thank you would be fucking awesome!” I yell out at the top of my lungs. I’m breathing heavily and am trying to calm myself down.

She looks stunned. “Thank you” she finally replies after what feels like an eternity of silence. “I’ll pay you back as soon as I can,” she says in a sad low tone of voice. “I know you will” I quickly reply.

“I’m sorry for reacting the way that I did. It’s just that it’s so much fucking money” she explains.

“I’m not hurting financially and I’m happy that I could do this for you. None of this was your fault and it’s unfair that you’re going through this. If the roles were reversed would you have done it for me?” I ask as she nods her head and flashes a quick smile.

She laughs and says, “Wow, I must be rubbing off on you. I’ve never heard you curse before” as I laugh and respond, “You must be. We’re good right?” I ask with concern.

She nods her head and says, “Yeah, of course, we are.” I smile with a sense of relief as I go into my bag and pull out her car keys. I dangle them in front of her as her eyes almost pop out of her head. “What the fuck are those?” she asks.

“Did you not notice the covered car in front of my garage?” I ask with confusion as she shakes her head and replies, “No.” She swallows hard and asks, “Are those what I think they are?” as I smile, nod my head and hand her the keys.

She’s clenching the keys in her hand tightly as she lets out a scream, runs to my door, opens it and runs outside. I hear the alarm as the car starts. Like a woman possessed she pulls the car cover off and jumps inside of the car. He head is resting on the steering wheel as I stand a few feet away and smile.

I’m so happy for her. She removed her head from the steering wheel as she’s now looking at me with tears streaming from her eyes. I run over to the car and open the door as she gets out of the car and hugs me so tightly I can barely breathe. “Peyton turn your car off and come inside,” I say as she releases her grip on me and presses the button on the remote to the car.

“I’m sorry, I can’t stop crying,” she says through sobs as I say calmly “It’s okay.”

“When you bought that car, you felt like you made it and then had everything you ever worked for taken away from you. You have your car back and it’s because in a few days you’ll have made it again” I say with pride.

She again hugs me tightly and says, “Thank you so much. I don’t know what I would do without you” as I hug her back.

What can I say? I love when Peyton stays over at my house and am happy that I convinced her it was too late to drive back home, especially with how emotional she is. That night we laid in my bed as she nuzzled her head on my shoulder and talked about the launch of FH Magazine.

Today is the day. In a few short hours, I’ll upload my video as me and Peyton will wait to see how many of my subscribers are going to become her paying subscribers. Over the course of the next four days, we will know without uncertainty whether both of our dreams have become a reality.

To say I was disappointed with Peyton’s decision would be an understatement. “I want you to come to my place on the final night of the promotion. I’m not going to know how many subscribers I have, and neither will you until the clock strikes midnight. I want to do this together, but I can’t spend three days fixated on my laptop.”

I upload my game trailer to my new channel, but it won’t be published, and the channel live until the clock strikes midnight on the fourth and final day of the promotion. At the end of the article, Peyton includes a link for BETA registration for “Other Life.”

I upload my final GamerGirl605 video to my channel, text Peyton that it’s done and go into my bedroom where I spend the entire night tossing and turning.

It’s now morning as I slowly get out of bed, brush my teeth and go into my computer lab where I take a seat in front of my desktop and log in. I go to my GamerGirl channel and see that the video has already received a bit over 1 million views and there are tons of comments. I begin to read the comments and it brings a smile to myself. “Noooooooo!,” “GamerWoman605 still has a ring to it,” “Please don’t go” and similar posts flooded the comments section. “GameGirl605 for her final episode is selling magazine subscriptions? SELL OUT!” one commenter left that read which made me upset. There were many of those comments but most of them were positive and made me feel great. I spent hour upon hour for day after day reading comment after comment.

Three days flew by in a flash and I would be going to Peyton’s tonight to find out what the numbers were. For as confident, as I had been I now find myself worried and nervous. Why wasn’t Peyton as confident about everything as I had been? What if she and Paul are right? This isn’t guaranteed to work and what if it didn’t. No FH Magazine for Peyton and no launch of, “Other Life” for me.

I arrive at Peyton’s a little past 10 PM as we had planned. She looks a mess. “You look like death,” I say to her as she laughs and says, “Thanks”, goes into her kitchen and come back with a bottle of Tequila and two shot glasses. “We’re going to a shot every 10 minutes until the clock strikes midnight,” she says as I shrug my shoulders and reply, “Well if it’s good news we’ll be drunk and happy but if it’s bad news at least we’ll be drunk,” I say with a laugh.

Every ten minutes a shot of Tequila for each of us. We’re just staring at each other as we’re both fixated on the time on the clock on the wall. Twelve shots each and it’s now time. Peyton slowly opens her laptop and types away. “You ready?” she asks as I reply, “No, not really but it’s going to be what it is.” She nods her head in agreement and hits the enter key. Her eyes are fixated on the screen and I can’t tell if it’s good or bad.

She places both her hands over her mouth and screams out at the top of her lungs! She turns the laptop toward me as I gaze at the screen. “Subscriber count = 1,625,489” it reads. I look at her and say, “I have over 40 million subscribers and not even 2 million clicked over?” I say with disappointment.

“Harper! Did you see the subscriber count?!” she exclaims as I nod my head and reply, “I thought it would be more” as she quickly replies, “I thought it would be less, but it doesn’t matter. Did you see the revenue?!” I shake my head and ask, “Where?” as she points to the screen and yells out, “Right fucking there!”

“Gross Revenue = $73,147,005, Transaction Fees = $2,608,909.85, Net Revenue = $70,538,095.15” I read. “Is that right?!” I ask her loudly as she shakes her head and replies, “Down to the fucking penny!”

“You did it!” I exclaim as she smiles and replies, “No, we did it!”

Peyton’s dream was now a reality and mine soon would be. It feels like I’m having an out of body experience.

Peyton’s gives me a huge kiss on my cheek and hugs me tightly as we jump up and down and scream at the top of our lungs as we continue to hold each other. “Get ready!” she yells out as I ask, “For what?” as she laughs and replies, “Launch party!!!!”

Peyton knowing how I am around large crowds assured me that this was a private by invitation only event and that there would be no need for me to worry. She was right, and I had an amazing time. There must have been well over 500 people at the venue. Fashion designers, models, photographers, business people, sales people and people from all different walks of life all with one thing in common, they were all there for Peyton. For once I didn’t mind the requests for pictures and didn’t mind taking picture after picture.

