

My name is Lexi Becker and even though I’m still only twenty-seven years old I have lived a life that most can only imagine.

I’m not quite sure where to begin so I guess I’ll start from the beginning.

I never knew my biological mother or father and still don’t know who they are to this very day.

My adoptive parents, Bill and Stephanie Becker, were honest with me at a very young age, around five years old or so if I remember correctly.

“We’re your mom and dad but not your biological mom and dad. Mommy didn’t give birth to you the way she gave birth to Becky but you’re our daughter just the same” I remember my father saying to me.

What are the chances that a couple who wasn’t supposed to be able to have kids, adopts a girl in Ukraine and finds out their expecting?

I guess they figured it was better telling me at a young age then having me ask questions later.

Questions like, “Mom, why don’t I look like you and dad?” or “If Becky and I are sisters why we look so different?” You know, shit like that.

Oh, I forgot to mention I curse…a lot.

My parents and sister are the kindest, sweetest people I know.

One would think that being raised by such wholesome people would make me wholesome as well.

All I can say is that something must be said for genetics.

I have a bad temper.

I can go from zero to a hundred in a matter of seconds and have always had a chip on my shoulder.

As much as my mom and dad loved me and cared for me, I never felt that I ever belonged to them.

I guess living with the fact that whoever my parents are didn’t want me gave me a jaded perspective on life.

The shit that I put my poor parents through growing up.

I don’t know why I did the things I did growing up, but I did them, nonetheless.

As far as my sister Becky is concerned, well I love her more than anyone on Earth.

Truth be told she’s my best friend, but I would never ever fucking say that to her because she would get all emotional and probably hug the life force out of my fucking body.

I’ve never called her my best friend, but I think some things don’t have to be said.

Deep down inside I know she knows even though I always fuck with her and called her mommy number two.

We’re only four months apart and even though I’m older she has always and probably will forever remain the responsible one.

I guess you could call us ying and yang.

Of course, I’m ying and she’s yang.

Our relationship wasn’t always this way.

From all the home videos and stories, my parents tell us I was downright mean to her growing up.

I would push her, kick her, pull her hair, pull the heads off her dolls, rip the stuffing out of her stuffed animals and wouldn’t give her a moment's peace.

For as mean as I was to her she was the direct opposite.

She always wanted to share her toys with me, let me watch whatever I wanted and pretty much deferred to me. 

For whatever reason I didn’t like her much when we were little but that all changed one day in Kindergarten.

“Becky Becker has a pecker… Becky Becker has a pecker” over and again, day after day, from the boys in school sang out loud.

She was upset and sad.

My sweet, innocent sister was being fucking tormented.

I watched it until I couldn’t watch it anymore.

Billy Hamilton started the chant and of course, all the other boys followed suit.

“Say that again and I’ll beat the fuck out of you!” I yelled out.

“You’re a girl and girls can’t beat up boys” he laughed.

I didn’t find it very funny, so I beat the ever-loving shit of him.

I stood over Billy Hamilton as he cried, wrapped into a ball on the ground, I screamed out “I’ll do the same to whoever says that about my sister again!”

I was suspended for two weeks, my parents told me to solve problems with words and not violence.

Becky hugged me tightly that night and kissed me on my cheek and said, “I love you.”

She did the same thing every night we shared that bedroom until the day we both moved out.

What can I say about Becky?

She’s affectionate, me not so much.

I’m an introvert she’s an extrovert.

I’m a pessimist and she’s an optimist. 

I’m tall, she’s short.

I have blonde hair, she has black hair.

I have light blue eyes, she has dark blue eyes.

She’s straight and I’m gay.

Yes, you read it right, I’m gay.

I’m a carpet munching, ass licking, clit playing, wine them dine them sixty- nine them full-fledged lesbian.

I’m not going to get into the whole born this way choice thing but c’mon.

Why would any woman choose to be straight?

Men are disgusting, vile, horny wild animals.

Women are soft, sensual, caring, loyal and their bodies. Seriously!

Cocks are hard, and pussies are soft, warm and wet.

Muscular chest or a voluptuous set of double ds’? 

For me, the choice is clear and always has been.

Again, I don’t want to get into the whole born this way or choice thing.

I don’t know if I was born this way or chose this way, all I know is that I wouldn’t have it any other way.

I fucking love the female body.

I love long hair, tits, a tight firm ass and the taste of pussy.

It’s not strictly dicky for me!

I can find a guy attractive and all but there is no way in hell I would ever fuck one.

I knew from a young age that I was “different.”

Becky and I never saw eye to eye when it came to boys.

Truth be told I thought it was weird when she had a crush on Gregory Cocks.

Why would she have a crush on Gregory Cocks when Samantha Jennings was so much prettier?

Becky knew she always liked boys and I always knew I liked girls.

Knowing and KNOWING are two different things if you know what I mean.

It was solidified one Saturday afternoon when Becky and I were in Junior High School.

We were at a birthday party playing spin the bottle when my bottle landed on Samantha Jennings, yes that Samantha Jennings.

No one thought we would do it, but we did.

She seemed to be a little grossed out over it, but I wasn’t. 

Then again, she wasn’t grossed out at all when we made out during a keg party right before high school graduation and I fingered her until she orgasmed.

If it weren’t for Becky, there is no way that I would have graduated high school.

For whatever reason, I never listened to my parent’s, but I always listened to Becky.

She helped me every step of the way.

She tutored me, helped me study and would get beyond pissed off when I doubted myself.

Thanks to her I became a high school graduate.

Thanks to her I had sex with a woman for the first time.

If you’re thinking what I think you’re thinking, fucking stop it!

I did not have sex with my sister!

There was the very epitome of MILF who used to live next door to us. 

I remember the day they moved in.

She looked amazing with her long black hair pulled into a ponytail.

Even though she was sweating, wearing sweatpants and a tee shirt I was instantly drawn to her.

Her husband was a nice guy.

Since they had a pool and we didn’t he let us use it whenever we wanted, even when they weren’t home.

Okay, so Becky and I were supposed to go to my uncle’s house in Rhode Island for the weekend but Becky wanting to spend time with her douchebag boyfriend played sick.

What kind of sister would I be if I didn’t care for my sister in her time of need and made my mother miss her brother’s promotion party?

I told my parents I would look after her and call them if she got any worse.

They left meaning Becky and I had the house to ourselves for the weekend.

Of course, I couldn’t stand watching those two, lovesick animals profess their love to one another and say over again, “I love you more, no I love you more…” blah blah blah.

It was hot as fuck and I was sweating like a stuffed pig.

Sure, I could have stayed inside and just sat in the air conditioning, but I love being outside.

I took a seat at our patio table and played with my cell phone for a while.

I was bored and decided to throw a few beers of me and Becky’s secret stash into my dad’s fridge in the garage.

I put some ice in a cup, poured a beer and sat in the hot summer night drinking beer after beer.

After my fourth beer, I peered over our fence to find that our neighbors weren’t home.

The car wasn’t in the driveway and the lights were out.

I grabbed a beer and went to our neighbor’s backyard.

I took off all my clothes and jumped into the pool.

The cool water on my overheating body felt amazing.

I was in the pool just swimming around and sipping my beer for a while when before I knew it, I thought I heard a car pull into the driveway.

I stayed in the pool thinking that my mind was playing tricks on me until Mrs. Jenna Hastings walked into the backyard.

Her mascara was running, and she seemed to be unsteady on her feet.

I wasn’t sure what I should do so I stayed in the pool.

I figured I could just wait until she turned the lights in the yard on.

There she was with a bottle of rum and a bottle of coke making a drink on the deck.

She looked at me with surprise.

“Sorry Mrs. Hastings. I thought you two were out for the night.”

She smiled at me and said, “We were but Mr. Hastings is a lying piece of shit, so Mr. Hastings can keep fucking his secretary while I spend his money and figure out what the fuck to do with this stupid house.

I didn’t even want to move here.

I did it for him.

I quit my fucking job, cashed in my 401k to buy this place and the only reason he wanted to move here is so that it would be easier to fuck her!”

I remained in the pool still not knowing what to do.

I was nude, in the pool and Mrs. Hastings was spilling her guts out to me over her cheating husband.

She drank her drink in seconds, made another and drank that one just as fast.

“Can I have one of those?” I asked.

“Where are your parents?” she asked.

“There at my Uncle Dan’s house in Rhode Island celebrating his promotion.

My sister played sick, so she’s probably bent over in the family room right now getting slammed from behind by her idiotic boyfriend.”

She laughed, and I asked, “Are you okay Mrs. Hastings?”

She smiled at me and replied, “Please, call me Jenna and yes if you want a drink, I’ll make you one.”

Without thinking I pulled myself out of the pool still completely nude as Jenna made two drinks and handed me one.

I took a big drink and coughed due to how strong It was as Jenna laughed and took a sip of her drink.

“I’m wasted,” she said as I became fixated on her face.

As I stood there with my rum and coke in hand, I watched her look over my nude body.

She looked at my face, stared at my tits, and looked at my pussy as she sipped on her drink.

I wanted to look at her the way she was looking at me, so I asked, “Do you want to take a dip?”

She seemed a bit nervous and replied with a quivering voice, “Sure, I just need to go inside and put on a bathing suit.” 

I smiled seductively at her and responded, “I don’t have a bathing suit on.”

She smiled nervously and asked, “Skinny dip?” as I repeated, “Skinny dip.”

She wasn’t lying, she was one hundred percent shit faced.

She took a seat and kicked off her shoes.

When she tried to stand up, she stumbled a bit.

“Let me help you,” I said as I walked behind her.

I undid the buttons on her summer dress and crouched down.

I pulled her dress from her knees to over her head and placed it on the table.

She turned around and was now facing me in her bra and panties.

She was so nervous, but I was so turned on I couldn’t help myself.

“You have an amazing body, Jenna.

I don’t know your husband very well, but I can say is that he must be a complete asshole to cheat on a woman who looks like you.”

She smiled at me as she continued to look at my nude body up and down.

She removed her panties and then removed her bra.

Her pussy was cleanly shaven, and her tits were amazing.

Her nipples were small, pink and hard as rocks.

I looked at her body up and down as she had looked at my own previously.

She smiled at me and jumped into the pool as I followed her in.

She swam to the shallow side and ran her fingers through her long black hair and I completely lost it.

I swam over to the shallow end and then walked over to her.

I pressed my body against hers.

The feeling of her tits pressed against my own felt so right.

I smiled at her and kissed her neck as she started running her fingers through my wet hair.

I stopped kissing her neck and faced her.

We locked eyes and I leaned into to kiss her.

She closed her eyes as our lips touched.

Soon thereafter our tongues were touching passionately.

“Lexi, what are we doing?” she asked as we stopped kissing.

She pulled herself up from the water and now sat on the edge of the pool with her legs in the water.

I went underwater with my eyes open and arose knowing her legs would be now resting on my shoulders when I arose.

I wrapped each of my arms over each of her legs as she slid her crotch closer to me.

I looked at her cleanly shaven pink pussy and into it, I went. 

Having never tasted pussy before I wasn’t sure what to expect but I immediately liked the taste.

She tasted sweet and a little tart at the same time.

Within seconds my face was soaked in her juices.

She grabbed the back of my head and asked, “You’re eighteen, right?” as I nodded my head while still licking her pussy.

Something must be said for God-given ability.

Some are blessed with the ability to hit a 98 mile per hour fastball 450 feet.

Some are blessed with the ability to run fast, play instruments or jump high.

My God-given ability seemed to be eating pussy.

Not there was any doubt in mind up to this point but if there was even the slightest doubt, that night licking Jenna’s pussy erased it.

She had an extreme orgasm a few minutes later.

She was laying on her back just outside the pool and placed both of her hands over her face.

I climbed out of the pool and placed my body on top of hers.

I moved her hands and we started kissing again.

She stopped kissing me, smiled and then took me by my hand.

She walked me into the house and sat me down on the couch in the living room.

She kissed me, licked my nipples, kissed down my stomach and placed my pussy in her mouth.

I didn’t know if she had ever done this before and had nothing to compare it to, but it was fucking amazing.

It was as if I didn’t know what to do with my body.

I felt warm, tingly, excited and lost all at the same time.

Watching her head in between my legs and feeling her warm and wet tongue lick me felt like nothing I had ever felt before.

When I placed my hands on her head and started breathing heavily, I didn’t know what was happening.

It was like my brain disconnected from my body.

I had no control over my limbs and felt a warm rush engulf my body.

Yes, it was an orgasm, my very first orgasm.

Her face was drenched when she kissed me.

We cuddled up on the couch and gave each other light kisses.

The next thing I knew I awoke, and it was a little past 7 AM.

My head was throbbing, and I felt like I had been hit by a car if I knew what getting hit by a car was like.

I sat up on the couch, got up, went to the poolside to get my clothes, got dressed and went home.

That was my first time having sex with a woman would of course not be the last.

It was also not the only time that I fucked the brains out of Jenna and that Jenna fucked the brains out my head.

In fact, I spent most of that summer in between her legs and vice versa.

Becky was heading off to college to start on her journey to become a veterinarian.

She could have stayed in New York, but she wanted more than anything to go to school in California, so mom and dad agreed.

As far as I was concerned, I had no intentions of going to college.

I told mom and dad that I would go to a community college nearby and commute but the deadline for class registration was fast approaching.

Truth be told I had no idea what I wanted to do.

All I did like to do was smoke pot, get drunk and party.

How do you make a career out of that?

With a little over a week left to register for classes mom and dad called me out on my bullshit.

It all started when my dad told me he would drive me over to campus to register.

“No thanks, I can go on my own,” I said as my dad quickly responded, “No, I’m going to drive you over myself. Have some breakfast and we’ll head on over.”

I looked at my mom and then looked at Becky. “No, it’s fine dad, I’m can manage just fine on my own.”

My dad looked at me as he always did when he didn’t believe a fucking word that was coming out of my mouth.

Becky said, “It’s okay, dad, I’ll make sure to get her over there.”

He looked at her with anger and said, “Do not get involved Becky!”

“Don’t yell at her!” I lashed out.

“So, what?! I’m not going to fucking college!” I screamed.

My dad slammed his hand on the kitchen table and yelled, “As long as you live under my roof you will do as I say.

Your mother and I have turned a blind eye to a lot of things we shouldn’t have.

The marijuana smoking, you getting drunk, skipping classes and doing whatever you want whenever you want.

I don’t get it, Lexi, I don’t.

We raised you the same as Becky yet you’re nothing alike.

Why is that, Lexi, why?!”

I was angry and felt like I was being attacked.

Without a thought, my temper got the best of me and I said something I regretted as soon as the words left my mouth.

“I don’t fucking know dad, why don’t you ask my parents?!”

The kitchen went so silent you could hear a mouse piss on cotton.

That was until my mom burst in tears and ran from the room.

I looked at Becky who shook her head and left.

I looked at my dad who had a look on his face that I had never seen before.

He looked like he wanted to say something to me but instead, he raised his finger, shook his head and left the kitchen yelling with concern, “Steph…Steph!”

I sat at the kitchen table and put my head down in shame.

I didn’t know what I should say or what I should do.

After a few minutes, I figured it would be best to leave the house and smoke a joint.

I went into the garage, grabbed a pre-rolled joint and went into the woods to smoke and think.

As I sat in the woods, smoking my joint, I felt fucking terrible.

How could I say that to my parents?

My dad was right, I was raised the same as Becky.

Not once, not once did my parents ever make me feel like I wasn’t their biological daughter.

They loved me as much as they loved Becky and in a moment of anger I said something I wish I could take back, but I knew I couldn’t.

After a couple of drags, I put out the joint and put it in my pocket.

I looked at my cell phone to check the time and knew that both my parents had left for work.

I walked back to the house and went into my bedroom.

I walked in on Becky on her cell phone talking to her douchebag boyfriend.

Becky said, “I love you more” waited a few seconds and repeated the same.

I couldn’t take it any longer as I grabbed her cell phone and ended the call.

Becky’s mouth opened wide as she yelled out, “I can’t believe you just hung up on Tim!”

I shook my head and replied, “Tim is a fucking douchebag. Fuck him.”

Becky looked at me with anger and said, “You need to apologize to mom and dad.

What you said was beyond shitty.”

I nodded my head in reply and replied, “I know, and I will.

I wish I could take it back, but I can’t.”

She smiled at me and said, “Good but I need to ask you a serious question.”

“Shoot” I quickly replied.

Becky locked eyes with me and asked, “Why do you hate Tim so much?”

I thought about what to say for a couple of seconds and replied, “I don’t hate Tim.”

She shook her head and said with conviction, “I know you hate him, but I need to know why.”

I rolled my eyes and asked, “Why?”

She smiled at me and said, “You’re my sister.

I love you and I love him.

If Tim and I are going to get married someday I need you two to be okay with each other.”

I know I said I didn’t hate Tim, but I so did.

He was the “cool guy” in high school.

The captain of the football team, handsome, funny and popular.

All the girls wanted him, and all the guys wanted to be him.

My opinion was he was going to be a high school hero and a college zero.

Captain of the football team in a small town in upstate New York but no scholarship offers.

Big fish in a small pond!

I knew she loved him.

She felt special that he wanted her and gave him her virginity over and again.

I knew he wanted to fuck me and if I had given him even the slightest opening, he would have attacked me as if it were a free walk into an end zone.

Of course, I didn’t want to tell Becky this fact, but I felt obligated.

She seriously thought that she and Tim would be high school sweethearts, go to colleges across the country from each other and get married one day as our parents did.

I looked at her and asked, “Promise you won’t get mad?”

She smiled at me and responded, “Promise.”

I took a deep breath and exhaled.

“You’re out of your fucking mind if you think Tim is yours forever.

Mom and dad are mom and dad.

You and Tim are not mom and dad.

As bad as you may want it to be true, I know it’s not going to happen.”

She looked crushed and angry at the same time.

“Why?! Tim is mine forever.

I love him, and I know he loves me!” she exclaimed.

I shook my head and replied, “He loves that you let him fuck you over and over.

That’s it and that isn’t love.

Do you seriously think he’s going to keep his dick in his pants while he’s in college in the city and you’re across the fucking country in California?

If he had the chance his dick would fly out in a heartbeat!”

Becky sat in silence on her bed as she looked at me with tears in her eyes.

“What the fuck do you know?!” she asked in anger.

“I don’t know much but I do know that he wants to fuck my brains out.

If he’s so in love with you why would he look at me the way he does?” I replied.

She now had a look of shock on her face.

“How does he look at you?” she asked with concern.

“With fuck me eyes” I shot back.

She didn’t say a word as we sat in silence on our beds looking at each other.

Out of nowhere she started crying and said, “No! No! I don’t believe it!

Tim does not and would not have sex with you!

Just because he looks at you with supposed fuck me eyes doesn’t mean that he would!”

I smirked at her and said, “Fine, I’ll prove it to you but only ask one thing in return.

When I prove that I’m right, you break it off with him and go to college a single girl.” 

She started to wipe the tears from her eyes and asked, “You’re going to try to have sex with Tim?”

I laughed and shook my head.

“Of course, not but I don’t need to have sex with him to prove I’m right.

Let’s shake on it.”

She reluctantly shook my hand and said, “I know I’m right.”

I knew exactly what I was going to do but couldn’t put my plan into effect until the following night.

I took a power nap and when I awoke, I grabbed a soda and went outside.

As I sat sipping on my soda, I noticed a real estate salesperson going to Jenna’s house.

I eagerly waited for the salesperson to leave so I could go over and ask what was going on which is what I did.

I walked into her kitchen through the backyard to find her looking at papers at the kitchen table.

“Going somewhere?” I asked.

Jenna smiled at me and responded, “Yeah, soon.”

“How soon?” I quickly asked.

“I’m not sure.

It depends on how fast I can sell this place.

I talked to my old boss and he’s more than happy to have me back.

I just can’t afford to carry the mortgage here and rent on an apartment at the same time.”

I nodded my head and asked, “Do you have plans tonight?”

She smiled and replied, “Yeah I do.

My best friend is driving up and is going to spend a couple of days with me.

You know… start helping me pack and things.”

I smiled and replied, “Well you know where I’ll be if you need me for anything.”

“Thank you” she quickly replied as I left the house.

Yes, I fucking knew that there was a decent gap in age between us and that she was getting divorced.

I fucking knew that she wouldn’t live next door forever, but I really liked her, and this felt so sudden.

I didn’t fully understand the emotions that I was feeling but I did know that I felt sad.

That night as my family and I had dinner together it felt awkward.

We sat and ate in silence for the most part.

After dinner, I asked to speak to my mom, so I could apologize for what I had said that morning, but she teared up and said there was no need as did my dad.

I think that was the day when I truly realized how much words could hurt.

They would, of course, forgive me in time, but I don’t think they ever forgot.

I know I never did.

The following night we all had dinner much like the dinner prior but after dinner, my mom and dad grabbed a bottle of wine and went outside to the patio.

I was going to a keg party in the woods and Becky was heading out with her best friend, Pauline, who was going away to college in Massachusetts.

Beck and Pauline weren’t much into the party scene, but I knew Tim was going to be there, so I put my plan into action.

My friend, Devin, was picking me up at my house and we were going to drive to the woods together.

He texted me to let me know what time he was going to pick me up at.

I got ready and went outside to wait for Devin to pull up.

As I entered our backyard my dad looked at me and said, “Lexi, have a seat.”

I took a seat across from my mom and dad and asked, “What’s up?”

My mom asked, “Are you absolutely sure that you’re not going to college?”

I nodded my head and said, “I know college isn’t for me so why should you and dad spend your money sending me?”

My dad smiled and said, “I feel the same exact way Lexi, but you do know that as long as you live under our roof, you’re to do as we say, right?”

I again nodded my head.

“Well your mother and I expect you to go to college and you’re not.

Since you’re not doing what we expect you can no longer live under our roof.”

“You’re kicking me out?!” I exclaimed and continued, “Where am I supposed to go?

Where am I supposed to live?

I don’t have any money?”

My dad looked at my mom as she looked at him.

They both turned their heads and locked eyes with me.

My dad removed an envelope from his pocket and slid it across the table to me.

I quickly opened the envelope to find a check written to me in the amount of six thousand dollars.

In the memo section, the words written were “Lexi adulthood.”

“What’s this?” I asked with confusion.

My mom looked away as my dad smiled and said, “You’re not going to college and you’re saving me a decent amount of money.

I figure I could at least give you a head start and buy that Harley I’ve been wanting for so long.”

I looked at my dad and asked, “So I can’t live here anymore but you’re giving me six thousand dollars to help me?”

My mom looked at me with tears in her eyes and said, “Just please go to college.

We only want what’s best for you.

Life is hard, why be in such a rush?

Just rip up the check, register for classes and stay at home.”

I took a deep breath and sat back in my chair.

I shook my head and exclaimed, “I can’t fucking believe this!”

My dad laughed and said, “Believe it, sweetheart.

When Becky leaves for college so do you.”

I slammed my hand on the table and said, “Fine if that’s the way it is fuck it.

I’m out of here.

Thanks for the check!”

I went into my bedroom, put the check in my dresser and went to the front of the house.

As soon as I walked outside Devin pulled up.

I quickly got into the car as he looked at me and asked, “Are you alright?”

I smiled and said, “I’m fucking great, now let’s go.”

The music was loud, there were tons of people there as were a ton of beer and booze.

It would be the last bash in the woods.

Some people were staying at home and going to college, many were going out of state and away to college and for me, I didn’t know what the fuck I was going to do.

All I knew was that I had a few weeks left and a check for six thousand dollars.

All I knew was that if this was going to be the last party in the woods I was going to party like a fucking Rockstar and that’s exactly what I did.

I played beer pong, did a couple of keg stands, played “Asshole” and “Anchorman.”

A few hours into the party I was beyond wasted and having the time of my life.

However, I was pissed off over my conversation with my parents and it was starting to put me in a bad mood.

That’s when I saw exactly who I wanted and needed to see at the precise time.

It was Tim!

He was filling his cup from a keg and surrounded by a few of his football teammates.

I walked to him as straight as I could and grabbed his hand.

I kissed him on the cheek and said, “I need to speak to you in private.”

He smiled at me, took a sip from his cup and replied, “Sure, Lexi.”

I walked him a few yards into the woods and looked at him.

I licked my lips and asked, “Tim, do you think I’m sexy?”

He smiled and nodded his head.

I took a deep breath and said, “I know you’re with Becky and I know what you and Becky do together.

I know it’s wrong to feel the way that I do but I can’t take it anymore.

I want you.”

He smiled and said, “I knew it, how could you not?”

I smiled and said, “I want you inside of me now.”

He tried to kiss me, but I pushed him back and shook my finger.

“Tim, I need to know how bad you want me.

Take your clothes off.”

As he started to undress, I took my cell phone out and started to record.

“What are you doing?” he asked.

I let out a small laugh and said, “I want to remember this moment forever.

I want to record you fucking me, so I can watch it over and again while you’re in college.”

With a sense of pride, he smiled and undressed in front of me. 

Now I didn’t know how big a cock was supposed to be, but I knew it had to be bigger than what Tim was packing. 

“Your turn Lexi,” he said as I giggled and responded, “Not yet stud.

I need to know how bad you want me.

Get hard for me baby.”

He started to stroke his cock as I said, “What about Becky?”

He grinned and answered, “What Becky doesn’t know won’t hurt her.”

Inside I was fuming but I couldn’t let him know.

I gave him a lust filled smiled and asked, “How bad do you want me?”

As his cock became erect, he said, “You tell me.”

I again giggled and replied, “I think I’ll tell my sister first you fucking douchebag!

I fucking knew that she was too good for you and know she’s going to fucking know you piece of shit!”

He looked at me with shock as I stopped recording and grabbed his clothes.

I quickly ran out of the woods with his clothes in hand and started handing them out as I yelled, “Tim has the smallest cock I’ve ever seen” as people laughed and continued to drink.

Devin looked at me with confusion as I asked, “Are you ready to go?” as he immediately responded, “I am if you are.”  

His friend Sammy gave him one of those macho guys hugs and yelled out “Good luck” as Tim smiled and nodded his head.

As he drove me home, I told him what happened with Tim and why I did it.

Devin didn’t say much as he concentrated on the road.

“Are you okay to drive?” I asked knowing I should have asked before we both got into his car.

“Yeah, I’m good.

I only had a couple of beers” he replied.

I knew him well enough to know he was full of shit but as he did time and again, he got me home in one piece.

When he pulled in front of my house, he put his car in park and turned off the engine.

He looked at me, smiled and said, “Let me walk you to your door.”

I laughed and replied, “Sure, if you want to but you’ve never walked me to my door before.

Why now?”

He looked nervous as he jumped out of the car, walked across the front and opened my door for me.

I giggled and said, “Such fucking gentlemen.”

He walked me to my front door as I said, “As always, thanks for the ride, Devin.”

I went to open my front door when Devin said, “Lexi, I need to tell you something.” 

I quickly turned around and faced him.

He had a look on his face that I had never seen before.

His eyes were gleaming and full of hope.

I quickly realized what it was he wanted to tell me.

I looked at him and said, “Devin, no. Don’t say what I…” as he cut me off and said, “I love you.”

I closed my eyes and pressed my eyelids down hard as I slowly opened them to see Devin smiling.

“I know I can make you happy if you just let me try,” he said to me.

Devin was my best guy friend and I didn’t want to hurt him.

I knew he felt strongly about what he said by the sound of his voice.

“Devin, you know,” I said to him with concern.

He shook his head and replied, “I know what I know.

What I know is that I’m in love with you and I can make you happy.”

I bit the bottom of my lip and replied, “Devin, you do make me happy.

We’re friends.

That’s all we can ever be.”

As the words left my mouth, I could see the hope disappear from his eyes.

“Just tell me why, Lexi,” he said with conviction.

I locked eyes with him and replied, “You know why Devin.

If I was the way you wanted me to be it would happen but I’m not.”

I could see tears start to form in his eyes.

I placed my hand on his cheek and said, “You’re smart, funny and handsome.

I know that you’re going to make someone so happy one day and she’ll do the same for you.”

As a tear fell from his eye, I wiped it away and kissed him on the cheek.

“You know I love you, Devin,” I said to him.

He nodded his head and said, “Yeah, just not the way I want you to.”

We stood looking at each other for a moment as he said, “Okay then.

I said what I needed to say.

At least I know for sure now.”

He removed my hand and quickly walked to his car.

Was this going to be it for us?

I wasn’t lying when I said I loved him because I did.

“Devin!” I yelled out as he jumped into his car and turned it on. 

I ran to the front of his car as we locked eyes through his windshield.

He smiled at me as I smiled at him.

He got out of his car as I ran to him and hugged him tightly.

He kissed me on my cheek as I let go of him.

“I don’t know if what you said is going to happen for me just know that I want the same for you,” he said.

As my eyes filled with tears I said, “That sounds like goodbye.”

He smiled at me, nodded his head and got back into his car.

As he drove off, I stood in the street as I watched his taillights disappear into the night.

“Goodbye Devin,” I said to myself as I started to cry.

I slowly walked around to the back of my house.

“This night fucking sucks!” I yelled at myself.

I grabbed a beer from my dad’s refrigerator, cracked it open, walked to the patio table and took a seat.

As I sipped my beer, I opened the video of Tim and watched It over and again.

As I sat there drinking and watching the video, I knew it was going to break Becky’s heart.

I don’t remember exactly how many times I watched it, but I do know as soon as I was about to hit the delete button my phone was snatched from my hand.

“Becky, don’t!” I yelled out as I watched her watch the video.

She slowly looked away from the phone and slowly locked eyes with me.

She immediately started balling as she placed the phone on the table and ran inside the house.

“Fuck!” I screamed in my head.

“This night can’t get any fucking worse,” I said out loud to myself.

I was full of emotion and didn’t know what to do with myself.

That’s when I heard Jenna’s voice.

“This sucks you have to leave so soon” I heard her say from across our yards.

I heard the sound of an engine, saw lights and heard a car pull away.

I walked out of my yard and into Jenna’s backyard.

She was sitting on a chair on her deck sipping a drink and smoking a cigarette.

I smiled at her and said, “I didn’t know you smoked.”

She smiled at me and said, “I normally don’t but this is like a victory cigar.

I sold the house.”

I was stunned.

I knew she was going to leave but now?!

“You sold the house?” I asked with my voice quivering.

She smiled and said, “All cash deal.

The people were thinking about buying it when Josh and I made the offer.

I guess they didn’t want to lose it again.”

“So, you’re leaving?!

When?!” I exclaimed.

She looked at me with concern and said, “In a couple of days. 

Brianna helped me pack most of my things and anything that belongs to Josh is getting put on the curb, not that he wants any of it.”

I grabbed her drink and said, “You have one of these for me?”

She nodded her head and made me a drink.

“My parents are kicking me out.

My dad gave me a check for six grand and told me when Becky leaves for college I leave his house.”

She looked at me again with concern and said, “Why not just go to college?

I had a great time in college.”

I took a big gulp of my drink and said, “College and I don’t mix.

Anyway, I’ve had a shit night, but I know what can make it better” I said as I leaned in to kiss her.

She moved her head away from me which confused me beyond belief.

“Lexi sit down please,” she said as I took a seat next to her.

“As much as I want to I can’t.

It’s wrong.”

I looked at her in disbelief and asked, “What the fuck is wrong?”

She looked at me with sadness and answered, “Us…what we’ve been doing, it’s wrong.”

I was stunned.

At that moment in time, I needed to be with her, but she was rejecting me.

“Jenna, what the fuck are you saying to me right now?!” I yelled out. 

I started to breathe heavily and yelled, “What the fuck does this mean.

Don’t I mean anything to you?”

She pulled her chair to mine and placed her hand on my shoulder.

She grabbed my chin and made me look at her.

“Of course, you do, Lexi but what we’ve been doing is wrong.

I’m twenty-seven and you’re eighteen.

That night I was so sad and felt so rejected that I felt worse than I ever have in my life.

You made me feel special, wanted me and you made my fantasy become a reality.

I couldn’t believe that someone who looks like you wanted me.”

I stood up from my seat and yelled out, “You’re beautiful Jenna.”

She smiled at me as she also stood from her seat.

“Thank you, Lexi but it shouldn’t have happened.

I should have stopped it then and we shouldn’t have been doing what we have been.

I wanted to stop it, but I just couldn’t, but I can now.

It’s the right thing to do.

You’re a great kid and you’re going to make someone happy one day it just can’t be me.”

I didn’t fight the inevitable.

It was as if the words I said to Devin earlier were now being repeated to me.

“Okay then,” I said as I quickly walked back into my yard on onto the patio.

Why did this hurt so much?

I knew it was going to end but I didn’t expect to feel the way that I did.

All I could think about was looking into Jenna’s eyes, holding her and cuddling against her.

I took a shower and cried as the water crashed against my body.

I got dressed and walked into my bedroom choking back my tears as I tried not to wake Becky who looked to be sound asleep.

I laid my head on my pillow and cried like I never cried before.

I wrapped the pillow around my head as cried heavily into it.

I didn’t hear her move but before I knew it Becky was lying next to me and rubbing my back.

I removed my head from my pillow and looked at her as tears streamed down her face.

I turned to her as we hugged.

“I’m so fucking sorry Becky. I wanted to be wrong, I didn’t…” I said as she replied, “Me too.”

I never felt so close to her as I did that early morning in my bed.

We hugged, talked and cried until the sun came up. 

We talked about everything that happened that night.

We talked all about Tim, Devin, and Jenna.

When I told her all about Jenna, she looked at me and said, “She’s your Tim.”

I knew that Becky was in love with Tim but was I in love with Jenna?

If I had known the things that I know now then yeah, I was in love with her.

She was my first love and she broke my fucking heart into millions of tiny pieces.

When I think back now on Jenna’s words to me that night, I know she was right.

What happened between us should have been a one-time thing and probably should have never happened to begin with, but it did.

What should have been a one-time thing with me preventing Becky from staying with Tim the way that I did, it wasn’t.

I became her relationship buffer but as much as I didn’t want to be at times, I’m happy that I was but more on that later.

I awoke in the late afternoon that day and felt like walking death.

I took a long hot shower, tried to eat something but couldn’t.

I grabbed a big cup, filled it with ice and water and popped a couple of aspirin.

I went outside to the backyard to find Becky sitting at the patio table with her laptop.

For someone who had their heart broken, she seemed happy which confused me.

“Hey, Lexi,” she said as I replied with the same “Hey.”

I looked at her and said, “Becky you know I’m really sorry about Tim.”

She smiled and said, “Don’t’ be…thank you.”

“Thank you?” I replied with confusion.

“Yeah, thank you.

You were right.

I’m going to college at Stanford and he’s an asshole.

I need to start this next chapter of my life clean and I will thanks to you.”

I took a seat across from her and asked, “What are you doing?”

“Looking for apartments” she replied.

I looked at her with confusion and asked, “I thought you were living on campus?”

She smiled at me and said, “I am.”

“Why are you looking for apartments then?” I asked.

She rose from her seat and took a seat next to me.

“Okay, so mom and dad said you can’t live here since you’re not going to college and you have to leave when I do.

So why not come with me to California?”