Peyton and I are standing as we talk to Francisco and a few other people. Peyton looks over to her right as her eyes open big and bright. “Holy fucking shit! You came!” she exclaims as an attractive woman walks toward us. “How could I miss this!” she yells out as they run to each other and hug and kiss on their cheeks. “Peyton, this is Gloria. We went to college together” Peyton says as she continues, “Gloria this is Harper.” Gloria smiles at me and says, “In the flesh. I don’t want to make you uncomfortable, but my son has a poster of you on his wall” she says with a smile. I nod my head and let out an uncomfortable laugh. “Thank you so much for coming!” Peyton exclaims as Gloria replies, “The hubby is home with the kids and I’m not that far away, so I figured why not? It’s so great to see you” as Peyton is beaming with happiness. “If Chris could only see you now, huh?” Gloria says with a beaming smile of her own as Peyton looks at her and laughs as she says, “Fuck, Chris.”

As they’re talking all I hear replaying in my head is the name, Chris. If Chris could see her now? It doesn’t take a genius to figure out that at some point she was in a relationship with a guy named Chris. And to think Owen swore that Peyton is gay!

It well after 2 AM as the party comes to an end. Peyton looks at me and smiles, “Have enough champagne, did you?” as I drunkenly giggle and reply, “I think I did.” We take a cab back to Peyton’s as she wraps her around my shoulder and walks me into the elevator. “That was an amazing night,” she says as she beams with pride and a sense of accomplishment.

When we get inside her unit I change out of my dress as she enters her bedroom and does the same. She pops open a bottle of champagne and pours two glasses. “Here’s to making dreams come true,” she says as we clink glasses and take sips.

“Who's Chris?” I ask with a quizzical tone.

“Smart, sexy, fun and a complete fucking liar. If I knew the things I know now it would have been over before it ever got started but of course, I didn’t know anything. I was just young, dumb and head over heels in love. My entire college experience, almost four years, tied to one fucking person. No matter how much we argued or whatever lie I found out about I just couldn’t bring myself to end it. I guess that saying that love is blind is true.  I thought after graduation things would be different and we could start a new life together. A life from scratch, like a redo or something. A month before graduation it was over. I was told that settling down wasn’t what was wanted and that we didn’t have a future together. To give every bit of yourself to a person and not have it returned was the worst experience of my life. My heart was shattered into a million pieces and I promised myself that no matter what I would never allow myself to be hurt that way again and I never have. Between my parents, being betrayed in high school and then Chris I think something inside of me snapped. That’s why I’m single. I have trust issues and I won’t allow myself to become vulnerable. It’s the same story over and again. I meet someone who I like who likes me. New relationships are fun at the beginning but then things change. Feelings evolve and before it gets serious for me I head for the door. So, to answer your question, Chris is the person who shattered my heart.”

It was a lot to take in. I looked at her and say, “I’m so sorry but by not putting yourself out there again, you’re cheating yourself.”

“How so?” she replies with a question.

“I loved Tiffany and she took her own life. I loved Sophia and she passed away. Regardless of how things ended, I wouldn’t change a thing. Those experiences made me the person I am today. One day I’ll meet someone who I’ll fall in love with and she’ll fall in love with me.”

She’s shaking her head as she looks at me and says, “You are such a romantic. No wonder you love all those predictable romance movies.”

I shrug my shoulders and reply, “A life without love is no life at all” as she smirks and replies, “If you say so.”

Did we really drink two bottles of champagne? Why is she opening another bottle? Whatever, I feel great and as if I’m on top of the world.

“You want to hear something hysterical?” I ask Peyton.

“Yeah, like right now,” she says as I look at her and ask, “That night Owen was over he was laying it on heavy, right?” I ask with a laugh.

She looks at me and as she sips her glass of champagne she starts laughing so hard she spits some out onto the floor. “Yeah, he was” she replies with a hysterical laugh.

“His ego was so hurt he told me that he knew you were gay,” I say as I slam my hand onto the table and laugh hysterically myself. What? Why did Peyton stop laughing?

“I’m sorry. I know you don’t have an issue with the whole gay thing, but it may be upsetting for a person to think you’re gay when you’re not” I explain.

Peyton sucks her teeth and takes a drink of champagne. “Harper, I’m gay,” she says to me.

“No, you’re not” I reply.

“Yes, I am!” she exclaims.

I feel like I was just hit with an atomic bomb. I pound my glass of champagne and pour myself another. “I’m so confused. You had a boyfriend in high school” I say stating a fact.

“To keep up appearances. No one knew I was gay, but I did have a thing for Sarah. I built up the courage to finally tell her and she told me she needed some time to process things. I was hoping she felt the same way but when I walked in on her and Derrick I knew that it would never be. Not only did she not feel the same way she went for the guy she always wanted, my boyfriend” she explains.

“You just told me all about your boyfriend Chris in college who broke your heart,” I say to her.

She laughs and sips her champagne. “Harper, Chris is short for Christina,” she says to me.

“Christina?!” I exclaim as she’s now laughing so hard she has tears in her eyes.

“My God, Harper you are fucking clueless. I thought you knew” she says through laughter. “When we first me I was coming on to you, but you didn’t make a move. I just assumed I wasn’t your type.”

“You did not!” I exclaim.

She shakes her head and begins, “How many times had I told you that you were pretty? When you went into GamerGirl mode and changed in front of me did I not look at your tits? Harper, I had you give me a nude full body massage.”

“You said it was to make up for what I said!” I yell out.

“I fucking know what I said but the reality was that I wanted you to make a move. I even spread my legs to give you access thinking at some point you would touch me, but you never did. That day I climbed off the bed and stood before you butt as naked, but you ran out of the room. I was trying to seduce you.”

I swallow so hard I know Peyton just heard it. “So, when you went on your business trip and got laid?” I asked needing to know, she smiles and replies, “Her name was Sandra.”

“So, that woman who glared at me like she wanted to kill me backstage at the fashion show?” Peyton shakes her head and replies, “That was Alexis. We had a thing for a little while and I ended it.”

I’m so stunned I can’t bring myself to say another word.

“It’s a good thing that nothing happened though. I mean if something did we wouldn’t have what we have now. It would have been my same old story and would have ended badly. I’m sure that things would have been so fucking different between us, but all things happen for a reason I guess” she says.

I’m now drinking champagne straight from the bottle as Peyton looks at me with amusement present on her face.

“Your cell phone has bee going crazy all night long,” she says as I look at my cell phone. I had text after text from Owen, Sadie, my mom, dad, Paul, Becca, and a few others. All were close to being, the same. “Just checking in to make sure you’re okay” and “Call me if you need to talk” were the recurring themes.

“Bedtime” Peyton says to me as I look at her and reply, “Great idea.”

We go into her bedroom and lay down in bed. As if she had just told me at this very moment she’s gay I find myself not knowing how to position myself in bed with her. Knowing that she’s gay just changed everything for me. I thought it was a gay girl having the hots for a straight girl. Instead, its gay girl has a thing for a gay girl. Do I make a move? I want to make a move, but I can’t! She just finished telling me how happy she was that I never made a move!

“Harper are you okay?” she asks as I reply, “Why are you asking?”

She laughs and replies, “You’re hanging off the side of the fucking bed. Move your ass closer to me” as I do what she says.