I shook my head and replied, “Becky, you’re starting a new chapter in your life.

Why do you need me around?”

She put her hand on my shoulder and said, “I’m going to be on the other side of the country.

I’m not going to know anyone, and you need somewhere to go.

You come with me to California and it solves both our problems.

I have you close by, you have a place to go and you have me.”

Her eyes were filled with such hope.

I wasn’t sure if I wanted to go with her to California but on the other hand, it’s not like I had any idea as to what I was going to do anyway.

“I don’t know Becky.

I need to think this through a little.” 

She smiled at me and responded, “Why not Lexi?

I mean what are you going to do here?

Get a job waitressing?

Get a job cleaning hotel rooms?

You know winter sucks here. 

Want to know where winter doesn’t suck?

California!”

I smiled at her and said, “I know but I still need to do some thinking. Okay?”

She hugged me and replied, “Okay.”

I went inside to my bedroom, laid down and stared at the ceiling.

I hadn’t really thought about what I was going to do but I did know that Becky was right.

If I stayed at home what was I going to do with myself?

It’s not like Niagara, New York was full of opportunity.

On the other hand, I couldn’t see myself living in Stanford, California.

Becky was going to be in college and studying all the time.

She didn’t like to party and what would I do there anyway?

The more I thought about it the more appealing leaving with Becky for California became.

I went on my laptop and started doing research.

I was on my laptop for a little over an hour when I pulled up a map showing places in California that were a reasonable distance from Stanford.

As I stared at the map it became so obvious.

Where could someone like me also start adulthood and be the happiest?

San Francisco!

It was under an hour away from Stanford meaning that I could visit Becky and vice versa with a reasonable commute.

San Francisco was also the mecca for the LGTBQ community.

It was a major city and I could probably find a decent paying job.

I could also party like a Rockstar on weekends.

It was perfect!

Even with the six thousand dollars I had, it was going to be hard.

I found a small 70 square foot apartment on 3rd avenue that was going for $1200 a month.

After the month's rents and months security, I would still have enough money for a couple of months’ rent which gave me a decent enough time to find a job.

I made up my mind.

I was going to travel to California with Becky, and I was going to live in San Francisco!

When I spoke to Becky about it, she seemed a bit disappointed that I wasn’t going to move to Stanford with her but when I explained my reasoning the disappointment seemed to disappear.

We hugged and started packing up our bedroom.

My mom walked into the bedroom and looked at me with despair. “Lexi, what are you doing?”

I looked at her as if she were crazy and sarcastically replied, “Packing.”

“Where are you going?” she asked as I looked at her with anger and answered, “Well I can’t stay here so I’m going with Becky to California.”

My mom looked at Becky with her mouth wide open and then looked at me.

“Over my dead body are you going to California!” my mom exclaimed.

I shook my head and yelled out, “Well I can’t stay here, now can I?!

Now you’re forbidding me to go to California?!

Please mom, just please!”

My mom ran from the room and yelled at the top of her lungs, “Bill! Bill! Bill, we need to talk right now!”

My dad walked into the bedroom and look at me and Becky.

“Family meeting now!” he seethed as Becky and I looked at each other.

We all went into the living room where my mom had a look of panic I had rarely seen before.

“I don’t get it!

I’m not going to college, so I can’t stay here yet I can’t go with Becky to California?

What is it you two want from me?!” I screamed. 

My mom yelled back, “We were bluffing, Lexi!

Do you think your dad and I would kick you out?!

We figured that you would come to your senses and register for classes!

Never in a million years did we think you would actually leave!”

My dad, in a stern voice, said, “Young lady you are not going to California with Becky and that’s final.”

I shook my head and looked at them both with defiance.

“Well I’m not going to college so what am I supposed to do?

Stay here and work a minimum wage job?”

My dad, again in a stern voice responded, “Well what are you going to do in California, Lexi, what?

You need a college degree just to get a decent job.

What type of job are you going to get at 18 with a high school diploma on the other side of the country?

Your mom and I are not going to let you ruin your life.

You will register for classes and you will attend college here at home and that’s final!”

“Bullshit!” I exclaimed.

“I’m going to fucking California with Becky and there isn’t a thing you can do about it!” I yelled.

My dad shook his head and said, “How are you going to get by in California with no money?” he calmly asked.

“I have six thousand dollars that you gave me!” I yelled out.

“No, you don’t Lexi.

Consider that check canceled” he said with a smirk.

“This is complete and utter bullshit and is not fair in any way!” I screamed as I ran into my bedroom.

I was seething, felt like crap and for as bad as the night before went this was making it far worse.

I didn’t know what to do or what to say. I

threw myself onto my bed and angrily stared at the ceiling.

A little over an hour later Becky came walking into our room.

“I talked to them.

They know they can’t stop you from going to California with me but they’re not going to help you monetarily.

They said if you are dead set on going with me, they’re not going to help you throw your life away.”

I looked at her with sadness and anger and simply shook my head.

Becky and I sat in our room in silence for quite some time until I had what I thought was the best idea of all time.

“Becky, we have awesome credit, don’t we?” I asked with joy.

She smiled and replied, “Of course, you know dad established our credit when we were both like ten.

What a minute, what are you thinking?”

I smiled and took in a deep breath of confidence.

“I don’t have a penny to my name, but I do have excellent credit.

Mom and dad may not want to help me monetarily, but they already have.

Buy now, pay later” I said as Becky quickly responded, “They’ll kill you.”

I giggled and answered, “Maybe, maybe not but I guess I’m going to find out.”

Amazing that an eighteen-year-old girl who never had a job could get credit just because her dad put her and her sister on his accounts as authorized users and had opened credit cards in our names which he never let us use.

I had credit lines opened for close to a decade and thanks to my dad I was able to get credit cards with varying limits on each.

When I totaled the credit lines available, I had access to a little over thirty thousand dollars.

I figured I could take a ten thousand dollar or so in a cash advance and use that money to make the minimum payments until I became settled and found a job.

Once I was working, I could easily pay the money back.

When it was time for me and Becky to leave my parents were furious not only at me but at Becky as well.

They felt that her being as responsible as she was would do her best to get me to stay and to take their side.

I hate to admit this, but I know my decision to go to California hurt Becky’s relationship with our parents even though she would never admit it.

Thinking back on those four days in our little beat up car and thousands of miles driven was one of the happiest times of my life.

Since Becky was in college and I would be living in San Francisco we agreed that she would keep the car and pick me up from time to time so we could spend time together on her campus.

I distinctly remember my “Oh shit!” moment.

I was standing in my tiny studio apartment and realized that I didn’t have a thing other than my clothes and toiletries.

I needed everything.

I need living room furniture, a microwave, toaster, pots, pans, bedroom furniture, sheets, pillows and coffee maker.

I mean everything.

Becky helped me buy as many things on the cheap as she could, but I knew she was starting school and needed to get settled herself, so I confidently lied and told her that I could manage the rest by myself.

Between my month’s rent, month’s security, the real estate fee and everything I had to buy for the apartment I quickly went through almost ten thousand dollars.

I hadn’t even been in San Francisco for a week and I was hemorrhaging cash.

Worst of all I couldn’t find a decent paying job.

A high school diploma with no work history doesn’t give a person many options.

Part of me wanted to go back home and tell my parents that they were right but the other part of me remained defiant.

I figured I would need to earn at minimum twenty-dollars an hour just to scrape by but the only place willing to hire me were fast food joints that paid minimum wage.

As the weeks turned into months I was in deep shit!

My credit lines were almost all maxed out, so I went out and got more credit.

I was racking my brain as to what I could do to earn money.

I went online and found out that people in sales could make more money than doctors and lawyers.

Great but what was such a high-ticket item that I could make a decent living?

Of course, being eighteen at the time I figured that car sales would be the way to go.

Not selling any old cars but high-end sports cars.

I always liked Porsches, so I made it my mission to get a job as a salesperson at a Porsche dealership.

I studied Porsches like I was studying for the bar exam.

I spent weeks pouring over the history of Porsche, the old models and new models including the options available.

Close to a month, later I was as close to a Porsche expert as I was ever going to be.

I remember this day as if it were yesterday.

I bought a professional but tight-fitting dress pulled my hair back and wore an amazing pair of stiletto heels.

I confidently walked into the Porsche dealership in San Francisco and asked to speak to the sales manager.

I waited for almost over an hour until a nervous looking older man finally greeted me.

“I’m Hanz Felder. What can I do for you, young lady?” he asked.

I looked at him straight in the eyes and replied, “I’m Lexi Becker, your new salesperson.”

He let out a small grunt and shook his head.

“Resume, Miss Becker,” he said to me.

I smiled and responded, “I don’t have one but you’re hiring a person, not a piece of paper Mr. Felder.

When do I start?”

He shook his head and said, “Miss Becker, we are the premier Porsche dealership in San Francisco, in fact, all of California and in the country.

We have a very stringent policy on new hires.

As such we don’t hire just anyone.

When you have any sort of experience selling high-end luxury performance vehicles come and see me.

Have a great day.”

As he began to walk away, I could feel the blood in my body become cold.

I was about to go into full-blown panic mode when I calmed myself down and said, “People must have thought Ferdinand Porsche was crazy when he made the world’s first hybrid in 1899 the same way you may think I am for wanting to work here.”

He quickly turned around and smiled at me.

He invited me into his office and over the course of the next couple of hours he asked me question after question trying to stump me but was unable to.

Long story short I was offered a sales position.

It was a combination of my knowledge and dumb luck.

One of their three salespeople was terminated the day prior.

I wish I had known then what I know now.   

Working at that Porsche dealership was not what I had imagined.

I was making between $200 to $500 a sale based on the model and a little more if they were incentives.

I was working 6 days a week, over 70 hours a week and still barely scraping by.

To make matters worse Hanz was not happy with my sales performance and I was told that if I didn’t pick up my sales I would be let go.

This was not what I had imagined when I decided to move to San Francisco but then again, I don’t know exactly what I thought was going to happen.

All I knew at that moment in time was that I was in deep trouble.

I was sitting at my desk on a random Tuesday when my phone rang.

“Hi, I’m calling about the red 911 GT3,” the female voice said through the phone.

I smiled to myself and replied that the car was at the dealership and available.

I scheduled the appointment with the woman named Tess for 4 pm that day.

The dealership was dead that day and I hoped beyond hope that Tess would show up for the appointment.

A little after 4 PM one of the most beautiful girls I had ever seen in my life walked through the doors.

She was tall, had an amazing tan, long black hair that was pulled into a ponytail and had amazing light ice blue eyes.

She was fit and was dressed as if she was just finished working out at the gym.

She wore a short tee shirt that exposed the muscles in her abs and wore a tight pair of spandex shorts.

As the receptionist walked her over to my office, I couldn’t help but be in awe at the sight of her.

“Miss Becker, this is Miss Tess Adams your 4 PM.”

I smiled and thanked Anne, the receptionist and said hello to Tess.

“Before we talk numbers, I need a test drive,” she said.

“I’m sorry but policy states that prior to the test drive we assure that you’re qualified to purchase the vehicle,” I said firmly.

She laughed and slapped bank statements in her name, “Theresa Adams”, on my desk showing close to $500,000 dollars in it between two accounts.

“If I want the car, I’m paying cash so I’m more than qualified,” she said.

I felt my body become warm.

She was so fucking hot, and I was so attracted to her I could barely contain myself.  

“Very well, I’ll get the car ready,” I said.

When I walked out of my office, Brian, my colleague said, “I would give both my legs and an arm to spend one night with that chick.”

I smirked and replied, “You’re an asshole.”

He laughed and said, “You know I am.”

Tess and I sat in the car.

She turned the car on and closed her eyes she revved the engine.

“This is beyond awesome!” she exclaimed as she floored the car and off we went.

She was a fucking maniac!

She was weaving in and out of traffic and eating one red light after another.

I thought she was going to kill us both until she slammed on the breaks at a red light.

Once we came to a stop, she smiled at me and said, “I’m starving.

Let’s get something to eat.”

I nervously replied, “I really need to get the car back to the dealership.”

She smirked at me and replied, “I’m buying the car so no need to worry.

What’s you’re sales managers name?”

“Hanz” I responded quickly.

She called the dealership, spoke to Hanz and told him that she was going to consummate the deal over an early dinner and would have me and the car back before 6 PM.

She drove us to a small outdoor café.

We took seats and she ordered a salad.

“Nothing for me, thank you,” I told the waiter.

“Not hungry?” she asked as I shook my head.

“So, tell me about yourself, Lexi,” she said.

“Not much to tell.

I just moved here from New York a few months ago” I responded.

She smiled and nodded her head as the waiter brought her salad to the table.

“Do you like working at Porsche?” she asked.

“It’s fine” I quickly replied.

“Not much of a talker, huh?” she said as I nodded my head and answered, “I’m just a little nervous is all.

I really need this sale” I replied.

What I wanted to say was that she made me nervous.

That the very sight of her made my heart beat fast and made me want to sweat.

She giggled and said, “I told you I’m buying the car.

If you don’t mind me asking how much is my sale worth to you?”

I shouldn’t say” I responded.

She opened her mouth wide and laughed. “Come on now, I already told you I’m buying the car.”

I took a deep breath and responded, “About $1500.”

“That sucks! You mean to tell me that I’m paying over $200,000 for a car, you’re making the sale and you’re only making around $1500?”

I slowly nodded my head in reply. 

She laughed and said, “Well congratulations, you just made yourself $1500 bucks.

Have a drink with me.”

I shook my head and said, “Thank you but no thank you.

I’m on the clock.”

She rolled her eyes and replied, “I insist” as she called the waiter over and order two Pina Coladas.

“I think that waiter is beyond hot.

Is he your type?” she asked.

I shook my head and said, “Not really.”

She had a look of amazement in her eyes.

“Come on Lexi.

He’s like twenty-five, is ripped to shreds and has the cutest dimples when he smiles.

Seriously, if he threw himself at you, you wouldn’t?” she asked.

I nervously laughed in reply, “Wouldn’t what?”

She giggled and asked, “F his brains out?”

I closed my eyes and shook my head.

“No, as I said, he’s not my type.”

She raised her eyebrows and asked, “Not into muscular cute guys?”

I grimaced and replied nervously, “Not into guys.”

As soon as the sentence left my mouth I quickly said, “I’m sorry I don’t want to make you uncomfortable.”

She laughed and responded, “No worries…I’m not uncomfortable.”

We sat at the table making small talk and drinking Pina Colada after the other.

I lost complete track of time and didn’t realize how late it was getting.

I was having such a good time with her I completely forgot that I was working.

“What do you do for a living?

I mean you can’t be much older than me, yet you have close to half a million dollars in the bank?” I asked.

She laughed and said, “I’m twenty-three and I don’t do anything that you couldn’t do.”

“Well, what is it?” I asked curiously.

“I’m a consultant” she replied and smiled.

“A consultant?” I asked.

She smiled and nodded her head.

Considering I had only known her for a few hours I didn’t want to pry.

My cell phone was ringing like crazy until I finally answered it.

“Get back here now!” Hanz screamed over the phone.

As Tess drove us back to the dealership she said, “I had a great time with you today.

Maybe you’d want to hang out again sometime?”

I smiled and said, “Yeah, sure” as we exchanged cell phone numbers. 

It was just past 8 PM when Tess and I pulled into the dealership.

Tess signed the papers and even signed finance papers, so I could earn a little more commission.

Before she drove off, she said, “Look forward to seeing you again.”  

I was on cloud nine.

I made a much-needed sale and had a great time.

That was until Hanz called me into his office.

He sat at his desk, typed away at his computer, pulled out a checkbook, wrote a check and smiled at me.

I took hold of the check in the amount of $4,000.

“You’re fired!” he exclaimed.

“I just sold a car for over $200,000!” I exclaimed back.

“No, what you did was go out on an over three-hour test drive and drank on the job.

You’re lucky I’m paying you at all.

Now get out of my office!” he exclaimed.

“Hanz, please don’t fire me.

I need this job!” I yelled with panic.

He shook his head and said, “I hired you against my better judgment but thankfully the situation has been rectified.

Take care and good night.”

As hard as I tried not to cry, I couldn’t help myself.

As I slowly walked out of the dealership with tears streaming from my eyes, I didn’t know what I was going to do.

I was getting deeper into debt and now I didn’t have a job.

I went to my apartment, took a long hot shower, wrapped myself in a towel and sat on my futon.

I grabbed my cell phone, called Becky and told her what happened.

“I’m picking you up on Thursday night after class.

My roommate is going home for the weekend and won’t be back until Sunday night” she said as I quickly agreed.

I hadn’t seen much of her and missed her terribly.

That was a great weekend.

Just hanging out with Becky made me feel better.

We went to an amazing fraternity party on Friday night, both got wasted and spent Saturday vegging out and watching movies.

Just seeing how happy Becky was at college made me forget all about the situation I was in.

On Saturday night I received a text message from Tess asking what I was doing.

I replied that I was visiting my sister at Stanford and would be back on Sunday afternoon.

“You two want company?” the text message read.

I asked Becky and she said, “Sure, okay.”

A couple of hours later Tess arrived at the door room.

“I need the bathroom asap,” she said as Becky showed her the bathroom.

Becky looked at me and said, “Wow, she’s beautiful.” I nodded my head in agreement.

Tess came out of the bathroom and asked, “What’s on the agenda?”

Becky and I looked at each other and then we both looked at Tess.

“I have a friend who owns an amazing club in Mountain view. Let’s go” Tess said to us.

Becky laughed and replied, “Sure if it weren’t for the fact that Lexi and I are eighteen.”

Tess rolled her eyes and responded, “It’s not an issue and I’ll even drive.”

Becky and I got ready and out the door, we went.