She drapes her arm over me and kisses me on my cheek as I feel myself becoming excited. She’s spooning with me! Make a move Peyton and I won’t resist. All you need to do is make one move, give me one opening and I’m there I say over and again to myself.

I awake in the morning to the all too familiar scent of coffee in the air with my head pounding as if being hit by a hammer over and again. What now? I think to myself.

Here I am four months later at my live launch party. The past four months have been hard for me, especially when I realized all those text messages I received the night of Peyton’s party was due to it being the anniversary of the day that Sophia died.  I had mixed emotions. On one hand I forgot the anniversary of her death but on the other hand, I wasn’t in mourning anymore. I knew it was because of Peyton. My attraction to her had been present for a while but I knew in my heart a couple of months ago that my feelings of attraction evolved into something else, I’m in love with her.

I’m head over heels in love with her. When I’m not with her I want to be, and I miss her so much it hurts. When we’re together I want her to stay with me always. She’s the last person I think of when I lay my head down for the night and the first person I think of when I awake. I don’t know how she feels about me. The flirting stopped long ago, and I can’t get her words out of my head when she said she was happy we hadn’t become involved because we wouldn’t have what we have now. If I tell her how I feel, and she doesn’t feel the same then I could lose her entirely. I thought I knew that the risk was too great but now I’m questioning myself over and again. How much longer can I pretend that I want nothing more from her than friendship? She told me how I’m the closest friend she’s ever had. She told me that even though she knows that Sadie is my bestie that I’m her bestie. I want to tell her that it’s almost too painful for me to spend time with her but how can I do that to her?

BETA only lasted a little over three months and the excitement for “Other Life” is unprecedented. My party is nothing like Peyton’s. Paul, Rebecca, and my employees. There’s Javier, my social media guru. There’s Samantha who I hired against better judgment. She’s a kind of creepy super fan but I couldn’t pass on her experience and degree from MIT. Doug, Gertrude, Courtney, Abigail, Tom, John and the rest of my employees. This has been a journey of which they all joined me in. I’m over the moon with happiness and excitement.

Of course, Peyton is here looking stunning. How could she not? Even when she rolls out of bed and her hair is a mess she looks beautiful. Even when she’s dressed down she looks like she walked off the front cover of Vogue. She’s wearing a pair of heels, a tasteful black skirt, and a red blouse. Her long black hair is draped over her shoulders and her eyes look so blue I can get lost in them.

The countdown begins! Five, four, three, two, one! “Other Life” is now live! Within the hour there are over 5 million people playing. Three hours later there are over twenty million people playing online from all over the world.

Cheers, clinks of glasses and bottles is all I hear. The sound in the office is deafening. My dream is now a reality, but I can’t help but think of Sophie. I slowly walk into my office and lock the door behind me. “AGIS, systems check,” I say out loud as AGIS replies, “All systems normal. Incoming message. Do you accept?”

Incoming message? How? Why? Who? “AGIS, a message from?” I ask as AGIS replies, “Incoming message from “Other Life” cocreator Sophia Benedetto.” What? How is this possible?!

“AGIS play message!” I yell out.

“Hello, baby and congratulations. I knew you would do it” I hear Sophia’s voice say as my flat screen television on my wall turns on. I’m now looking at a virtual Sophia!

“I hope this day is everything you want it to be. I’m not there physically because you know the entire me being a dead thing, but I am here in spirit or in this case, virtual girl!” I can’t help but laugh.

“This will be my one and only appearance in “Other Life.” As soon as this message stops AGIS has been programmed to delete it” the message states. “AGIS pause message. Save incoming message from cocreator Sophia Benedetto!” I exclaim and command. “Invalid command” AGIS replies.

She was always so smart, much smarter than me. I guess she just wanted to congratulate me and knew that I would probably play this message over and again as she knew I would with the video she made me. I can’t help shaking my head and laughing so I don’t.

“I wish I was there. I wish I was sharing in the excitement and the feeling of accomplishment but I am. I am in spirit. I want you to know what I will always be with you whether you realize it or not. I’m so happy and proud of you that words can’t ever describe. I could say I hope Paul and Rebecca are there, but I know they are. However, I do hope that you’re there with that special someone. I figure I should be dead now for at least two years and that’s more than enough time to move on” the message states as I yell out, “AGIS pause.”

A knock on the door. “Who is it?” I ask as I hear Peyton reply, “It’s just me.” I slowly walk over to the door, unlock it, open it and let Peyton in. I close and lock the door behind her.

“Peyton meet virtual Sophia. Virtual Sophie, this is Peyton” I say with a laugh.

“What the fuck?!” Peyton exclaims as she looks at me with amazement and wonder. “AGIS continue message” I command.

“So, love of my life, I hope that this day is everything you dreamt it would be. Enjoy it, take it all and look forward to the life you want to live. You’ve built a world where anything is possible. Even a message from your dead wife” the message plays with a virtual Sophia laugh that seems so real it brings goosebumps to my body.

“Goodbye, my gamer girl. I love you” the message concludes as the virtual image of Sophia slowly disappears from the television. “Goodbye, Sophia,” I say with sadness.

“Are you okay?” Peyton asks me with worry and concern in her voice.

I smile and reply, “I’m more than okay” as I hug her.

The feeling of her arms around me. The smell of her hair and the smell of her perfume. I don’t know how much more of this I can take! I want to tell her how I feel. I want to kiss her lips and have her kiss me back.

It’s well after 3 AM as our Uber stops in front of my house. “I’m wasted,” Peyton says to me as I smile and reply, “I’m feeling good myself.”

We make the long walk down my driveway as I unlock my door and we go inside. “The entire night was amazing, but I won’t lie. Looking at a virtual image of your dead wife has me a bit fucked up” she says as I laugh.

“Why?” I ask with laughter as she smiles and looks at me. “It was like she was talking to you from beyond the grave” she replies.

“No, that was programmed into the system long before she died” I explain which puts her at ease.

“Oh, I keep forgetting. I meant to give this to you before the party” she says to me as she goes into her bag, removes an envelope and hands it to me.

“What’s this?” I ask as I open the envelope. I pull out a bank check for the entire amount that I had spent paying off all her debt.

“I can’t take this,” I say to her as she smiles and replies, “You can, and you will. I would have been up shits creek without your help, so…” as I can see she’s becoming emotional.

“Come here,” I say to her as we embrace. Here I am again. The smell of her hair, the smell of her perfume and the feeling of her arms around me. I can’t take this anymore!

As we pull away from each other I gaze into her eyes and as if I’m no longer in control of my own movement I lean in and kiss her lips.

As soon as our lips touch I realize what I had just done. “I’m so sorry,” I say with panic and my voice quivering.

“It’s okay, it was nice” she replies with a smile.

“It was?” I ask with my voice still quivering as she nods her head and smiles. Her face is now slowing moving to mine as she leans in and our lips touch again.

We’re both breathing heavily as we French Kiss. Her hands are on my hips as my hands are resting on her hips. I slowly move my hands off her hips and place them on her ass. As we continue to French Kiss I’m rubbing and squeezing her ass.

I move my body into hers as she moves her body into mine. I walk her backward as we continue to kiss and are now on my couch. She stops kissing me as I continue to kiss her lips as she says through heavy breaths, “Wait…wait…this…is…not…a…good…idea.” I stop kissing her and move myself to the side of her. I get off the couch and look at her.

“What’s wrong?” I ask with a combination of concern and embarrassment. She doesn’t reply but the way she’s looking at me is making me think that there’s nothing wrong. I can see it on her face. She wants me!

“Harper, you’re my best friend and we’re in business together,” she says to me with a concerned look on her face.

I smile and reply, “Business without pleasure would just be business and that would suck” using her own line against her.

She smiles and lets out a small laugh as she says, “This is different. This is not a path we should be going down, okay?”

I can’t help but feel hurt. It felt so right yet she’s turning me away. With emotions running through my body I have never experienced before I look at her and say, “Okay, so you’re not attracted to me” as I can feel tears start to form in my eyes.

Peyton stands up from the couch and is now inches away from me. “I didn’t say that because it wouldn’t be the truth.”

“If I’m attracted to you and you’re attracted to me then what’s the issue?” I ask her with hope.

“Harper, we can’t get involved. It will ruin everything” she says with fear in her voice as I immediately reply, “Or it will make things better.”

“Listen, it’s been an emotional day and we’ve both been drinking. I think we should both get some sleep and talk about this later” she says as I can’t stop the tears from leaving my eyes.

She wipes the tears from my face and says, “Harper, no please don’t” as I look away from her.

“It’s fine. I guess we’ll both head off to bed now. Good night” I say to her as I choke back my tears. I quickly exit the living room and walk into my bedroom.

I sit on the foot of my bed and take off my shoes as I stare blankly at the wall. This couldn’t have gone any worse I say to myself as I shake my head. My tears won’t stop.

To my surprise, Peyton comes running into my room and closes the door behind her. She’s leaning on the door with her hands behind her back.

“Harper why are you crying?” she asks with concern.

“Do you have any idea how hard that was for me? I make a move and you shot me down!” I say with passion.

“I didn’t shoot you down. All I said is that we need to talk about this later. That’s all I said Harper” she says as she stops leaning on the door and walks over to me. She wipes the tears from my eyes. She gazes into my eyes and is now gently stroking my hair.

Our foreheads are now leaning against one another’s as I say, “I’m sorry” as our lips again touch. “I’m sorry,” I say again as our lips touch yet again. “I’m sorry,” I say as we begin to French kiss.

Here we are again both breathing heavily as we passionately kiss. It feels so right I don’t want this to stop. I pull her on top of me and then roll her over so that my body is now on top of hers. I stop kissing her and begin to lick and kiss her neck as she plays with my hair. “We should stop,” she says as I ignore her.

I begin to kiss her again as I begin to caress her leg. She pushes my face deep into her as she kisses me with a passion I haven’t experienced in what feels like forever. I slowly move my hand up her skirt and to the inside of her thigh. I slowly move her panties to the side as I touch her. Her body shivers and she stops kissing me only to let out a gasp.

As I touch her and kiss her I can’t help but feel that this is so right. If she didn’t want me this wouldn’t be happening at all, but it is. As I begin to rub her clit with my finger I feel her hand wrap around my wrist as she pushes my hand away and stops kissing me. She’s breathing heavily and looks at me as I get off the bed and am now standing at the foot of it.

“Harper we really need to stop this before we go too far,” she says as I shake my head. I want this to happen and if I can do anything to make it happen I’m going to!

I removed the straps on my dress and slide the dress down to my feet as I step out of the dress. I remove my bra and toss It aside. I lock onto her face as I slowly pull my panties down to my ankles and step out of them. I look at her with lust in my eyes that’s also present on my face.

“You leave whenever you want,” I say to her with passion.

She closes her eyes tightly and then opens them. She slides down the bed as is now sitting at the foot of the bed. She grabs me around my waist and pulls my body into her she begins to kiss my stomach. I play with her hair as she continues to kiss my stomach.

She slides herself back into the middle of the bed as she continues to hold me around my waste. I’m now on top of her as we kiss. I stop kissing her and move down to her feet. I go under her skirt and grab a hold of her panties as I slide them down and over her feet.

I push her skirt up exposing her bare pussy. She locks onto my face and shakes her head. “We need to stop like right now,” she says as I ignore her words and bury my face in her moist pussy. She tastes sweet and tart at the same time and I love the taste of her. “Harper, no…stop…please stop…” she says through moans of pleasure. “Please…we…shouldn’t…be…” she says as I again ignore her words.

The words coming from her mouth are saying for me to stop but her body language is telling me not to. I don’t want to stop, and I know she doesn’t want me to stop so I continue to lick her passionately. “We…should…stop” she cries out as she begins to sway her hips into my face. A lick her clit and then penetrate her with my tongue as I furiously begin to rub her pussy and clit. “Fuck!!!” she exclaims at the top of her lungs.

“Harper stop…Harper…Harper stop…” she cries out as she’s swaying her hips into my face faster and faster. She grabs my head and pushes my face so deep into her pussy I can barely breathe as she yells out, “Harper!!! Fuck!!! Fuck!!! Harper, I’m going to….” as her hip movement into my face stops violently with three hard thrusts and then no movement. I remove myself from in between her legs and climb up her shaking body.

We begin to kiss as she unbuttons her blouse and I unhook her bra. She stops kissing me as she slaps my ass as I move to the side. She gets off the bed and throws her blouse and bra onto the floor. She pushes her skirt down to her ankles. She steps out of her skirt and gets back onto the bed.

She’s kissing and licking my neck as I play with her hair. She kisses my nipple and is now sucking on it as I moan with pleasure. She slowly kisses down my stomach and I feel her tongue contact my pussy. It makes my entire body shake with pleasure. Oh my God! She’s amazing! I scream out in my head as she passionately licks and sucks on my clit. She inserts a finger inside of me as I gasp. The way she’s finger fucking me makes me want to lose my mind.

She sits up on the bed with a finger still inside of me and begins to rub my pussy with her other hand as she locks onto my face with passion. I can’t stop myself from panting and my breathing is beyond erratic.  I feel like I’m close to having an orgasm when she suddenly stops. She smiles at me and raises my right leg high into the air.

She places my right leg onto her shoulder as I feel her pussy contact hers. She begins to grind her pussy against mine slowly. It feels amazing and before I know it we’re both furiously scissoring. “Peyton, oh my God!” I scream out as she begins to move faster and faster. I’m drenched in sweat and she is too as we continue to grind. With a feeling, I haven’t felt since before Sophia passed away I yell out in pleasure as I have an amazing orgasm. I don’t know it’s because I haven’t had sex in so long or because Peyton is so good in bed, but it feels like the best orgasm of my life.