“Where’s the Porsche?” I asked Tess.

“At home, I took my Mercedes,” she replied.

Tess drove us out to an amazing night club in Mountain View.

As we all approached the entrance there was a tall and handsome man who seemed to be waiting for Tess.

“Tess, you look amazing as always,” the man said as she replied, “Marco it’s so nice to see you” as she kissed him on the cheek.

“These are my friends, Lexi and Becky,” she said to him.

Marco looked at us and smiled, “Ladies, welcome.”

He walked us all inside the club.

The place was unlike any place I had been to before.

The music was loud and great, the drinks were flowing and there seemed to be hundreds of people inside.

Becky was beyond wasted and spent the night dancing with some guy who pumped her full of drinks. 

I spent the night talking to Tess while keeping a close eye on Becky.

As the night was ending the guy, “Kyle” asked to take Becky home which I, of course, would not let happen.

Tess drove us back to campus.

We carried Becky into her dorm room.

“I can take you home,” Tess said to me as I shook my head and said, “I don’t really want to go back to my place yet.”

She smiled and said, “Fine we can go to my place.

Besides I don’t think Becky is going to feel like driving you home much in the morning.”

I gave Becky a big hug and a kiss and told her I would call her during the week.

A little over an hour later Tess pulled her car into the driveway of an immaculate home in Mill Valley.

It had an in-ground swimming pool with an inground hot tub.

Five bedrooms, three full bathrooms and two half baths.

There were dark colored hardwood floors throughout the house, a luxurious kitchen and a balcony that overlooked the water.

“Wow, this place is fucking amazing!” I yelped.

Tess laughed and said, “Thank you and it will be all mine in a little over 300 more payments.”

It was a little past 3 AM when Tess brought a bottle of champagne and two glasses out onto the balcony.

“I love this place.

I fell in love with it the first time I walked in” she said to me.

I smiled and replied, “I can see why.

I’ve only seen homes like this in magazines.”

She smiled and asked, “Are you working on Monday?”

I shook my head and said, “Nope… not working on Monday or any fucking day thereafter.

I got fired.”

Her eyes opened as wide as a deer in the headlights.

“Did you lose your job because of me?” she asked as I shrugged my shoulders.

“I feel terrible,” she said as tears began to form in her eyes.

“No, it’s okay.

I didn’t like it there all that much anyway.

I’ll find something else.”

With her eyes now full of hope she said, “I have a client that owns a Honda dealership.

I’m sure I can get you a job there.”

A beggar can’t be a chooser, so I said, “Sure I would really appreciate it.”

Tess smiled and said, “Great, I’ll make a call on Monday.”

Tess did make that call on Monday and on Tuesday I started my new job at the Honda dealership.

I knew nothing about the cars, so it took me a few weeks to become familiar with all the models and features but over the course of the next few months, I found my groove.

My groove being early twenty-year-old guys looking to buy their first new car.

They're out of control hormones combined with my looks and sales acumen was a match made in heaven.

Becky was doing well at college and was dating the guy from the club, “Kyle.”

Tess was quickly becoming a close friend even though I didn’t get to spend much time with her.

She was always traveling for work but when we did get together it was always a fun time.

It was almost like living the same day over and again.

I was working six days a week and making a decent living.

I was even slowly paying down my credit card debt.

Becky and I went home for Christmas, but my life was pretty much the same until summer came along.

Becky decided to go back home for the summer, but I, of course, had no intention of doing so.

California was now my home and even if I wanted to go home for the summer I couldn’t without losing my job.

That summer would change my life forever even though I didn’t know it at the time.

It all began during a usual Monday morning sales meeting.

“Staff I want you all to meet my daughter, Francine.

She’s going to be working here for the summer helping you all out with whatever is needed” my boss told us.

Francine? Wow!

She had big beautiful brown eyes, curly long brown hair and stood around five feet five inches.

She has an amazing smile and dimples formed in her cheeks when she did. 

She had just completed her sophomore year at the University of California Berkley and was going to spend the summer working at her father’s dealership.

The first time I saw her it was as if time stood still.

I was instantly attracted to her.

No matter where I was it was as if she was always close by.

Whenever I needed her help with a customer, she was always touching me.

It was subtle at first.

For example, I would hand her paperwork, but she would brush her hand against mine as she took hold of the paperwork.

She would run her fingers through my hair and ask, “Did you do something different?”

She would have lunch with me at my desk.

As I would eat, she would become fixated on my mouth.

I knew I was attracted to her but even with the subtle ways of her flirting with me, I wasn’t sure if it was all in my head or if I was seeing something that was there.

That was until a Saturday night not unlike many others.

I had a pending sale that was running late.

My sales manager, “Doug” had plans that night and it was already a few minutes past our normal closing time. 

I told him I would lock up and Francine told him she would stick around with me and help me close everything down.

I closed the sale and Francine helped me lock the dealership up for the night.

I thanked her for her help and said, “See you Monday” as I started my long walk home.

“Wait, I’ll drive you home,” she said.

“Sure” I replied as Francine drove me to my apartment.

As we sat in her car she asked, “Plans tonight?”

I shook my head and said, “No just a hot shower and maybe some television.”

She smiled and asked, “You want company?”

I smiled and answered, “Okay, sure.”

“I’m sorry it’s so hot in here,” I said as I turned on the air conditioner.

“It’ll get cool in here in a little while,” I said in an embarrassed voice.

Francine smiled and said, “Nice place. Very cozy.”

“Thank you” I responded.

She picked up a picture I had of me and Becky.

She looked at me and asked, “Girlfriend?”

“No, that’s my fucking sister, Francine” I responded as she laughed.

“Excuse me for a minute. I really need a shower” I said.

Francine slowly closed the distance between us and locked onto my eyes.

“Sounds like fun,” she said as she leaned in and kissed me.

As our lips touched, I could feel as best as I can describe as electricity running through my body.

When our tongues touched, I became completely lost in the moment.

I wrapped my arms around her back as our tongues intertwined as she started rubbing my ass.

She unzipped my skirt and pulled it down to the ground and began to rub my pussy over my panties.

I stopped kissing her as she began to kiss and lick my neck.

“Shower,” she said as I smiled and walked her into my tiny bathroom.

I turned the water on as we again began to kiss.

Before I knew it, we were both nude and standing in my shower with the cold water crashing over our bodies.

Her pussy was shaved completely bare and her nipples were small and rock hard.

As I placed her nipple into my mouth she moaned with excitement.

She quickly turned the water off and took me by my hand.

She walked me out of the shower and sat me on my futon.

She dropped to her knees and began to lick and suck on my toes.

She slowly licked and kissed my legs and began to lick around my pussy until I felt her warm wet tongue brush over my cit.

I placed my legs across her shoulders as she held onto both of my legs and licked my pussy furiously.

I began to run my fingers through her hair as she continued to lick me and inserted a finger inside of me.

As her finger thrust in and out of me, I let get off her hair and placed my arms over my head.

She removed her finger from me and stopped licking me.

She rose to her feet and said, “Lay down” as she breathed heavily.

I did as she commanded and laid on my back on the futon.

She placed her pussy over my mouth and placed her face over my pussy.

As we began to lick each other I wrapped my arms around her waist and pulled her closer to my mouth.

Her pussy tasted great, and I couldn’t get enough of her.

I licked her pussy slow then fast and continued to do so until she stopped licking me and quickly moved her pussy across my tongue until she screamed out at the top of her lungs, “Lexi! Oh my God! Don’t stop, don’t stop, don’t…”

She had an extremely loud orgasm and now laid motionless on top of my body.

She slowly removed her body from on top of me and now laid on top of me with our faces, inches apart.

She began to kiss me and rub my pussy at the same time.

She kissed me and played with me until I too had an extremely loud orgasm.

We gazed into each other’s eyes as we enjoyed each other’s bodies for the rest of the night and into the morning.

We barely slept at all and before long it was time to leave for work.

At work, it was hard for us to keep our hands to ourselves.

Francine and I were going at it on a nightly basis, practically every night for well over a month.

Granted my only sexual experience had been with Jenna but the things I did with Francine I wouldn’t have imagined doing.

I knew she had a foot fetish, but I didn’t realize the extent of her ass fetish.

She loved eating and playing with my ass.

She was always so aggressive, but I loved every minute of it.

I never thought I would allow someone to penetrate me, but I did.

The first time Francine fucked me with a strap on I was nervous, but she was so gentle and caring that I would be lying if I said I didn’t enjoy it.

The first time I fucked Francine with a strap on my thighs and ass muscles hurt for days.

The more time we spent with each other the freakier she became.

She loved riding me with a strap on and inserting a dildo into her ass.

We didn’t go out on dates.

It was always me and her in my apartment fucking each other’s brains out.

All I knew was the more time we spent together the more my feelings changed.

It went from casual sex to freaky sex.

From enjoying spending time with her, to wanting to spend more time with her to wanting to be with her all the time. 

From not going out on dates to going out all the time.

Dinner, the movies, bowling to just walking on the beach.

My entire world revolved around work and Francine.

Becky knew all about her as did Tess. 

For as much as I thought I loved Jenna what I felt toward Francine was so much stronger.

I was head over heels in love with her in a little over three months.

The thought of her going back to college and no longer seeing her every day at work made my heart ache.

That was until she told me that she was going to commute to school and continue working at the dealership.

I was over the moon with happiness.

As I said earlier the things, I did with Francine I couldn’t have imagined doing.

This was especially true a little over four months into our relationship.

We had gone out for drinks after work one night and took a cab to her parent’s house.

They had gone away on a trip and she had the house to herself for a couple of weeks.

We were in her bedroom and started going at it as soon as we walked in.

She practically tore my clothes off.

I was completely nude, and she was fully dressed.

She sat me on her bed and began to lick in between my toes and suck on the big toe on my right foot.

I didn’t especially enjoy having my toes licked and sucked but I knew how much she enjoyed it, so I always let her do it.

I didn’t especially enjoy her fingering my asshole when she ate my ass but again, I knew how much she enjoyed doing it, so I again let her.

Her tongue inside of my ass did feel amazing though.

I was so drunk the room was spinning a bit but when I opened my eyes the spinning stopped.

She quickly undressed and removed the strap on from her dresser.

As she affixed the strap on, she grinned at me with a face full of lust.

She slowly walked over to me on the bed and said, “Suck it.”

I had never done this before and asked, “You want me to suck on your strap on?”

She smiled and grabbed the back of my head and said, “Suck it, baby.”

I slowly got off the bed and dropped to my knees.

I slowly placed the strap on dildo into my mouth and began to suck on it.

“Yes baby, just like that,” she said.

I sucked on it for a few minutes until she removed it from my mouth.

She again walked over to her dresser and removed a bottle of lube.

She soaked the strap on dildo with lube and smiled at me.

She helped me to my feet and told me to kneel on the bed.

“What are you doing?” I asked with concern.

“I’ve wanted to do this to you for so long she said” lustfully.

I slowly kneeled on her bed and placed my ass in the air.

Francine kissed and lick my ass cheeks and inserted her tongue inside my ass.

As she licked my ass, she placed a finger into my ass.

She stopped licking my ass and removed her finger.

She slowly started running the head of the dildo around my asshole and slowly attempted to insert it into my ass.

I tensed up and pulled away from her.

“Francine, I don’t want to do this,” I said.

“Come on baby, please.

Please, Lexi” she practically begged.

I took a deep breath and said, “Fine.”

She again slowly rubbed the head of the dildo around my asshole and slowly inserted it into my ass.

I let out a grunt as it felt uncomfortable.

It didn’t feel too bad when she thrusted into my ass but when she thrusted outward it hurt like hell.

It hurt so much I let out an “Ow!”

At first, she was going slow but before I knew it, she was pounding my ass.

The louder I screamed in pain the faster she went.

It was as if my yelling in pain was turning her on.

“Francine it hurts!” I exclaimed as she began to play with my clit as she pounded my ass.

It was a combination of pain and pleasure that I had never felt before.

Pain, pleasure, pain, pleasure, pain, pleasure until I had the most intense orgasm of my life.

I could feel my asshole throbbing as she removed the dildo from my ass.

I was drenched in sweat as she placed her body on top of mine as she kissed and licked my neck.

We were now going on for six months together.

We still spent a lot of time together but not as much time as we had been.

It was felt like a usual day at work, but little did I know it would be far from usual.

It was just past noon when a handsome young guy, maybe around twenty-one came into the dealership looking for Francine.

Francine walked into the dealership from the back, looked at the guy, ran across the sales floor and kissed him on the lips.

“Daddy, this is Xavier,” she said to her father.

“Xavier, so nice to finally meet you.

I feel like I already know you for as much as Francine talks about you!”

Franklin, my boss, and Francine’s dad exclaimed.

I felt sick to my stomach.

“What the fuck was going on!” I yelled to myself in my head.

I quickly rose from my chair and ran into the bathroom where I proceeded to puke my brains out. 

By the time I left the bathroom, Francine was nowhere to be found.

I told my sales manager that I was sick and not feeling well so he let me go home.

I spent the entire day wondering what was going on.

That was until Francine showed up at my apartment as if nothing had happened.

I was full of anger and yelled at her, “Who the fuck was that guy you kissed at the dealership?!”

She looked at me as if I were insane and as a matter of fact said calmly, “Xavier.”

“Xavier?! Who the fuck is Xavier and why did you kiss each other?” I exclaimed.

“He’s my boyfriend” she again said calmly.

“What the fuck?!” I yelled.

“Call me fucking crazy but I thought we were an item?!” I screamed out.

She let out a small laugh and responded, “I don’t remember talking to you about us being exclusive.

Besides, there are certain things you can’t give me that I need.” 

As tears began to form in my eyes I lashed out, “What the fuck would that be?

A fucking cock?”

Francine slowly nodded her head and answered, “Well yeah.

I’m not totally gay I’m bisexual.”

“Bisexual?

In six months, you never ever said anything about being bisexual!” I yelled out.

Francine shrugged her shoulders and replied, “I guess it’s never come up.

What’s the big deal anyway?

You’re into me and I’m into you” she said calmly.

I was floored.

“I’m in love with you and I’m not going to fucking share you with anyone!” I yelled out.

She looked concerned as she attempted to touch my arm.

“Don’t fucking touch me!” I screamed as I slapped her hand away from me.

“Why are you so upset, Lexi?” she asked as I became dumbfounded.

“Are you fucking kidding me, Francine?! I lashed out again.

She now looked angry.

“No, I’m not kidding you!

We not once said anything about being exclusive!

I never fucked with your head, not once!

I’ve never said that I love you, not once, Lexi!

How are you mad at me over something you imagined in your head?!

It’s not my fault you feel the way that you do, it’s yours!” she said coldly.

She was right, but her words still cut me like a dagger.

As tears streamed from my face I yelled, “Get the fuck out of my apartment!

I never ever want to see you again!”

She shook her head and said, “We work together, Lexi.”

I shook my head and without thinking for a second, I replied, “Not anymore, I fucking quit.”

Francine shook her head and said, “Fine if that’s the way you want it” and left.

I was beyond depressed.

No job and no income but I didn’t care.

I didn’t want to eat and could barely sleep.

I wasn’t answering my cell phone and not responding to text message from anyone.

Not Becky, not my parents and not Tess.

I had locked myself in my apartment for about a week when I heard pounding on my door.

I slowly opened my door to find a frantic Becky standing before me.

“Lexi, what the fuck?

I’ve been trying to get a hold of you all fucking day?!” she yelled with tears streaming from her face.

“Becky, what the fuck is wrong?

Why are you crying?” I asked with grave concern.

She grabbed me tightly and said, “It’s dad.

He’s in the hospital.

He had a heart attack.”

As panic engulfed my body I asked, “Is he going to be okay?”

She shrugged her shoulders and said, “I don’t know, Lexi. I don’t know” as she began to hysterically cry.

We sat on my futon as we tried to figure out what to do.

“Becky, you need to go back to school.

Just because dad’s in the hospital doesn’t mean you should flunk out” I said.

Becky shook her head and said, “I can’t.

How am I supposed to concentrate?”

I put my hand on her shoulder and replied, “Do your best…I’ll go home.

If anything changes, I’ll let you know.

Okay?”

We held each other for a few minutes and cried as Becky said, “Promise me if anything changes for the worse, you’ll let me know.”

I locked onto her face and said, “I promise.”

Becky left a few minutes later as I paced around my apartment trying to figure out what to do.

About an hour later I again heard pounding on my door.

I opened the door to find an angry Tess standing before me.

“What the hell, Lexi?

You’re not answering my calls, or my texts and Franklin told me you quit!” she barked.

She then stood in silence as she looked at me with concern and asked, “What’s wrong?”

As tears streamed down my face I replied sadly, “It’s my dad.

He’s sick and in the hospital.

I told Becky I was going to head back home but I don’t know how the fuck I’m getting there.

I’m fucking broke and I don’t know what the fuck to do?”

Tess looked at me with concern and understanding and said, “I’ll take you home.

We can fly out tonight.”

I shook my head and said, “Thank you but I can’t let you do this.”

She placed her hand on my face and said, “I insist.

Besides what are friends for?”

I hugged her tightly and said, “I promise I’ll pay you back.”

She smiled and responded, “Don’t worry about it.

Pack your things, I’ll be back in a few hours to get you.”

We arrived in Niagara in the early morning the next day where my mom was waiting for us.

As soon as my mom saw me, she ran to me and hugged me tightly as I hugged her back even more tightly.

“I’m so happy your home, Lex,” my mom said to me with happiness.

I smiled and said, “Mom, this is my friend Tess.”

My mom smiled at her and said, “Tess it’s so nice to meet you.

I’m Stephanie.”

Tess smiled and hugged my mom.

On the ride to the house, I asked, “How is he?”

My mom with a look of despair answered, “Not good, baby. Not good at all.”

We arrived home a little after 3 AM.

My mom was exhausted but I neither myself nor Tess was tired.

We were still on California time and after my mom turned in me and Tess went outside to the back yard.

I went into the garage and grabbed a couple of beers as we took a seat at the patio table.

“So, this is home?” Tess said as I smiled and said, “Yeah, this is home.”

She smiled and asked, “What was it like growing up here?”

I thought for a moment and replied, “Happy.

I was never meant to feel anything other than their daughter and Becky’s sister even though I was adopted.

The shit I put them through.

Part of me feels responsible for my dad.

What can’t I be like Becky instead of the fucking disaster that I am?”

Tess took a sip of her beer and said, “You’re not a disaster.

I’m a disaster.

You just haven’t found your way yet, but you will.”

I was confused and asked, “You make a ton of money and you’re always traveling.

You have amazing cars and a beautiful home.

How are you a disaster?”

She took another sip of her beer and responded, “That’s a conversation for another day.

Anyway, I need to lay down.”

I smiled and showed her to my bedroom where I set her up in Becky’s bed.

I didn’t sleep a wink and went to the hospital first thing in the morning to visit my dad with Tess, my mom and my dad’s best friend who was more like my uncle, “Tommy.”

My dad had breathing tubes in his nose and mouth and looked terrible.

My mom left the room to speak to the doctor with Tommy as I sat next to my dad holding his hand.

My mom came back into the room hysterically crying as Tommy held her tightly and walked with her to stop her from falling.

“I’m going to take your mom home.

Spend some time with your dad.

I’ll be back in an hour or so” he said as I nodded my head.

Tess didn’t say a word as she sat next to me next to my dad’s bedside.

Close to two hours later Tommy returned.

As we drove back to my house Tommy began. “Becky needs to come home.”

As panic engulfed my body as I asked, “Why does Becky need to come home?”

He glanced over at me sadly and responded, “To say goodbye, Lexi.

The only thing keeping him going is the ventilator.”

Those words played over and again in my head.

I couldn’t bring myself to call Becky but thankfully Tess made the call.

My mom purchased a ticket for her, and she arrived home the following day.

Thank God for Tommy and Tess who took care of everything.

From the church to the funeral arrangements to the burial there wasn’t a thing that Becky, my mom or I had to worry about.

It was a Tuesday when we all said our goodbyes to my dad in that hospital room.

Up until that moment, I thought Francine shattering my heart was the worst thing in the world but, not even close.

Tess was my rock and if it weren’t for her I don’t know what I would have done.

I had to be strong for my mom and Becky, but I was as fragile as a piece of paper.

After the burial we had a small get together at our house for family and close friends.

At the end of the day, Tommy asked to speak to me in private.

We went out back and talked.

“You know that you and your sister meant the world to him.

He loved you both so very much” he said to me.

As tears fell from my eyes I said, “I killed him, Tommy.

It’s my fault he’s dead, isn’t it?”

He hugged me tightly and said, “No Lexi, you didn’t kill him.

Don’t ever think that.

It was just his time.”

We talked for hours.

I learned from Tommy that the company my mom worked for had moved leaving her without a job and more importantly without an income.

That my dad was working harder than ever to close the gap while still paying the mortgage, bills and Becky’s college tuition.

That my dad was in a bad financial situation and refinanced the house to make things easier which at the end of the day didn’t.

He told me that even with my dad’s life insurance money my mom was going to have to sell the house and worse of all, there was only enough money left in Becky’s college fund for her to finish out the year.

I made him promise me that Becky wouldn’t find out any of what we had talked about which he reluctantly agreed to.

We spent a few more days at the house and returned to California.

Tess dropped Becky off on campus and then took me back to my apartment.

When we walked into my apartment, I went to take a shower leaving Tess watching television.

When I got out of the shower there was Tess, sitting on my futon going through my bank statements and credit card bills which I had left on my coffee table.

She looked at me and said, “You’re fucked.

What in the hell were you thinking?

How did you rack up this much debt?

You barely have enough money to pay your rent, then what?”

I shrugged my shoulders and responded, “I have no clue.”

She shook her head and said, “Pack your things.”

“Huh?” I asked.

“You’re going to live with me until we can sort things out,” she said to me.

“Tess, I couldn’t do that to you,” I said as she quickly said, “You’re not doing anything to me.

Pack your shit now and let’s go.”

What choice did I have?

I reluctantly packed my clothes and some personal items and moved into Tess’s house.

I wasn’t sure what to expect living with Tess, but I liked it when she was home which was rarely.

She was constantly traveling, and my curiosity was starting to get the better of me.

Her closets were filled with gowns and exquisite clothing and she had tons of expensive jewelry.

There were pictures of her in front of the Eifel tower, in front of pyramids and the statue of Zeus at Olympia.

However, except for a picture of me, Becky and Tess and a few others with people that I had no clue about there weren’t any other pictures in the house.

No pictures of any family from what I could see.

The landline in the house never rang and she barely received any mail.

She had a bookshelf in the lounge area of her basement filled with tons of books.

Books about finance, real estate, small business and the like.

It was all so strange to me.

Months passed with me living there trying to find a job with little luck.

Car sales was all that I had ever done and that’s all I could find.

I didn’t know much but I did know that I didn’t want to do that for the rest of my life.

Tess would sometimes be gone for a few days, sometimes a week and other times for weeks at a time.

Regardless of the length of her absence, it was always a few days before she became the Tess the I knew.

As the weeks turned into months, my curiosity was turning into an obsession.

I needed to know what Tess was up to and my snooping around the house didn’t provide any answers.

I had no choice, I needed to come right out and ask her.

Tess had just returned from one of her trips as I sat outside on the balcony on my laptop trying to figure out what do for a living that would pay enough for me to support myself, get out of debt and help Becky with college tuition.

“I’m sorry I’ve been here so long.

I promise that I’ll be out of your hair as soon as I can” I said to her.

She smiled and said, “No rush.

I like having you here.

Stay as long, as you want.

I need a drink…want one?” she asked as I replied, “Yeah, why not?”

She made us vodka’s and cranberries and we drank one drink after another for hours on end.

I was feeling buzzed and happy as I looked at Tess and said, “Tess, can I ask you something?”

She smiled at me and said, “Sure.”

I took a deep breath and exhaled.

“I’ve been living here for a few months and I few things are striking me as a bit odd.”

She raised her eyebrows and asked, “Like what?”

I again took in a deep breath and exhaled.

“Like the fact that you’re always traveling.

Like the fact that you’re twenty-three and make so much money.

You don’t have a college degree yet you’re a consultant.

What consultant at your age earns what you do?

How is it possible that someone as young as you are can travel the world and have what you have?

You’re my closest friend in the world to me besides Becky yet it’s like I don’t know anything about you.”

She smiled and said, “I was wondering when this conversation was going to happen so here, we are.

Okay, you have questions and I have answers.

Just promise me that you won’t judge me, okay?”

I nodded my head and replied, “I would never judge you, Tess.”

She made another two drinks and took a big sip of hers.

She closed her eyes tightly for a moment and slowly opened them.

“I’ve been on my own since I was fifteen.

I never knew my father, but I did know my stepfather all too well.

My mom was a drug addict, a heroin addict to be exact.

He made sure to keep her as high as possible, so he could do whatever he wanted.

From my earliest childhood memories, he emotionally, physically and sexually abused me.

It took a while for me to realize that what was happening to me at home wasn’t normal, but I couldn’t bring myself to do anything about it.

My mom knew what was happening but she either didn’t care or was too high to care.

When she died of an overdose, I knew that what was happening to me was only going to become worse and I was right.

It took every ounce of strength I had to go to the police.

He was arrested, others came forward, trial and conviction.

With no family to turn to I was deemed a ward of the state and was sent to a foster home.”  

“I didn’t have a red cent to my name, but I packed whatever clothing I had into my book bag and left.

I didn’t know where I was going but I did know was that I had to go.

I hitchhiked from Detroit to North Dakota and wound up a truck stop.

I figured I would need to be somewhere warm, so I decided that California was my best bet.

I met a truck driver at the truck stop that I could best describe as close to my stepdad.

Long story short I made my way to Venice, California.

Let’s just say that it wasn’t all too hard for me to make money doing with men what my stepfather had done to me for all that time.

At least I was now getting paid and I could support myself.

That’s what I did for a little over three years.

One day after a liaison I went to the hotel bar. 

The guy I had been with was some sort of high paid businessman.

I took a seat at the bar and ordered a drink.

A few minutes later a beautiful woman, dressed flawlessly sat across the bar from me.

She could tell I was upset and talked to me.

I found out we did the same thing for a living, but she was not only getting paid much more she was being treated like a queen.

She set me up with her agency and she became my mentor.”

I was stunned and wasn’t sure what to say.

“I swallowed loudly and asked, “So you’re a prostitute?”

She replied, “High-end escort to be exact.

I exchange my personal time with men who in turn compensate me for my time.

Actually, they compensate the company I work for who in turn compensate me.”

“So, the guy who owns the club and my former boss…” I began to say as she cut me off and said, “Clients.”

“Do they hurt you?” I naively asked.

She took another big sip of her drink and responded, “Not on purpose and It’s not all that bad.

It’s pretty much the closest thing to love I’ve ever experienced.

Their all high net worth men who have tons of money who are missing something in their lives that I provide.

Many are married and highly respected in their field of business and in their communities.

I fulfill a need in their lives.

Some are just too busy to have a conventional relationship.

Others are married and have certain sexual needs that aren’t being met at home.

Sometimes it’s an emotional connection that clients seek.”

“I sat in silence for a moment and asked, “So you don’t always have sex with them?”

“She smirked and said, “Not always but pretty close.”

“Okay, then,” I said nervously.

She closed her eyes tightly and blurted out, “You think I’m a whore, don’t you?!”

I shook my head and replied, “No, not at all.

I still think you’re amazing and I still don’t know where I would be without you.”

Tess looked at me with the most serious look I had ever seen come across her face.

“You think less of me, don’t you?” she asked me.

I shook my head and replied, “I think it’s amazing that you’ve gone through what you have yet you’re the person that you are.”

As weeks passed, I was starting to become desperate.

I had less than a thousand dollars in my bank accounts and I missed my credit card payments.

I tried to get more credit but was unable to.

If I made even half of what Tess did my problems would be solved.

I could support myself, my mom, get out of debt and pay for Becky’s tuition.

The only issue was having sex with fucking men!

Never in my life had I wanted to be touched by a guy, but I figured if I had to, I could.

The only way I would know if I could do what Tess did was to have sex with a guy for the first time.

I figured it wouldn’t be all too hard to find a guy to have sex with.

I just had to set my mind on doing it and it would get done.

The only problem was the very thought of allowing a guy to touch me sexually filled me with panic, so I put the thought in the back of my mind.

I needed to talk to someone, but I knew it couldn’t be Becky.

“Hey Becky, I want to get fucked by a guy to find out if I could fuck guys for a living.”

She would have lost her shit.

I know I needed to talk to Tess about it but wasn’t sure on how to bring up the subject.

All I could bring myself to do was drink and smoke joint after joint day after day.

Even if I had gone to college at home like my parents wanted, I would still be in the same situation except that I wouldn’t have Tess in my life and Becky close by.

What the fuck was I going to do and how the fuck was I going to do it?

Tess would be my mentor! 

Tess was away but I knew she would be home the following day.

I psyched myself up and figured I would bring it up to her the next night.

I was lying in bed staring at the ceiling thinking about what my life was going to be like.

I tried to sleep but I was tossing and turning.

I decided to go out to the backyard and sit next to the pool.

I exited my bedroom and made my way outside.

To my surprise, there was Tess sitting poolside with her feet in the water.

She was drinking whiskey straight from the bottle, sitting in her bra and panties and crying.

I wasn’t sure if I should go back inside or go to her.

I made up my mind to try and go back into the house when our eyes locked.

“I thought you weren’t coming home until tomorrow morning?” I said as I made my way to her.

“That was the plan, but my client had to leave early so I changed my flight.”

I sat on the floor next to the pool beside her and asked, “Are you okay?”

She looked at me with tears in her eyes and asked, “What do you think of me?”

I smiled and replied, “You know I think the world of you.”

She shook her head and asked, “No what do you think about us?”

I was confused and responded, “I’m not sure what you’re asking.”

She put the bottle down and rose to her feet.

She removed her bra and pulled her panties down to her feet.

She kicked her panties into the pool and asked again, “What do you think about us?”

I swallowed loudly and again said, “I’m not sure what you’re asking.”

She licked her lips and said, “Do you find me attractive?”

I quickly nodded my head and said, “You’re the most beautiful woman I have ever seen and...”

Tess cut me off and said, “Don’t tell me, show me.”

I couldn’t believe this was happening.

There was Tess standing before me in the nude showing me her perfect tits and her bare shaven pussy telling me to go for it.

Without hesitation, I grabbed her around her waist and pulled her into me as our lips touched and our tongues began to touch.

I slowly began to move my hands from her waist up her sides and slowly began to move my hands toward her tits.

I was about to feel her tits for the first time when I heard a door slam shut.

Is a door slamming shut?

What the fuck?

I was suddenly awake.

Fuck! I just had an erotic dream about Tess!

My sheets were covered in sweat as were my clothes.

I ran my fingers through my hair and thought, “Your life isn’t complicated enough Lexi.

You need to be lusting after the friend whose letting you live in her house to make things easier.”

I went into the bathroom and looked at myself in the mirror.

“It’s just a dream.

It doesn’t mean anything” I said to my reflection.

I took a quick shower, got dressed and went into the kitchen to find Tess sitting at the island sipping on a cup of coffee and munching on a muffin.

She smiled at me and asked, “I brought you a blueberry one.

Want it?”

I slowly shook my head.

“It’s your favorite.

Are you feeling okay?”

I slowly nodded my head.

How was it fucking possible?

It was a little after 8 AM, she wasn’t wearing any sort of makeup, was wearing a baseball cap and a long tee shirt but looked amazing!

“Earth to Lexi!” she exclaimed.

“Sorry, I didn’t sleep well last night…just a bit out of it.

How was your trip?” I replied.

She smiled and said, “Great!

I have box seat tickets for the A’s tonight against the Yankees.

Want to go?”

“Where?” I asked in a daze. 

“The game.

Becky and her new boyfriend are coming.”

“Becky has a new boyfriend?” I asked.

“Yeaahhhh.

Are you okay?” she asked again.

“I need to lay down again” I replied as she said, “Okay, you do that then.”

“FUCK!” I exclaimed in my head as I plopped myself onto my bed.

Sure, I was attracted to her the very first time I saw her, but this couldn’t be happening.

She wasn’t just my friend she was my best friend not named Becky.

Whatever it was I was feeling I needed to shake it off and shake it off fast.

Yeah, I knew Becky had a new boyfriend.

His name was Todd and she was way into him.

So, into him that it was time for the test.

I hadn’t seen Becky since the funeral and missed her terribly.

Becky was driving Todd in and meeting us at Tess’s house where Tess would drive us to the game.

As the time for Becky to arrive drew closer, I started to panic.

Tess looked at me and said, “What gives?

This is supposed to be fun.”

I gritted my teeth and said, “I don’t want what happened last time to happen again.”

“What do you mean?” she asked.

“When Becky is into a guy, we “test” him as in me coming onto him.

If he bites then it’s over.”

She looked amused and asked, “You do this often?”

I shook my head and replied, “Just once before.”

She started laughing and said, “There is no guy on Earth who would pass on you coming onto him.

Unless this guy is gay, he’s going to bite.”

Tess was right.

I offered to suck his dick and he accepted.

We went to a spot where there was no one around, he whipped his dick out,

I took a picture and Todd was history.

Tess and I felt bad for Becky but we both couldn’t stop from laughing at the end of the night when Tess said she received the tickets from the catcher on the A’s who liked to catch because it loosened him up.

A few days later Tess and I were lounging around the house.

Tess was lying in the big fluffy couch downstairs in the lounge reading a book on finance.

“Tess, can I ask you something?” I asked in a low pitiful voice.

Tess removed her eyes from the book and looked at me.

“What’s up?” she asked.

I took a deep breath and exhaled slowly.

“You know I haven’t been able to find my niche yet and I’ve been doing a lot of thinking.

I have debt out of my ass, Becky only has enough money to finish this year out for school and my mom isn’t in great financial shape” I said as Tess raised her eyebrows.

“Okay?” she said as I continued, “As I was saying, I’ve been doing a lot of thinking and if I made even half of what you did all of my financial issues would be solved.”

She smiled and shook her head.

“When was the last time you made a credit card payment, Lexi?” she asked.

“A few months ago,” I replied.

She smiled and replied, “Don’t you find it odd that you haven’t received one phone call asking for payment?”

I thought for a moment and realized that even though I had missed my credit card payments I hadn’t received one phone call from a creditor.

“Yeah, now that I think about it, it’s very odd” I admitted to her.

She started laughing and said, “It’s not odd when you don’t owe them money.”

I was stuck for a moment when it hit me.

“Tess, did you pay off my credit cards?” I asked with a stunned voice.

She smiled and replied, “I did, so no need to worry about that.”

I was floored.

“Tess, I owed over sixty-thousand dollars!” I exclaimed.

“Sixty-two thousand, five hundred forty-two dollars and twenty-four cents to be exact,” she said with exuberance in her voice.

“I’m not comfortable at all with this Tess.

It’s going to take me forever to pay you back!” I yelled out.

Tess put her book down and sat on the couch.

She patted the seat next to her as in asking me to sit down.

I took a seat next to her with tears in my eyes.