I can barely move as Peyton continues to grind on me and begins to lick and suck on my toes. Again with a few violent thrusts she again has an orgasm and collapses onto me. We French kiss for a while as she rolls off to my side. I nuzzle my head into her neck and close my eyes with a feeling of happiness that I haven’t experienced in so long.

I slowly open my eyes and look at my alarm clock. It’s a little past 11 AM and to my surprise, Peyton is still sleeping. I don’t want to wake her, so I begin to slowly get out of bed, but I wake her up anyway.

“Where are you going?” she asks in a drowsy voice as I reply, “I need a shower.” She smiles at me and says, “Okay” as I walk into my bathroom and turn the water on. I brush my teeth and step into the shower. As I’m washing my hair in walks Peyton who brushes her teeth and then smiles at me. She opens the door to the shower and steps inside. We’re French kissing and groping each other as the warm water crashes over our bodies.

She pushes me against the back wall of the showers and presses her breasts against mine as she moves her hand to my pussy and begins to play with me. My knees feel weak and my stomach drops as we continue to kiss. She continues to play with my dripping wet pussy. She’s such a good kisser I say to myself as she stops kissing me and is smirking at me with her mouth wide open. She’s giving me light peck kisses as she continues to rub me. I wrap my arms around her back as I feel like all the energy from my body has been sapped as I have an extremely satisfying orgasm. She smiles seductively and says, “Good morning” as I smile and let out a giggle.

Her sexual appetite was insatiable, and I loved every second of it. We didn’t get dressed at all and stopped messing around only to grab a quick bite to eat or something to drink. We used ice, ate ice cream, chocolate syrup and whip cream off each other’s bodies.

It was just passed 9 PM as me and Peyton laid nude and cuddling in my bed. “Harper, can you do something for me?” she asks seductively. “That depends on what it is?” I say with sarcasm.

“Can you out your hair into ponytails like you do when you get into GamerGirl mode?” I laugh and reply, “Why?” as she quickly replies, “It’s hot.”

I shrug my shoulder and reply, “Sure, I can do that for you” as she smiles. I go into my bathroom and tie my hair into ponytails and walk back into my bedroom.

Peyton takes one look at me and licks her lips. She kisses me passionately and then looks at me and says, “Lay down.” I get onto the bed and lay flat on my stomach as she climbs on top of me.

She’s kissing and licking my neck and is now doing the same to back. “Harper, on your knees,” she says as she slaps me hard on my ass. I get onto my knees, but my upper body is still lying flat.

She licks down the middle of my back and bites my ass cheek as I yell out, “Ow” which makes her laugh. She’s now licking my pussy from behind as she grabs my ponytails with both hands and jerks my head back. It hurt a little bit, but it also makes me feel good at the same time.

Did she just do what I think she just did? Sophia and I were not into this at all, but it did happen accidentally on occasion. She just did it again! She just licked my asshole! “Peyton, what are you doing back there?” I ask as she ignores my question.

She’s licking around my asshole and then I feel her tongue penetrate me. It makes me jump a bit, but she still has a hold of my ponytails, so she again jerks my head backward. I can feel her tongue wiggling inside of my ass and I’m unsure if I like it or not. She’s so into it though! She’s still holding my ponytails with one hand as she begins to rub my pussy with her other hand.

She inserts a finger inside of my pussy and begins to stick her tongue in and out of my ass as she also yanks my head back. This feels amazing! I put my arms down and raise my upper body as I begin to sway my hips and my ass into her face. She just stopped eating my ass, but I wish she hadn’t. What the heck is she doing now?

She just let go of my hair and I feel her finger exploring around my asshole. She again sticks her tongue inside of my ass and then sucks on it. I grit my teeth as I feel her finger enter my ass. She slowly begins to move her finger in and out of my ass as her other fingers slowly move in and out of my pussy. It’s a mixture of pleasure and a little bit of pain that I’ve never experienced before. I like it! It’s like she’s in a perfect rhythm. As her finger in my ass moves outward the finger in my pussy moves inward and vice versa. She’s moving her fingers a little faster with the passing seconds.

“Faster, faster Peyton, faster!” I scream out in pleasure and pain as she’s moving her fingers in and out of me with lightning precision. It’s a feeling I’ve never experienced before. It’s hard to explain but the best way I can is feeling full if that makes any sense. My arms are shaking and now so is the rest of my body as I have yet another massive orgasm. I’ve never had so many orgasms in such a short span of time!

She removes her finger from my pussy and replaces the finger in my ass with her tongue for a moment. She climbs up my back and pulls me up by my ponytails. She sticks her tongue inside of my mouth as we French kiss. I like the taste present in her mouth. I find myself panting yet again as she smiles and asks, “You want something to drink?” as I shake my head and reply, “No, but I do want some rest” as she giggles and walks out of the bedroom as I collapse onto the bed.

I awake in the morning to the sound of the water running in the shower. I roll over in bed with a grunt as I feel sore everywhere. My nipples are tender and soar as is the back of my head from Peyton pulling me by my ponytails. My pussy is sore as is my asshole. Peyton comes out of the bathroom dressed in her clothes from the other day as she smiles at me, walks over to the side of the bed and kisses me. “That was amazing, but I need to go. Talk to you tonight?” she asks as I nod my head and give her a kiss.

As I lay in bed I almost feel that I’m dreaming and that none of this happened between me and Peyton, but it did. When Sophia passed away I was in such a deep state of mourning that I couldn’t imagine ever falling in love again. As time went on I knew that I did want to find love again but deep down inside I didn’t think it would happen. Now it has happened, and I couldn’t be happier. I don’t know what the future holds for me and Peyton but all I do know is that I don’t want a life that doesn’t include her.

Peyton and I have been more than friends for a little over a month now and our relationship is close to the same as it was before we became sexually involved. We stay at each other’s homes, go out for lunches and dinners, go out drinking and spend time at each other’s offices. Of course, with the exception being the insane amount of sex that we’ve been having. Her work habits remind me so much of Sophia’s it’s spooky. She was so happy when the magazine first launched but I know find her to be stressed out beyond belief. I’m unsure if she’s happy with work but she won’t talk to me about it.

“Harper, I have a dinner engagement with Franklin Sanders and his wife and would love for you to come. I’ve known them both for quite some time and he’s spending a small fortune in advertising dollars with me, so I want to wine them and dine them to show my appreciation” she said to me a few days ago as I happily agreed.

I meet Peyton at her apartment and she looks beautiful as always. We take a cab from her place to the restaurant and are shown to our table. A few minutes later an older man with a much younger woman is being escorted to our table. Peyton stands up and smiles at them both as I also stand. “Franklin, Sandra thank you so much for coming,” she says to them with a smile.

Franklin replies, “Thank you so much for the invite.” He smiles at me and asks, “May I ask who this lovely lady is?”

Peyton smiles and replies, “This is…is…my Harper. Harper this is Franklin and Sandra Sanders” she says as I shake his hand as well as Sandra’s. As we order cocktails and appetizers and I listen to them speak about business all I can think about is “I’m her Harper? Why didn’t she introduce me as her girlfriend? Is she embarrassed by me? If she is why did she want me here with her? I didn’t say much during dinner. I just smiled and nodded my head and only spoke when spoken to. On the ride back to her place I didn’t say a word.

As we walk into her apartment I give her a kiss and say, “Thank you for dinner. I’m going to head home” as I grab my car keys from the counter in her kitchen.

“Why aren’t you staying?” she asks knowing that I’m upset.

“I just want to sleep in my own bed is all” I explain as she shakes her head and replies, “Okay, if that’s what you want to do.”

I smile and reply, “Don’t worry, I’ll still be your Harper in the morning” as I start to walk toward her front door.

“Is that why you don’t want to stay with me tonight? Because I introduced you as my Harper?” she says with a sarcastic tone to her voice which annoys me beyond belief.

I give her a fake smile and reply, “Yeah, it is.”

“Are you not my Harper?” she asks with a comical tone.

“Yeah, I am but there’s nothing funny about this at all” I replied with annoyance.

“Harper what is your issue?” she replies with annoyance.

What’s my issue? Is she serious right now? “What are we, Peyton? Are we together or are we just friends with benefits?” I ask with annoyance and a bit of anger.

“Did you seriously just ask me that? You’re not with anyone else and I’m not with anyone else” she states as a matter of fact.

“You didn’t answer my question” I seethe.

“Why do we have to put a label on what we have?” she asks as I can’t believe what she just said!

“Why do we have to put a label on what we have?! That’s what people do, Peyton! Am I your girlfriend or not?!” I say through clenched teeth.

She shakes her head and exclaims, “I can’t believe we’re having this conversation right now!”

I shake my head and reply with anger, “Don’t worry, this conversation is over!” as I open the front door and slam it shut behind me.

We hadn’t spoken in a little over two days, so I’m beyond surprised to see her walk into my office as I sit in my conference room interviewing a person I want to hire. As I look at Peyton through the glass wall that separates my conference room from the work stations I can’t help but notice the way she’s looking at the person I’m interviewing. She knocks on the door as I say out loud, “Come in.”

“Peyton? Um, this is Bonnie Cacace. Bonnie this is…” I’m about to say as Peyton interrupts and says, “I’m Peyton, Harper’s girlfriend. It’s nice to meet you.”

Bonnie smiles politely and replies, “Nice to meet you as well” as I look at Peyton and say to her, “Were about to finish up. Can you please wait for me in my office?” as she nods her head and walks out of the conference room.

I look at Bonnie and say, “It was a pleasure meeting you. I’ll be in touch with an offer letter soon” as Bonnie replies, “Great! I look forward to receiving it.”

I walk into my office where Peyton is sitting behind my desk.  She looks at the floor and then looks at me. “I’m sorry,” she says.

“Sorry for what?” I reply sarcastically.

She sighs and responds, “I’m sorry for introducing you as my Harper the other night at dinner and I’m sorry for the argument.”

“Anything else?” I again say with sarcasm.

She again sighs and replies, “We’re not friends with benefits, Harper.”

“So, what are we then?” I ask with a quizzical tone.

“Together like in a relationship?” she says.

I shake my head and say, “Are you asking me or telling me?”

“I’m telling you,” she says with a smile as she gets up from my chair, walks across the room, kisses me and hugs me.

“I’m sorry too. I may have overreacted just a little” I say apologetically.

“It’s fine,” she says as we again kiss.

“So, are you going to hire that Bonnie woman?” she asks.

“Yeah, she’s great. She would be an excellent addition to the team” I reply.

“She’s really pretty” she replies.

“Yeah, she is. She’s also very engaged” I reply comically.

“Well, what if is she wasn’t engaged?” she asks with a tinge of jealousy in her voice.

“It wouldn’t matter because I’m with you,” I say sarcastically.

She smiles and asks, “Lunch?” as I reply, “Yes, I’m starving.”

It’s been a long time since I’ve begun a new relationship, but I remember the honeymoon phase lasting longer. Maybe it’s because Peyton and I were such good friends before we became romantically involved that it felt like it came and went quickly.

We’re now going on a tad over two months and I find her behavior to be unsettling. When we’re together everything is great but when we’re not she’s constantly texting me when she’s not calling me to check in. I knew the day I interviewed Bonnie and introduced her to Peyton, Peyton seemed to be a bit jealous, but it hasn’t gone away. In addition to Bonnie, she also seems to have an issue with Samantha. Samantha is all of twenty-two years of age and is cute as a button. She’s bubbly, personable, funny and upbeat and for whatever reason Peyton can’t stand her.

“Why do you need so many employees? I thought you had a super system that does all the work!” is becoming a recurring argument no matter how many times I explain that AGIS does a majority of the programming but programmers, support personnel and customer service representatives are needed.

I love Peyton with all my heart but I’m starting to feel lost. When we’re together I’m so happy and I believe she is too but when we’re apart it’s becoming an argument after another. When I try to talk to her it’s does nothing but lead to another argument. She seems to be popping up at my office when I’m not expecting her more often.

“Peyton, I’m taking the team out for dinner and drinks tonight,” I say to her as she calls me at my office in the afternoon. “Want to come?” I ask with hope as she replies, “Thanks but I’m putting the finishing touches on the next issue” as I can’t hide my disappointment.

After work, most of my team of employees meet up at a bar and restaurant not too far from the office. They all work so hard for me and I’m oh so grateful. “Other Life” was a dream that is now a reality. As hard as it was to get it launched it sometimes feels like its twice as hard to keep it running. It was a great night and I had a blast. At the end of the night, Samantha asks, “Are you heading back to the office?” as I reply, “I wasn’t planning on it” as she says, “Oh, okay” with a disappointed voice.

“What’s up Samantha?” I ask as she smiles and replies, “I’ve been working on something that I really want to show you can get your input on. I would just rather do it in private.”

“You know what? Let’s head over to the office and you can show me” I say with a smile.

Samantha and I enter the office and walk over to her work station. She shows me what she’s been working on and I’m amazed. “In the real world you can only go so deep in the ocean but in “Other Life” you can travel to the deepest depths. It’s almost like a world within a world” she says with anticipation.

“I’m floored. This is amazing. You’re so talented and I’m happy to have you” I say with sincerity.

“You’re not just saying that to make me feel good, are you?” she asks with concern as I shake my head and smile.

Samantha jumps out of her seat, kisses me on the cheek and hugs me tightly as she says, “Thank you so much. Your approval means everything” she says as I say, “Keep up the great work.”