“Lexi, if you feel obligated to pay me back, once you get settled and find whatever it is you want to do with your life you can pay me back.

Even if it takes you forever to pay me back that’s how long I know we’ll be friends, okay?” she said to me with a sincere tone of voice.

I shook my head, “Tess, I feel like a fucking leech.

I’m living in your house, I don’t have a job, I don’t pay for anything and now you paid off all my debt” I said with tears now streaming from my face.

She smiled and embraced me in a tight hug.

“You’re not a leech, Lexi, you’re my best friend.

If you could do it for me wouldn’t you help me?” she asked I quickly nodded my head as she kissed me on my cheek.

“What was it that you wanted to ask me?” she asked.

I tried to regain my composure and said, “Well, I need to help Becky with college, and I don’t know what to do.”

She quickly rose to her feet and said “I’m getting hungry, I think I’m going to head into the kitchen and see what we have.

Are you hungry?”

Whenever Tess didn’t want to talk about something, she would try to change the subject as fast as possible and would get a weird look on her face.

As I wiped tears from my eyes I said, “Tess, why are you trying to change the subject?”

She nervously smiled and responded, “I’m not trying to change the subject, I’m just getting hungry is all.”

“Tess!” I yelled out.

“What aren’t you telling me?” I asked.

She let out an awkward laugh and said, “I’m going upstairs” as she quickly departed the room with me tailing her a mere few inches away.

“Tess!” I yelled out as we exited the kitchen.

She closed her eyes and slowly opened them as she locked eyes with me.

“Becky doesn’t need to worry about college,” she said with a weird tone in her voice.

My eyes opened wide as I asked, “Why doesn’t Becky need to worry about college?”

She nervously swayed her feet across the granite floor and said in a low voice, “I’m taking care of it.”

I looked at her in disbelief and yelled out, “What do you mean you’re taking care of it?!”

“Why are you yelling at me, Lexi!?” she yelled as I screamed back, “I don’t fucking know!”

“Well come down then!” she screamed as I screamed back, “Okay!”

We stood in silence for a moment until Tess broke the silence.

“Stephanie and I spoke about the financial situation and I needed to help.”

I shook my head and asked, “Stephanie?”

She rolled her eyes and said, “Yeah, Stephanie, your mom.”

“Oh,” I simply replied.

“Wait, you talk to my mom?” I asked with curiosity.

She smiled and replied, “All the time, like every other day.”

I didn’t know what to say so I said nothing at all and just listened.

“She’s in terrible financial shape and told me all about not having the money to keep Becky in college.

Becky was beyond upset that she would have to leave Stanford and go to community college.

Stephanie, Becky and I had a long conversation.

I’m going to foot the bill for her junior and senior year at Stanford and pick up the tab for Cornell.

Once she graduates and gets experience Becky is going to open an animal hospital of which I’ll own 20%.

It solves Becky’s problem and is a great investment opportunity for me” she finished saying.

I was beyond stunned.

“Okay, full disclosure, I also lent your mom some money.

When I was in Toronto last month, I rented a car and drove down to see her.

Tommy and I walked the house and for her to get top dollar the house needs work.

I’m paying for the renovations and the staging and once the house is sold, I’ll recoup my investment and make a few dollars by splitting the increase in equity with your mom.

It helps me and Stephanie at the same time” she explained.

“Tess, what the fuck?!

They’re my family and my responsibility!” I lashed out.

“Lexi calm down. I’m just helping out,” she quickly said to me.

I again became emotional and started to cry.

“Why, Tess?” I asked.

She smiled and took a seat on the couch as I cried into my hands and sat next to her.

With a serious expression on her face, she removed my hands from my face and locked eyes with me.

“You know what my life has been like.

The only person who ever gave a damn about me was my mentor, Tiffany.

When she ended her life, it was the worse pain I had ever felt.

The only person who ever loved me was gone and I was lost.

I promised myself that I would never get close to anyone again, so I would never have to feel that way again.

That was until I met you and your beautiful family.

For the first time in my life, I felt like I was part of something I always wanted, a family of my own. 

I don’t know much but I do know that when your family is in trouble you help them in any way that you can.

That’s all that I did.

Please understand” she said in a sad pitiful voice.

I hugged her tightly and replied, “Okay. I’m sorry for becoming angry.”

She smiled and wiped a tear from her eye.

She let out a small laugh and asked, “So what was it that you wanted to talk to me about?”

“Forget it, Tess, it’s not important” I answered.

“No come on, you can talk to me about anything,” she said.

I gave her an awkward smile and said, “I was going to ask you to help me get into what you do for a living.”

As soon as I finished the sentence her entire demeanor changed.

“Why would you want to do what I do?” she asked in a stern voice.

“I did a lot of thinking and figured it would be the best and easiest way for me to get out of my financial situation and help my mom and sister,” I explained.

She clenched her jaw and through her clenched teeth, she said, “Best and easiest way?

Easy?!

There is nothing easy about what I do!

You have no idea what it’s like!” she exclaimed.

I had never seen her like this.

“Then tell me, Tess,” I said to her.

With water filling her eyes she began, “I lose a little piece of me every time I meet with a client.

Sometimes it’s not that bad but sometimes it’s terrible.

To have some rich fat slob do lines of cocaine off your back and then fuck your ass for an hour.

To have a rich prick fuck the back of your throat until he shoots a load into your mouth and then have you spit it back into his mouth and kiss.

To have a guy fuck your tits until he cums on your face.

To be used over again for sexual gratification for the all mighty dollar.

There is nothing easy about any of it.”  

I wasn’t sure what to say but I did say, “I’m sorry Tess.”

She wiped her tears from her eyes and replied, “Don’t be.

At the end of the day, I don’t know if I chose this life or if this life chose me, but I do know who I am and what I am” she said with conviction.

“What would that be?” I asked terrified of the answer.

She grinned and responded, “A damaged and broken whore.”

“No, you’re not Tess,” I said with passion.

She closed her eyes and said, “Don’t Lexi.

I know what I am.”

I looked at her and said, “I know this isn’t what you want.

If it was you wouldn’t have all those books in your bookshelf.

You’re smart, you have money and you can do whatever makes you happy” I said with sincerity.

She started laughing and replied, “Happy?

I don’t know what the fuck that is, Lexi.”

I shook my head and responded, “Happy Tess.

To me, it’s meeting the person you’re meant to spend your life with.

To fall in love and share your life together through the good and the bad.”

She gave me a sarcastic laugh and said, “Meet the person you’re meant to spend the rest of your life with?

I’m broken and who would want me?

I’ve lost count of the number of men I’ve been with.

There isn’t a man on Earth who would deal with my crazy ass.

I’m fucked in the head and there’s no fixing me.

Anyway, I don’t want to talk about this anymore.

I need to go for a drive” she said as she quickly rose to her feet and walked out of the house.

I heard her back her Porsche out of the driveway and speed away quickly.

That conversation with Tess happened a little over two years ago.

A lot happened during that time.

Thinking back, it was foolish for me to think I could be an escort.

I hadn’t slept with a man, but I did have two one-night stands with women who picked me up at different night clubs.

Wham bam thank you, ma’am.

I remember feeling used and dirty after the first one, but it didn’t stop me from doing it again.

I spent so much time on my laptop that I figured I should do something for a living that involved computers.

I found a job at a dot com in customer service and started going to school at night for web programming.

I had thought that school wasn’t for me, but I was wrong.

What can I say other than mom and dad’s, usually do know what they’re talking about.

During this time, I also met someone.

Her name was Roberta and she attended the same college.

We had three classes together and became fast friends.

We started having dinner together, started hanging out all the time and before I knew it, we were hot and heavy.

She was smart, witty, silly and cute as a button.

The sex was good, but something seemed to be missing.

I couldn’t put my finger on it but when she told me she loved me I knew I couldn’t say those words back to her.

Instead, I broke it off with her, she transferred and that was that.

For the first time in my life, I was on the other side of things, but I felt terrible, nonetheless.

I decided after Roberta that I needed to concentrate on work and school and worry about relationships at some other point.

Becky and I’s “test” happened two other times with the same results.

I was beginning to worry that Becky was going to start holding me responsible for her failed relationships, but Tess assured me that it wasn’t the case.

Becky’s relationship with Tess’s was as close as ever as was my mom’s relationship with Tess.

They both loved her dearly but both worried about her a lot.

They both knew what she did for a living, but both felt that it was her that needed to make the decision to stop.

That by demanding she quit they would push her away, lose her and take away the only family she had ever loved.

A little over a year ago Becky started dating a guy named Joshua Torres who she fell for quickly.

He too wanted to be a veterinarian and was heading to Cornell after graduation.

I had never seen her so head over heels over a guy before and the thought of him failing the “test” made me sick to my stomach.

They had been dating for a little over three months when Tess and I finally met him.

I couldn’t stand him, but Tess got along with him from the very start.

Yeah, I’m gay but I can still find men attractive and attractive best described Joshua.

He had dark black short cropped hair, light hazel eyes and was physically fit.

He was a tad over six feet tall and had dimples when he smiled.

When they hit their six-month anniversary, Becky told me it was time for the “test.”

I didn’t want to be the proctor and asked Tess to do it, but she told me that if a guy would be willing to do anything sexual with a sister that would be the ultimate “test.”

I remember like it was yesterday.

Becky, Josh and I were sitting at the house playing drinking games.

We were running low on alcohol, so Tess and Becky left the house to make a run leaving me and Josh alone and drunk.

Tess didn’t drink a thing and figured she would play catch up when Josh failed the test.

A few minutes after they left, I began the “test.”

As Josh took a swig of his beer, I looked at him seductively and asked, “Josh, can I ask you something?”

He nodded his head and replied, “Sure.”

I smiled and asked, “Do you find me attractive?” 

Nervously he replied, “Sure, you’re attractive.”

I giggled and replied, “You didn’t answer the question, Josh.

Do you find me to be attractive?”

He slowly nodded his head.

I smiled and took a seat next to him.

I started running my fingers through his hair and said, “I know me, and you don’t see eye to eye but I think it’s because there’s sexual tension between us.

They’re going to be gone for at least a half hour so why don’t me and you go somewhere a little more private and work it out?”

As I continued to run my fingers through his hair, I smiled at him seductively and asked, “What do you think?”

He smiled at me and responded, “What do I think?” as he slapped my hand away from him and quickly stood up.

“What do I think?!

I think you’re out of your fucking mind!

To think I would do anything sexual with you!

Holy shit… holy fucking shit!

You’re the reason why Becky’s relationships haven’t worked out, aren’t you?!

You’re a fucking lesbian but you get some sick gratification from stealing your sister’s boyfriends?

I have news for you, I’m in love with her and someday she’s going to be my fucking wife which means that someday you’re going to be my sister in law.

I know how close you two are but there is no fucking way and I mean no fucking way that I can’t tell her about what just happened!” he said with anger.

I was stunned.

Not only did he reject my advances he did so with such passion and conviction.

He loved her, and he passed the fucking “test!”

“Josh, please don’t tell her! I just had too much to drink, that’s all” I tried to explain.

He quickly shook his head and yelled out, “I’m telling her as soon as she walks through that door!”

Within minutes Becky and Tess walked through the door.

Just as he said as soon as he saw Becky he yelled out, “Your sister came onto me!”

Becky looked at me and smiled as big and bright as I had ever seen before.

She ran to Josh and started kissing him until he pushed her away.

“Wait a minute!

You all planned this?!” he said with exasperation.

“Fuck this, I’m out of here!” he yelled out and started to walk towards the front door as Becky yelled out, “No, Josh, wait!

I can explain. Please!” as she grabbed his arm from behind and pulled on him.

He reluctantly went outside to talk with her.

“Shit! He passed!” Tess yelled out with glee.

Tess quickly pounded two beers and two shots as we walked into the kitchen to get a better view of Josh and Becky who were arguing.

We both watched with bated breath as they stopped arguing, kissed and embraced.

What can I say about Josh other than we still didn’t get along all too well, but he loved my sister, she loved him, and I loved my sister.

Just to get on his nerves whenever Becky left us alone, I would make the sound of a whip cracking which would make him shake his head every time.

Just to be the bitch that I am I would always say some dumb shit like, “Josh, I’m thirsty” or “Josh, I want ice cream” or “Josh, would you love me if I lost my sight, hearing and gained two-hundred pounds?” in my impersonation of Becky.

However, over the course of the next year I started to get his sarcastic personality, his dry sense of humor and even though I didn’t think it would ever be possible we became close.

So close, that we would talk about everything, go to the movies together and go out to dinners together.

It didn’t hurt that he was also fond of the whacky tobacco on occasion.

It was a random Friday night.

Becky had gone home to see mom and Josh was bored out his mind, so he came over.

We indulged and had a couple of beers poolside in our bathing suits.

“I’m going to do it at graduation.

I’ve talked to my parents and they’re all for it.

We’ll be engaged at Cornell and we can get married after we graduate and become settled.

What do you think?” he asked with excitement.

“I think you know the answer.

Josh, of course, I love you” I said in my Becky impersonation. 

He started laughing and said, “I’m so fucked up right now.

Thanks for having me over” as Tess came over to us looking amazing as always.

“Join us,” I said with excitement as she replied, “I would love to but work first.”

“Work?” I asked.

She looked at me sarcastically and said, “Yeah, I’m going to Seattle as I told you yesterday.

I’ll be back tomorrow afternoon.”

I swallowed hard and put my hand on her arm.

“Don’t go, hang out with us” I said with hope.

She rolled her eyes and said, “See you tomorrow, Lexi.”

I watched her walk away and became upset.

Josh looked at me for a moment until his eyes became huge.

He let out a weird sound and then made the sound of a whip cracking.

I looked at him with confusion.

“Holy shit!” he exclaimed.

“What?” I asked with confusion.

With excitement flowing through his body, he began to speak a mile a minute.

“I can’t believe I didn’t see this before.

You’re into her, you’re so into her.

It all makes sense now!”

I looked at him with terror knowing he now knew what I had known for so long.

“You’re me and she’s Becky!” he said as I responded, “She’s not Becky.”

In an impersonation of Tess, he began, “My ankle hurts Lexi can you rub it for me?

Are you going inside?

Can you get me something to drink?

I need a workout partner today, come to the gym with me, Lexi.”

I didn’t say a word in response as he continued in an impersonation of me, “She’s so amazing.

To have gone through what she’s gone through and to be the person that she is.

She’s so smart.

She speaks Spanish, Italian and can get by in French” as tears started to fall from my eyes I said, “Josh, please stop.”

He looked at me with concern and said “I’m sorry.

I was just joking around.

I didn’t mean to make you upset.

Talk to me.”

I looked at him and said, “This is so fucked up.

I can’t help it…I’m in love with her and every time she leaves the thought of a guy touching her makes me sick to my stomach.

I know she’s never going to look at me the way I want her to, but I just keep hoping that one day she will.”

Josh took a sip of his beer and asked, “How long?”

I shrugged my shoulders and shook my head.

He looked at me with understanding and said, “That’s why things didn’t work out with Roberta.

You were just going through the motions with her.”

I nodded my head and said, “You’re on to me.”

He placed his hands on my shoulders and said, “This isn’t healthy, Lexi.”

I smirked at him and replied, “I know but what the fuck can I do?”

He took a deep breath, exhaled and said, “You can leave.

You have a few dollars saved up and you can stay with me until I graduate.”

I looked at him and asked, “Then what?”

He shrugged his shoulders and said as if asking, “Go back home?”

I shook my head and said, “I don’t have a home.

Where am I going to go?

There is no way I can move into Tommy’s house with my mom.

It’s fucking disturbs me that their together.”

Again. with an understanding, he said, “I know but think about it.

I know Becky will have no issue with it.”

That night as I laid in bed trying to sleep, I knew that Josh was right.

I could leave but how could I bring myself to do it?

Then again, how could I continue to live at Tess’s house when I felt the way that I did about her?

How could I continue to live in her house when every time she went to work it ate me alive?

I needed her in my life but more important to me was that I knew she needed me in hers.

I was all that she had.

I had my mom, Becky, Tommy and now Josh.

Who did she have?

The people in her life revolved around me.

All I knew was that I had to do something but what?

When Becky came home from mom’s the first thing, she did was pick me up and take me to her dorm on campus.

We sat in the car in silence as I stared blankly out the window.

Once we entered her room, I plopped myself onto her bed.

Becky sat beside me and said, “You know Josh tells me everything you two speak about.

I think you moving into his place is a good idea.”

I said nothing in reply.

“Lexi, I know how you feel about Tess, but can you honestly say that you think you two can live happily ever after knowing what you know about her?” she asked me.

I looked at her and snapped back, “Do you think you and Josh could live happily ever if you were me and Josh were Tess!

How about if you were just like Tess.

Would Josh still love you?!”

Becky sighed and said, “Regardless, you’re gay and she’s obviously not.

I would say that’s reason alone to move on.”

As I started to cry, I replied, “I know but how can I leave without telling her why I’m leaving?

How can I leave her all alone?

I’m all that she has.”

Becky looked at me with understanding.

“That’s not true. She has me, Josh and mom,” she responded.

I rolled my eyes and replied, “Mom is in Niagara and in a few months you and Josh will be in Ithaca.

Having the only people in your lives on the other side of the country is like having no one at all.”

“Fair enough but I’ve been doing some thinking.

Remember when me, mom and dad did that DNA thing and dad found relatives he didn’t even know about in Iowa?” she asked.

“What are you getting at?” I asked with curiosity.

“Well like I said, I’ve been doing some thinking.

Tess’s mom died but her mom had to have some sort of family.

Maybe she was disowned or something when she developed her drug habit.

I know it’s a shot in the dark but it’s worth a try,” she explained.