As we’re embraced in a hug I hear, “What the fuck is going on here?!” as I let go of Samantha and turn around to see Peyton. She’s looking at Samantha with daggers in her eyes.

“What are you doing here?” I ask with surprise.

“I went to your house and you weren’t home, so I went to the restaurant and you weren’t there, so I figured you’d be here,” she says with a clenched jaw.

“I thought you were putting the finishing touches on the next issue?” I say as she again replies with her jaw clenched, “I finished.”

Samantha looks at me and says, “I’m going to head out. See you on Monday morning” as she quickly exits leaving me and Peyton alone.

“I fucking knew it! You have something going on with her! Admit it!” Peyton exclaims at the top of her lungs.

“Peyton, there is nothing going on with me and Samantha. She just wanted to show me something she’s been working on in private is all” I explain with shock.

“Bullshit Harper! Bullshit! If I didn’t walk in when I did who knows what would have been going on!” she yells out.

“Peyton, there is nothing going on!” I yell back at her as I continue to say, “What’s with you! Why are you accusing me of doing anything with anyone? I’m not doing anything wrong!”

She’s breathing heavy and looking at me the same way she was looking at Samantha.

“Peyton calm down. I swear nothing is going on! I love you!” I exclaim.

She shakes her head and replies, “I can’t do this anymore.”

I feel like I want to pass out. “What are you saying to me?!” I scream out.

“As I said, I can’t do this anymore!” she exclaims.

“Peyton, I just told you I love you and you’re ending it?!” I say as I feel tears begin to form in my eyes.

“Harper, I’m sorry but we’re done,” she says as she quickly begins to walk out of the office.

“Peyton, I love you! Why are you doing this?!” I cry out as she ignores me and walks out of my office.

What the hell just happened?! With panic, I chase after her and run out of the office as I find her getting into her car.

“Peyton! Don’t go! We need to talk about this!” I yell out through tears and with panic. She starts her car and peels out of the parking lot leaving me with tears streaming from my eyes.

I can barely breathe. Why is she doing this?! Doesn’t she love me?! I didn’t do anything wrong!

I run into my office and grab my phone. I dial her cell phone, but it's going straight to voicemail.

“Peyton please call me back! I didn’t do anything! I swear there’s nothing happening between me and Samantha or anyone! Peyton, please!” I cry out.

I can barely drive home as I’m having trouble seeing the road with tears in my eyes. I run into my house and try to call Peyton over and again, but I get voicemail every time. I text her but no response.  I can’t think straight, and I feel sick to my stomach.

Saturday and Sunday have come and gone, and I haven’t heard from Peyton at all. On Monday morning I can’t bring myself to leave the house. I call Sadie as I explain to her what happened as I choke back tears.

“Harper, I hate to say this, but I saw this coming. I’m so sorry but you’ll eventually get over it with time” she said as we ended our call. She saw this coming? How did I not? I’ll get over it? I don’t know if I can ever! The pain I feel is much worse than when Sophia passed away. Sophia didn’t have a choice. Peyton chose to leave me. I told her I loved her, and she left me anyway.

I’m as depressed as I ever been in my life. I don’t care about “Other Life” and I don’t want to go to work. I don’t want to leave the house and I can’t bring myself to eat. All I want is for the pain to go away. I hope beyond hope that Peyton will realize that she made a mistake and she’ll come to my house and apologize so we can fix things. I can continue to hope or come to terms with the fact she wants nothing more to do with me.

It’s going on three weeks now since that night and I haven’t heard from her at all. She doesn’t love me and doesn’t want anything to do with me! If this is the case then fine! I don’t want anything to do with her either! I call Paul and tell him that I want to give my 30% share of Peyton’s magazine back to her and to prepare the documents.

As I lay in bed I think long and hard about what happened between me and Peyton and I arrive at a conclusion that puts me at ease and allows me to sleep like a baby for the first time since she broke up with me.

I awake early in the morning, eat, shower, get dressed and make the drive to Paul’s office where the documents have been left with his secretary. I take the documents and drive to Peyton’s office. I exit the elevator and know exactly what I’m going to say to her.

I walk to her office door, open it, step inside and slam it shut behind me. Peyton looks at me with a startled look as she looks up from her laptop and looks at me.

I take a deep breath and a long exhale as I begin, “Don’t say a word, not a fucking word! I would be lying my ass off if I said I don’t love you and that I’m not beyond devasted, so I won’t. What I will say is that I thought Sophia dying was the worst thing that could ever happen to me, but I was wrong. You breaking my heart is! I racked my brain trying to figure out what I did to make you leave me, but I realize it has nothing to do with me at all. It’s you, it’s all fucking you!”

“Harper…” she begins to say as I yell out, “I told you not to say a fucking word!”

I shake my head and say, “Your dad left you and your mom wanted nothing to do with you. Your best friend betrayed you and Christina broke your heart. I could say I don’t know what that’s like but I do because you did the same fucking thing to me! I know you told me that it wasn’t a good idea for us to become involved. You told me that when things became too real for you, you would end things, but I didn’t listen. I foolishly thought that what you and I had was special and different and I meant so much to you that we couldn’t possibly end up the same way. You have a fear of abandonment, so you leave people before they can leave you! There’s nothing I can do to change that, and you don’t want to change. I don’t know when, but I do know that I will get over you someday and when I do I’ll find someone who’ll love me and who’ll deserve my love in return. One day you’ll hair will turn white, your skin will wrinkle, you’ll put on a few pounds and you’ll get wrinkles. Beauty doesn’t last forever and instead of living happily ever after with me you’ll continue to be a fucking coward and spend the rest of your days alone, knowing that you ended things with the best thing to have ever fucking happened to you because you’re a coward!” I say with conviction and anger.

I can see tears streaming from her eyes. Knowing that my words are hurting her is giving me some sort of sick satisfaction.

With my teeth clenched and with anger flowing through my veins I continue, “All I wanted was your love in return but you’re not capable of loving yourself let alone anyone else! You don’t want anything to do with me, so I don’t want a fucking thing to do with you. Congratulations, you’re now officially 100% owner of FH Magazine! I don’t need your fucking money and I don’t need your fucking money!” I exclaim as I drop the manila folder onto her desk.

“Harper…I…I” she begins to say as I yell out with anger, “I said not a word! You broke my fucking heart and I hate you for it but at least I know I’m capable of loving someone which is more than I can ever say for you. Goodbye!” She’s now balling which again gives me a sick sort of satisfaction. I turn around, open her door and slam it shut behind me.