I again rolled my eyes and replied, “There is no way she would do that.

I brought this up to her months ago and she had zero interest.”

Becky smiled at me and replied, “Where there’s a will there’s a way.”

As Becky drove me home, I started to like the idea more and more.

If I could fill that void in Tess’s life then I could move out, she would have family in her life, and we could possibly continue to be friends.

I figured as time went on with not being around her as much as I did the feelings, I had for her would subside over time.

I ordered a DNA test kit from Becky’s dorm.

When I arrived home that night, I expected Tess to be in the usual funk she would be in after returning home from a trip, but that night was much worse.

Her cars were at the house, but the house was completely dark.

I called out for her but there was no answer.

I walked upstairs, outside and then went downstairs where I found her sitting in the dark, drinking and staring at the picture of her and Tiffany.

“Tess,” I said but no response.

“Tess,” I said again but no response.

She sat on the couch with a drink in her right hand with the picture in her left hand.

“Tess!” I yelled out.

She removed her eyes from the picture, made eye contact with me and then began to stare at the picture again.

“I miss her so much.

She was the only person on this Earth who completely understood me.

I mean, how could she not?

She was an older version of me.

I felt so betrayed and so angry when she took her life.

I couldn’t understand why she did it then but now it makes all the sense in the world.

I used to think there was nothing worse in life than being alone but now I know it’s not.

The worst thing in life is when life itself becomes meaningless.”

With my heart pounding in my chest I asked, “What are you saying, Tess?”

She looked at me with a blank stare and answered, “When life has no meaning what’s the point of life?”

I wasn’t sure how to respond.

“Did something happen in Seattle?” I asked with concern.

She looked away from me and responded, “I don’t want to talk about it.”

I took a seat next to her and removed the drink from her hand.

“Tess, life has meaning even though we don’t always know what it is.

If you feel like you’ve lost the meaning in your life, then let me help you find it,” I said as best as I could to convince her of my words.

In a somber voice, she asked, “How?”

I placed my hand on her chin and forced her to look at me.

“Family can help you find meaning.”

She slowly rolled her eyes and said, “You know I don’t have a family.”

I smiled and replied, “I’m not so sure.”

When I brought up the DNA thing, we wound up talking for hours.

At first, she was beyond hesitant but as the minutes ticked away, I made headway until she finally agreed.

The last thing I said to her that night was “Promise me that you’ll take a break from work.”

She shook her head and said, “I don’t make promises I can’t keep.”

A few days later Tess and I sent the DNA kit back to the company which happened to coincide with school finishing for the year as well as me being laid off from work due to cutbacks.

On the bright side with me not working it meant I could spend as much time as possible with Josh and Becky before they headed to New York which is exactly what I did.

Tess wasn’t lying when she said she didn’t make promises she couldn’t keep.

She was gone practically every Friday through Monday for week after week.

It was if the Tess I knew was disappearing before my very eyes and it was breaking my heart.

Five weeks after sending the DNA kit out I received an email with a link to the results.

What I found was nothing close to what I had imagined.

There were dozens of “Extremely High” matches for 2nd and 3rd cousins but most important there were three matches that stated “Close Family with names of Dominico Romano, Susana Romano and Luca Romano.

I opened the family tree to find that Luca Romano was the son of Dominico and Susana.

Luca was married to a woman named Andrea and they had two sons and two daughters.

I excitedly showed Becky and Josh the results.

Becky sent messages out two all three.

Later that night I received a response from Susana that simply asked, “Where are you located?”

I quickly replied, “Mill Valley, California and explained that I was Theresa’s roommate and was helping her research her family tree.”

The responses were going back and forth quickly throughout the night.

I was invited to go to her home in Modesto, California the following day and was provided with a phone number and an address.

Early Sunday morning me, Josh and Becky made the little under the two-hour drive to Modesto and arrived at a beautiful home with a manicured lawn.

I rang the bell and a few seconds later a woman who seemed to be somewhere in her sixties opened the door.

“You must be Alexis,” the woman said.

“Yes, you must be Mrs. Romano” I replied.

I introduced Becky and Josh to Mrs. Romano and was introduced to Mr. Romano when we were walked into the living room. 

Mrs. Romano nervously took a seat on a chair in the living room as Mr. Romano said, “Pleased to meet everyone. I’m Dom” with curiosity in his voice.

“I understand that you’re helping your roommate Theresa research her family tree” he again said with curiosity in his voice.

I explained that Tess’s mother had passed away over a decade ago and that she had no idea as to what family she had.

That at my insistence she reluctantly agreed to take a DNA test kit.

Dom looked at his wife and then looked at me.

“Would you happen to know the name of Theresa’s mother?” he asked.

I was completely stumped.

Tess had told me her mother’s name quite some time ago.

“Um…ah…I think it was something like Yesenia…Yvette…” when Mrs. Romano blurted out, “Yvette?!”

I smiled and said, “Yeah, that’s it, Yvette.”

She exploded and yelled, “I told you, Dom, I told you then that, that girl was no good!

You with your boys will be boys, and the let him make his own mistakes in life and now look!”

“Calm down!

Calm down this instance, Susana!” he yelled back at her.

“How old is she?” Dom asked me.

“Twenty-five” I quickly replied.

He closed his eyes tightly, opened them slowly and then looked at his wife.

He took a seat next to her as they both looked at each other in silence.

I had no idea what to say.

Thankfully Josh asked, “How are you both related to Theresa?”

Mrs. Romano placed her hands over her face as Dom replied, “Apparently she’s our granddaughter.”

In my head, I yelled out, “Holy shit, these are Tess’s grandparents!”

I swallowed hard and asked, “Does this mean that Luca is her father?”

He nodded his head and asked, “Do you have a picture of her?”

I smiled and pulled up a picture of Tess on my cell phone and handed it to Dom as he looked at it for a minute or so and then handed the phone to his wife, Susana, who took one look at the picture and began to cry.

“She’s so beautiful” she cried out.

She looked at Dom and said, “My God, what is Andrea going to think?!”

He gave her a reassuring look and responded, “This happened years before they had even met.

I know it’s not ideal but it’s a reality.”

I learned that Mrs. Romano was in control of Luca’s account, so he had never received the message sent through the site.

I was asked to send the picture to a cell phone number with a message of please call your parents asap.

The house phone rang about ten minutes later.

Dom answered the phone and walked out of the living room.

“Do you have any idea what Skype is?” he asked me when he returned.

I arranged a time through text messages with Tess’s dad and promised her grandparents that I would bring Tess to their home, so they could meet her.

I had arranged for Tess and her dad to skype the following night when I knew Tess would be back from her trip.

I didn’t know how she was going to react to the news that I not only located her grandparents but that she had a father who had no idea that she ever existed and that she had brothers and sisters.

I sat in the living room as I eagerly waited for Tess to arrive.

I heard her car pull into the driveway.

As soon as she walked in, she looked at me, smiled and embraced me tightly.

“How was your trip?” I nervously asked.

She looked into my eyes and said, “It was actually quite nice for a change.

I need drinks.”

We went outside and made a few drinks as I tried to figure out how I was going to tell her the news. 

After small talk and a few drinks, I looked at Tess and said, “Remember that DNA test kit we sent out a while back?”

She looked at me with a combination of fear and hope.

She slowly nodded her head.

“Your grandparents live in Modesto and your dad lives in Miami,” I told her with excitement.

With her eyes as big as I had ever seen them before she looked at me and said with her voice quivering, “How do you know this?”

I smiled and replied, “While you were away the test results came in.

I went online and there were a few high matches.

I reached out to a few of the people and was invited to Modesto.

Becky, Josh and I took a drive and long story short we met your grandparents.

I talked to your dad by text.

He wants to talk to you over Skype tonight.”

She dropped her drink and looked at me in disbelief.

“Why didn’t anyone try to find me?!

Why weren’t they a part of my fucking life?!” she asked me with anger in her voice.

“They didn’t know you existed, Tess.

They had no clue,” I explained to her.

She hugged me tightly and began to hysterically cry.

“My dad wants to talk to me?” she asked through large tears and gasps.

I smiled and responded, “Yeah, tonight. 10 PM his time.”

We had a few more drinks as we watched the minutes and hours go by.

A little before 7 PM our time Tess grabbed her laptop and went downstairs.

“I’ll be right here when you’re finished in case you need to talk,” I said as she smiled at me nervously and went down the stairs.

A little after 11 PM Tess came up the stairs. She looked pale.

“Are you okay?” I asked.

She smiled and nodded her head.

“He wants me to visit next week” she answered.

“Well, are you going to go?” I asked as she looked at me and asked in reply, “Will you come with me?”

I smiled and replied, “If you want me to, sure.

Do you need to talk?”

She quickly nodded her head and began.

“You were right.

He had no idea I was alive.

He met my mother when he was spending the summer at his cousin’s house in Detroit the summer before he was starting college.

She lived a few houses down from his cousin’s house.

They met, spent the summer together and about a week before he was set to go back home, she disappeared.

No goodbye or anything.

At first, he tried to find her, but he decided to stop.

He felt that if he had meant anything to her she wouldn’t have left the way that she did.

His cousin’s family moved to Minnesota a year later and he went away to college in Florida.

He met his wife there.

His wife, Andrea, became pregnant in the summer between their junior and senior years.

They got married and settled in Florida.

I have a 21-year old sister named Natalya, a 17-year old sister named Veronica and two 13-year old identical twin brothers named, Luca and Dom.

My dad is forty-two and his wife just turned forty-two.

The entire conversation was surreal…I have his eyes.

The look of horror on his face when I told him what my life was like growing up and what I did for a living now.

He doesn’t know me, and I don’t know him, but I can’t get the look on his face out of my mind.

He didn’t know I existed until a couple days ago, but he cried.

He cried for me and what I’ve been through.” 

A week later Tess and I made the long drive from Mill Valley California to Key Biscayne, Florida. 

It took us four days to make the trip.

I couldn’t believe my eyes when we arrived.

The house looked like a palace.

Tess parked the car in front of a four-car garage.

We exited her Porsche and walked to the front door.

She rang the bell and within seconds the door swung open where there stood a tall, fit man with short black cropped hair and the same ice blue eyes as Tess.

“Hi, Theresa,” he said as Tess stood as if frozen.

Luca slowly closed the distance between them and hugged her tightly.

He stopped hugging her, put his arm around her shoulder, said hello to me and walked us inside the house.

We were introduced to his wife Andrea and shown to the pool house where we would be staying.

The pool house was almost as big as Tess’s house.

That night her dad had a family BBQ in the backyard where we met her sister Veronica and her younger brothers, Luca and Dom.

It was until a couple of hours later when an amazingly beautiful girl walked out to the backyard from the house.

She stood around five feet six inches tall, had long black hair with blond highlights, big beautiful blue eyes that were almost hidden behind a pair of thin framed eyes glasses, a flat stomach and huge breasts.

“Natty, come meet your sister,” Andrea said as she was introduced to Tess.

They hugged hello and smiled at each other.

I couldn’t stop myself from staring at her as hard as I tried not to.

“Hi, I’m Alexis but I prefer Lexi,” I said to her as she smiled and in a low voice said, “Hi, uh, Hello.”

She took a seat at the table across from me.

Luca put a glass of iced tea in front of her which she accidentally knocked over within seconds.

Thinking back, it was amusing.

As much as I tried not to stare at her it seemed as if she was trying not to stare at me.

When we would catch each other staring at each other we would both look away.

The plan was to spend a week at Luca’s house, but we extended the visit two more times.

It was getting close to us finally leaving to go back to California.

Tess and I were sitting in the living room of the pool house and I could tell that there was something weighing heavily on her.

“Can we talk?” she asked as I nodded my head.

“My dad and I have been talking and he wants me to stay,” she said with joy.

I smiled and said, “How much longer?”

She locked eyes with me and responded, “Permanently.

He told me he doesn’t want to lose any more time and that there’s nothing in California that’s not here in Miami.

That I have a family now and it doesn’t make sense for me to keep living on the other side of the country.

My dad and Andrea said I can live in the pool house until I decide to move if that ever happens.”

“What are you going to do?” I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders and replied, “All I know is that I really don’t want to leave.

I really like it here.”

I smiled and replied, “Well if you don’t really want to leave and they don’t want you to go then what’s the issue?”

She looked at me and said, “You.”

I let out a small laugh and asked, “What about me?”

“If I’m not in California and Becky and Josh aren’t in California then what’s the point of you being in California?” she asked.

I was confused and asked, “What are you getting at Tess?”

She took a deep breath and replied, “The only way I’m doing this is if you move here with me.

I know you don’t want to go back to New York, and I need you with me.”

I shook my head and said, “I can’t move to Miami.

You have a family now.

You don’t need me here.”

She looked sad and responded, “You’re my best friend in the world. 

I couldn’t have imagined being as close to someone as me and you are.

If it wasn’t for you, I wouldn’t have ever found my dad and my siblings.

Just please, think about it.”

“Okay, I’ll think about it” I replied.

Tess did have a point.

With her, in Florida and my family back in New York, there really was no point to keep living in California.

I didn’t have anything holding me there.

The real problem for me was my feelings toward Tess.

How could I get over her if I was constantly around her?

The point in me trying to find any family she had was so that I could get away from her so that I could get over her.

I wasn’t quite sure what to do.

After thinking long and hard and talking to Becky, I told Tess that I would move with her to Miami.

Tess was selling her house, so I told her I would go back and live in the house until it was sold.

It would give her time to spend with her family without me in the picture and it would be best to have someone living in the house until it was sold.

We both figured it would take a couple of months to sell the house.

Had I known that it would take a little over a year until the house finally sold, I don’t know if I would have done it.

Sure, I was lonely and bored beyond belief but the time away from Tess did what I needed all along.

Even though she would visit from time to time and we talked and texted all the time my sexual feelings toward her slowly faded.

She was my friend and even though I loved her I was no longer in love with her.

She wasn’t the same person anymore, she had changed.

Not in a bad way but she was no longer the same person that I had known.

The best I can describe it I guess is that she was now whole.

The sadness that seemed to be ever present was no longer there.

She was more confident, less needy and most importantly she seemed happy.

She even started dating.

She was also getting very close to Natalya.

They spent a lot of time together and were becoming close friends.

It made me happy.

They were starting to form a bond like the bond that I had with Becky.

Tess talked about her constantly.

Once the house was sold, I was unsure whether I should go home to New York or head to Miami.

After talking with Becky at length she told me that when she and Josh graduated that they were not going to settle in New York I had the answer I needed.

Tess hired a cleaning company a few days before the closing and flew in from Miami with Natalya.

Tess had all the furniture shipped to the pool house in Miami and except for a few air mattresses, the entire house was empty. 

I remember standing at the gate awaiting their arrival excited to see Tess.

When Tess saw me, her face lit up as she ran to me and embraced me tightly.

“I missed you so much!” she yelled out as she ran to me as I stood there and smiled.

We stopped embracing as Natalya was now standing a few feet from us.

“Natty come say hi to Lexi,” Tess said as Natalya said, “Hi, um hello, ah, nice to see you again.”

Natalya’s hair was pulled into a ponytail and through a Marlins baseball cap.

She was wearing a pair of sweatpants, sneakers, and a long shirt.

I remember looking at her and thinking, “How is it possible that someone dressed like her could look so amazing?”

I smiled and replied, “Likewise. Didn’t you wear glasses?” I asked.

She slowly nodded her head and responded, “Tess got me to finally wear contacts.

She says it brings out my eyes.”

I smiled and responded, “Tess, wasn’t lying” which made her blush.

On the drive to Tess’s house Tess said that it didn’t make sense to have her Mercedes shipped to Miami, so she was going to drive it back.

We stopped for beer and a couple of bottles of liquor and arrived at Tess’s.

When Tess saw the real estate sign on the front lawn with the words, “Sold” on it her demeanor changed.

She quickly exited the car, went into the house and stopped in the middle of the vacant living room.

Natalya and I looked at each other and then looked at Tess who was standing as if frozen in the middle of the room.

She suddenly seemed to snap out of it, looked at both of us and yelled out, “Let’s get wasted!”

I shook my head and replied, “It’s 12:30 in the afternoon.”

Tess laughed and said, “Yeah, I know” as she grabbed a beer and started drinking.

I shrugged my shoulders grabbed a beer of my own and started drinking.

“Come on lightweight.

Grab a fucking beer” Tess said sarcastically to Natalya.

She smiled nervously and said, “Fine” as she grabbed a beer and started drinking.

By 3 PM I was wasted, Natalya was wasted but Tess was beyond drunk.

It seemed like the more she drank the more upset she was becoming.

Without saying a word, Tess grabbed another beer and went outside to the backyard.

After around 20 minutes she hadn’t come back so Natty and I went outside to join her.

There was Tess with a beer in her hand and tears streaming from her face as she sat on the floor.

“Tess, what’s the matter?” I asked with concern.

“I fucking love this place.

I remember the first day I walked in and realized that this house, my dream house, became a reality.

It was the most amazing feeling.

I laid down in the middle of the living room and just stared at the ceiling for hours with a smile I couldn’t wipe off my face.

Now, the reality is that this is going to be the last night I’m ever going to spend here ever again and forever” she said with sadness.

I sat on the floor beside her and she put her head on my shoulder.

“I’m wasted.

I need to lay down” she said as she stumbled to her feet and went inside the house.

Natalya sat on the floor next to me and smiled.

“I wish I could get her the way that you do.

I guess that’s why she loves you so much” Natty said to me.

I took a sip from my beer and said, “I guess some people just click.”

Natty looked around the large yard and said, “This place is amazing and so is Tess.

I can’t believe what she’s been through.”

I looked at Natalya and asked, “She told you?”

Natty took a sip of her beer and replied, “Yeah she did.