As I get into my car I feel vindicated for a moment, but I now feel myself become engulfed in emotion. “That was the last time I’ll ever see he,” I say out loud to myself as I can’t keep it together. I lay my head on my steering wheel and begin to cry my eyes out. I need to go home right now! I start my car and peel out into the crowded wet city streets. I scream out at the top of my lungs and strike my passenger sit over and again and find myself almost trying to rip my steering wheel from the column. I know I’m driving too fast, but I don’t care. The faster I drive the faster I get home and the faster I can begin to heal. I wonder what she would have said if I didn’t keep cutting her off? Maybe I should have let her speak even for a moment! I slam my foot down hard on the gas pedal as my car quickly jumps to 70 miles per hour as I drive onto the Long Island Expressway. It’s starting to downpour so I put my wipers onto their highest setting as I now weave in and out of traffic. Suddenly I see brake lights in front of me as a car begins to stop short. I swerve to the right and then to the left. I feel myself losing control of the car as I do a complete 360, shift the car into neutral and pump on the brakes. With my heart in my throat, I come to a complete stop with my car sideways and taking up two lanes. I breathe a sigh of relief and then hear the horn of a truck as I open my eyes wide. I brace for the impact and feel the truck collide into the side of my car.

I slowly open my eyes. My vision is blurry. I look down at my left leg and notice I’m wearing a cast. I look at my right arm and notice that I have an IV drip. I should be in some sort of pain, but I don’t feel all too bad. I close my eyes and hear, “Mrs. Miller. Spending so much time here is not going to change anything” I hear a man’s voice say. Mrs. Miller? That would be Ms. Miller thank you very much I think to myself.

“I know. I’ll be leaving soon but promise me you’ll call when she improves” I hear Peyton’s voice say as the man replies, “Of course” as I hear a door close. Why is she here? I think to myself. 

With my eyes closed, I feel Peyton’s hand brush back my hair. “See you soon,” she says with a voice full of despair.

“Peyton” I try to say but I can’t get the words out. My mouth and throat feel as dry as it’s ever felt. I reach out with my hand and take hold of her arm.

“Harper! Oh my God, Harper! she yells out. I slowly open my eyes and see a blurry Peyton standing next to my bed with tears streaming from her eyes.

“Water,” I say weekly as Peyton quickly gets me a cup of water and brings it to my lips. I slowly drink the cup of water and smile at her.

“You look the way I should feel,” I say jokingly as she buries her head on my chest.

“Harper, I’m so sorry. I thought I lost you for good if I haven’t already” she says with her voice breaking through tears.

“How long have I been here?” I ask with confusion.

“A little under a week. You were in a medically induced coma for a few days and have been in and out since. When I saw the accident on the news when I got home that night I freaked out. I called every hospital in the area until I found you” she replies.

“Why did the man call you Mrs. Miller?” I ask with beyond confusion.

She laughs and replies, “Immediate family only in the ICU so I may have called in a favor and had a fake marriage certificate made.”

“You did not,” I say with laughter as I now realize it hurts a bit to laugh. “Ow,” I say out loud but in a low voice.

“You have a concussion, a broken leg and fractured ribs” Peyton explains.

“Anything else?” I ask with concern.

She smiles and replies, “Two black eyes and a slight burn mark on your cheek and chest from the airbag.”

“Good to know” I respond.

“I’ve been keeping your parents, Owen, Sadie and your staff in the loop,” she says calmly as I quickly reply, “Thank you.”

She bursts into tears. As she cries she says, “I thought you were dead and that I was responsible.”

I let out a small laugh as the pain from my ribs radiates through my body. “I thought I was dead too.”

“Harper, I’m so fucking sorry. I’m so sorry!” she cries out.

“It’s okay” I reply as she shakes her head.

“No, it’s not. You were right about almost everything you said to me. I do have abandonment issues and I always have. I want you to know that I found a therapist and I’ve met with him already. I’m going to be seeing him weekly, so I can work through my issues. I know that I’ve been acting like a crazy fucking bitch, but I couldn’t help myself. I’m so sorry.”

“What was I wrong about?” I ask with anticipation.

She takes a deep breath and answers, “You were wrong when you said that I don’t love you because the truth is I do. You’re the only person I’ve ever truly loved, and it terrified the shit out of me. Instead of telling you how I felt became consumed with the thought that you would leave me, like everyone who was ever supposed to have meant anything to me. I started looking for any excuse I could think of to end it with you. When I saw you and Samantha in your office that night I found the perfect escape. Staying away from you was the hardest thing I’ve ever done in my life, but I thought I was just speeding up the inevitable. When you left my office that day I wanted to run after you and tell you how sorry I was, but I couldn’t bring myself to do it. You hit the nail on the head when you said I was a coward” as she again lays her head on my chest.

“I was angry. I didn’t mean everything I said to you” I say to Peyton.

She laughs and says to me, “Yeah you did but it’s okay. I needed to hear that from you. I just need to know if I’ve ruined everything between us. I want you to know that if you give me a chance I’ll spend the rest of my life making it up to you for hurting you the way I did. You can also tell me to leave and I’ll understand.”

“Okay Peyton,” I say as she pops her head up from my chest and replies with panic, “You want me to leave?”

“No, you can spend the rest of your life making it up to me,” I say with a laugh that is cut short by the shooting pain in my ribs.

I was released from the hospital a couple of days later to one Mrs. Miller. Peyton moved into my house to help me recover and took me back and forth to rehabilitation for my leg faithfully. She wasn’t lying when she said she found a therapist. However, instead of seeing the therapist once a week she goes twice a week, sometimes three times a week depending on how she’s feeling.

My parents adore her! When we went to the motorcycle rally last August back in Sturgis they hit it off. I hate to say this, but I honestly think they like Peyton more than they did Sophia. Maybe it’s because she’s so affectionate toward them both, something that wasn’t Sophia’s strong suit. She talks to my mom more than I do and they even made plans to get together without me when Peyton heads off to Minnesota for a business trip.

“Other Life” continues to grow although it hasn’t quite turned out as I had planned. It does have its own economy and people are making full-time incomes by playing a video game but it’s also full of murder, death, and crime. It never dawned on me that a stressed-out stockbroker may want to become a serial killer or a stay at home mom would want to become a lady of the night in a virtual video game world. I had no choice but to eliminate players who were younger than eighteen from the game, especially when the media and politicians tried to shut me down for good.

I sold my home in Northport and Peyton sold her condominium. We closed on a new home in Manhasset a few months ago and are still getting settled. She wanted to be closer to the city and I didn’t want to be too close to the city, so we compromised and settled on Manhasset.

Sadie and I are still as close as ever and Owen is still dropping panties across the country.

Peyton and I just celebrated our third anniversary together. It’s been difficult at times but if relationships weren’t difficult all relationships would succeed. She goes through stages where I sometimes need to give her extra attention which I don’t mind at all. We’re in a good place right now and although I don’t know what the future holds I can’t imagine a future without her.

I was once best known as Harper Hog. My life has been an amazing journey thus far, to say the least, but I know no matter what I do for the rest of my life or with the rest of my life I will forever and always be remembered as GamerGirl605.
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