It makes me want to cry when I think about it.

I know she puts on this tough demeanor but deep down inside she’s really fucked up.”

I looked at Natty and replied, “I know but how do you ever get over something like that?”

Natty responded, “I don’t know.

It just makes me feel terrible that I grew up with two loving parents and siblings in a house filled with love and she didn’t.

Had my dad known about her everything would have been different.”

I shook my head and said, “Maybe, maybe not.

It just sucks but at the end of the day she knows she has me, my mom, my sister and my brother in law to be and now she knows she has all of you.”

Natty smiled and looked at me. “Thank you for being here for her all this time.”

I smiled and said, “It really hasn’t been that long and as much as I’ve been here for her she has always been here for me.

I don’t know where I would be without her.” 

A few seconds later, Natty said that she felt sick and that she too was going to lay down, so I decided to do the same.

In the morning, Tess gave me and Natty two first-class plane tickets back to Miami, said she was driving back alone, dropped us off at the airport and went to the closing.

Andrea picked us up at the airport and I got settled into the pool house.

I couldn’t help it, but I was worried about Tess and worried that she would be making a forty-five-hour drive by herself, so I made sure to check in with her every few hours to make sure she was okay.

I don’t know what I was worried about as a few days later, Tess arrived at the house.

After a few weeks, I got a job at a search engine optimization company.

Tess’s dad owned over twenty car washes across the state of Florida and was teaching her the business which meant that she wasn’t spending as much time with Natty as she had been and wasn’t spending much time with me at all.

Natty was working for a software company as a troubleshooter.

Whenever a software program had a bug, it was her job to find out what was wrong and to fix it.

Best of all she able to work remotely.

It was the normal rat race for me.

Get up for work, go to work, get home from work, eat dinner, go to sleep and do it again.

Tess’s family treated me well, but Natalya and I seemed to be off if that makes sense.

The most we had ever spoken was at Tess’s house the day before she sold.

Our interaction consisted of a “hello” or “hey” and she always seemed to be so nervous around me.

It was like I made her uncomfortable.

It was about a month into living in Miami.

Tess was in Tampa with her Dad and wouldn’t be home until Saturday morning.

I was bored and decided to lay down in the hammock outside and read a book.

I was reading for only about ten minutes when I heard Natty and a guy walk into the yard.

“Good night, Marco,” she said as the guy named Marco replied, “Natty, wait.”

I didn’t want to eavesdrop, but I also didn’t want to interrupt by getting off the hammock.

“We need to talk,” Marco said as Natty replied, “About what?”

Marco answered, “You know.”

Natty became upset and replied, “We’ve been over and over this before Marco.

I don’t want to have this conversation again.”

Marco with angst in his voice replied, “I can’t do this anymore.

We’ve been best friends since high school, but I can’t do this anymore.

You know I’m in love with you and I just can’t be your friend anymore.

I need more from you.

I need us to be together.”

With her voice quivering, Natty replied, “Marco, please.

You’re my best friend in the world and you know we can’t be together.”

Marco now with anger in his voice, replied, “I don’t know that Natty.

I don’t get it.

Why not me?

You’ve been with guys before so why not give me a chance?

I know I can make you happy.”

Natty was beyond upset.

“As my best friend, you should know the answer, Marco.

I can’t make myself feel something for you that’s not there.

I love you, you know that, but I can’t ever be in love with you,” she attempted to explain to him.

Marco now beyond angry responded, “Bullshit!

Like I said I can’t do this anymore.

Tell me now!

If you and I can’t ever be together this stops, no more, Natty, no more.”

Natty was now crying as she said, “Marco, please.”

“No, Natty.

Just tell me that there is no chance, zero chance of us ever, and I mean ever being together and I’m gone.

I’m so in love with you and I can’t just be your shoulder to cry on anymore.

I can’t be your best friend” he said to her in despair.

She was crying so hard I felt terrible for her.

It was like listening to my own conversation with Devin from all those years ago.

“Marco, I’m gay.

I can’t stop myself from being who I am to make you happy.

If you truly love me the way you say you do, you would understand” she replied.

“You’re about as gay as I am, Natty which is not fucking gay.

If you’re gay where the fuck is your girlfriend?

You’ve never even dated a girl, but you’ve dated plenty of guys, but you’re gay?!” he exploded.

With anger and sadness in her voice, she replied, “In high school, Marco, in high school.

I was in denial about who I was then but I’m not in denial anymore, you are.

I haven’t dated a guy since Freshman year of college, and you know that.

You know I’ve had sex with girls, but you still choose to convince yourself that I’m straight because that’s who you want me to be.

I can’t ever be that person, Marco.”

“Goodbye, Natalya,” he said as she yelled out, “Marco!”

I could hear the pain she was in through her tears.

I slowly tried to get off the hammock and tried not to make a sound, but I, unfortunately, wound up falling to the ground along with my book.

As my book hit the floor Natalya’s entire body swung around as she was now looking at me on the ground.

“Holy shit,” she said as she quickly ran into the house.  

The next morning, I was woken by the closing of the door to the house.

I got out of bed to find a stressed-out looking Tess sitting on the couch with a cup of coffee in her hand and a muffin on the coffee table.

“The muffin is yours and there’s a cup of coffee for you on the kitchen counter,” Tess said.

I smiled and sat down next to her on the couch.

“What’s wrong?” she asked as I replied, “Nothing, why would you think something’s wrong?”

She rolled her eyes and said nothing in reply.

I sucked my teeth and replied, “I heard something last night that I don’t think I should have” I replied.

“What?” Tess asked.

“I overheard a conversation between your sister and a guy named Marco.”

She laughed and replied, “That dude has some serious issues.

I can’t even begin to tell you how many times I told her to stop hanging out with that guy.

She can be so naïve.”

I didn’t want to out Natty and didn’t know what I should say.

“So, you know?” I asked coyly.

She laughed and replied, “That she’s gay?

Yeah and I’ll assume that you know too.

Marco knows, I know, you know and that’s it.”

“So, your family doesn’t know?”

She shook her head and responded, “She’s not sure how to bring up the subject.”

“Oh, okay” I replied feeling like the weight of the world was now off my shoulders.

“What do you want to do tonight?” I asked quickly changing the subject.

“Sorry, I have plans” she quickly replied.

“What fucking plans?” I asked with curiosity.

“I have a date” she smugly replied.

“No, you fucking don’t!” I yelled out.

“You have to be fucking kidding me.

You don’t have to do that anymore, Tess!

You have a normal job and you have a loving family.

How the fuck could you go out and have a fucking date tonight?!” I screamed out at the top of my lungs.

Tess rolled her eyes and sarcastically replied, “No, Alexis,

I have a normal date, like a normal date with a guy.”

I felt foolish and sat silently for a moment.

“I thought that you said that no guy in his right mind would ever want to be with you?” I asked in confusion.

“I did but I need to know for sure.

He’s handsome, nice and funny.

He’s a sales rep for a company that my dad’s company works with.

He asked me out and I accepted.”

I smiled and said in a pitiful voice, “Sorry” as she laughed and said, “I’m going to take a shower.”

I tried to sleep that night but all I could manage to do was toss and turn.

It was after 2 AM when I finally gave up trying to sleep and went outside to the backyard.

There was Natty smoking a joint on a chair.

I smiled at her and asked, “Do you mind?” as I took the joint from her hand and took a few drags.

“I didn’t know you smoked,” I said as she smiled and replied, “I don’ that much, just occasionally.

I’m having trouble with a program and need to clear my head of things.”

We finished smoking the joint and sat there making small talk about our jobs.

She looked at me and said, “I didn’t know you were in the hammock last night.”

I quickly replied, “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to overhear your conversation.”

She smiled and replied, “Well I think I’m going to call it a night” as she closed her laptop and stood up.

She started to walk toward the house as I said “Okay, good night” but continued “I have experience with that.”

She stopped dead in her tracks and asked, “With what?”

“Marco” I replied as she came back to the table and again sat down.

She seemed to be nervous as I began, “I had a friend in high school named Devin who knew I was gay, but it didn’t stop the conversation from happening.”

“Did you stay friends?”, she asked with hope in her voice.

I slowly shook my head and replied, “No but I understood why.

You need to look at things from his point of view.

Yeah, it’ll suck that you’re not friends anymore but on the bright side you’re setting him free to find the person he should be with.”

She looked sad and asked, “Did Devin find someone?”

I smiled and replied, “Yeah, he’s engaged to a really pretty woman.

He lives in Idaho with her.

They met senior year of college.”

She looked confused and said, “I thought you weren’t friends anymore?”

I laughed and said, “It’s amazing the information you can get off of Facebook and Instagram.”

She looked defeated. “So that’s it then. Marco is gone forever?”

I shrugged my shoulders and replied, “I don’t know.

Maybe, maybe not but you need to give him space right now.

When he’s okay with things if ever, he’ll reach out.”

With sadness in her voice, she said, “Thank you, Lexi” as she arose for the chair and went into the house.

As the weeks turned into months Natalya and I were spending a lot of time together.

We both worked long hours, but we would go shopping together, go to the movies and even lounge around the pool house, watching television and joking around.

She was intelligent, silly and caring but she was also shy, a bit naïve and unsure of herself.

I remember this like yesterday.

It was a Saturday afternoon and Natalya and I were in the backyard.

She was in the pool as I sat on a lounge chair, getting sun and wearing a pair of shades.

When she got out of the pool it was like reality was moving in slow motion.

Her long hair was soaking wet as was her entire body.

As she toweled off, I couldn’t take my eyes off her.

Her beautiful eyes, her huge plump breasts, her flat fit stomach, her long flowing hair, her legs, and that fucking bikini!

Went she bent over to grab her glasses and I gazed at her tight round ass my entire body became warm as in my head I screamed out, “I want her so fucking bad!”

I was into her and I wanted her.

I’m gay, she’s gay so why not? I asked myself as reality then set in.

In all the months and the time, we spent together she had never shown any interest in me.

No flirting or anything of the sort.

Other than her bouts of nervousness that seemed to be happening less often it seemed as if there was zero interest on her end.

I got off the lounge chair and went into the pool house where I walked in on an upset Thomas and Tess who looked like they had just finished arguing.

“Hey, Lexi,” he said as he walked out of the house.

“Have you two been fighting?” I asked with curiosity.

She nodded her head and replied, “More and more often.”

What’s the issue?” I again asked with curiosity in my voice.

She looked like she was in pain as she looked at me and said, “Well we haven’t you know?”

I was confused and responded, “No I don’t know. You haven’t what?”

She gritted her teeth and said, “Done it.”

I was stunned.

“It’s been over six months and you haven’t done it with him? Why the fuck not?” I asked.

Tess became emotional as she replied, “I’m scared.

I’ve never done it with someone I’ve had feelings for, so we haven’t, but he still wants me to meet his parents and worst of all he doesn’t know.”

“Doesn’t know?” I asked in a drawn-out sentence.  

She swallowed hard and said, “That I was a prostitute turned escort prostitute.”

I didn’t respond but locked eyes with her.

With despair, she said, “I know I should have, and I need to, but I can’t bring myself to.

He’s going to leave me, I know he’s going to leave me, and I don’t know how I’m going to handle it when it happens.”

With a concerned tone I replied, “Tess, you don’t know that for sure.

You need to tell him.”

She started crying as she said, “I know I do but I love him.”

I was floored as I said with surprise, “Holy shit!

You love him as in you’re in love with him?”

She nodded her head quickly over and again as she said, “I do I so do.

He’s so caring and compassionate.

He’s a big brother for god sake.

He works so hard and even though he doesn’t have much he would give a person the shirt off his back.

He’s such a good man and he makes me feel so safe.

When he leaves me, it’s going to fucking ruin me for good.

I’m never going to recover.”

I embraced her and rubbed her back.

“You don’t know that he will leave you.

Just be honest and tell him” I said to her as she held onto me tightly as she cried.

A week later, Tess and I were sitting in the backyard having a few afternoon cocktails when Natalya walked out.

“Lexi, you want to watch a movie tonight?” she asked.

I smiled and answered, “Yeah sure. I don’t have anything to do.”

“Great, I’ll see you tonight,” she said as she smiled and went back into the house.

As if out of nowhere Tess’s mouth opened wide, she closed her mouth and laughed.

“What the fuck is so funny?” I asked.

In a terrible sexy impersonation of me, Tess said, “Yeah sure.

I don’t have anything to do” and proceeded to stick her tongue out as if making out with the air.

“What the fuck are you talking about?” I said trying my best to deny the obvious.

I grabbed my drink and went into the pool house with Tess in tow.

“You are so into my sister,” she said as I quickly responded, “No I’m not.

We’re just friends.”

She rolled her eyes and responded, “Friends my ass.

That whole time you were crushing on me you never ever looked at me the way you look at Natty.”

I couldn’t believe what she had just said.

I looked at her in terror as she laughed.

“You knew?” I asked in amazement.

“Yeah, I knew Lexi, how could I not?

It’s okay though I know it’s wasn’t anything more than a crush.”

In a low voice, I replied, “It was more than a crush Tess.”

She shook her head and replied, “No it wasn’t.

I know you and I know that you have these episodes where you’re in love with the idea of being in love.

I know you love me, but you never did in the way you thought you did.”

I shook my head and replied, “I was so in love with you.”

She rolled her eyes and did something I never thought would happen in a million years.

She grabbed me and stuck her tongue in my mouth.

I quickly pulled away and yelled out, “Yuck, what the fuck Tess?!

That was fucking disturbing! It was like, like…”

“Kissing your sister?” she asked.

“Yeah!

If I had ever kissed Becky, I’m sure that’s what it would have been like,” I said to her.

Tess laughed hysterically as she tried her best to stop.

Through bouts of laughter, she said, “It was nothing more than a crush.

If you were ever truly in love with me the first word out of your mouth wouldn’t have been yuck.

All the emotions and feelings you had would have come rushing back but it didn’t, right?”

I shook my head and asked, “So you knew the entire time?”

She smiled and responded, “Yeah I did but I would be lying if I said I wasn’t worried about it.

I mean had I done what we had just done back then you would have probably felt a bit different, things would have gotten weird and it could have ended our friendship.

I figured over time reality would set in.”

I smiled and laughed. “So, would you be okay with me and Natty?

I mean if Natty were into me at all,” I said to Tess.

“I would be more than okay with it.

I’m just confused as to why nothing has happened yet” she said.

“Why are you confused?” I asked.

“The sexual tension between you two is so thick you could cut it with a knife.

You two look great together and you spend so much time with each other.

You’re going to have to make the first move though.

It’s just not in her to do it.

By the way, I’m telling Tom tonight.

Wish me luck.”

I smiled at her and said, “Good luck.”

That night I took a shower and put on skimpy shorts and a bikini top.

I didn’t wear makeup and pulled my hair into a ponytail which I laid over my shoulder.

I made frozen margaritas with my machine and was pouring the drinks into glasses when Natty walked in.

She was wearing spandexes, a tank top and wore sandals.

She looked hot!

I smiled and handed her a drink and asked, “You ever see Below Her Mouth?”

She swallowed hard and shook her head.

“Great, I’ve been wanting to watch it,” I said to her.

We sat in the living room and watched the movie while pausing on occasion to make more batches of margaritas.

After the movie, I asked, “So what did you think?”

Natty replied, “Dallas kind of looked like a guy.

I think it would have been way hotter if Dallas’s character was more girly.”

I nodded my head in agreement and said, “Yeah I don’t get the whole girl who likes girls but dresses like a guy thing.

It doesn’t do anything for me.”

She laughed and said, “Right!

I know exactly what you mean.”

I smiled and moved closer to her.

“So, you like girly girls?” I asked seductively.

She smiled nervously and nodded her head.

I started rolling her hair with my finger and asked, “Do I make you nervous?”

In a low voice, she replied, “Sometimes.”

“Why?” I quickly asked.

She delayed for a moment and then closed her eyes tightly and opened them.

“It’s the way you sometimes look at me,” she confessed.

As I continued to roll her hair with my finger I asked, “How do I look at you that makes you nervous?”

She gave a long quivering exhale and responded, “The way you’re looking at me now.”

I smiled and asked, “You don’t like the way I’m looking at you?”

Again, in a low voice, she replied, “It’s not that I don’t like it, it just makes me nervous is all.”

I licked my lips and asked, “Natty, do you find me attractive?”

She didn’t say a word but instead slowly nodded her head.

I leaned in and lightly kissed her lips.

I again lightly kissed her lips as she kissed mine in return.

We went from light kissing to passionate French kissing in seconds.

She was a great kisser and I was getting turned on so much I could barely stand it.

I started licking and kissing her neck and began to rub her pussy over spandex.

Her body quivered at my touch.

As we continued to kiss, I placed my hand beneath her shorts but over her panties and began to rub her pussy with my fingers over her panties.

As we kissed, she was breathing heavily.

I placed my hand under her panties and touched her pussy which made her gasp.

She pulled down her panties and shorts to her knees as I played with her.

She was so wet it turned me on.

As we kissed, I rubbed her clit and began to slowly finger fuck her.

I would remove my fingers from inside of her to play with her clit for a bit and then reinsert my fingers into her.

She was panting as I played with her over and again.

When I started rubbing her clit with one hand as I finger fucked her with the other, she started moaning loudly.

We locked eyes as she started swaying her hips.

She was now moaning quietly and taking quick short breathes until I felt her body spasm over and again as she orgasmed.

We kissed as I slowly removed my hands and fingers from her pussy.

We were kissing passionately when we both stopped as we both heard someone at the door.

She quickly rose to her feet, pulled up her panties and spandex pants as in walked in a hysterically crying Tess.

She threw herself onto the living room floor and continued to cry hysterically as both me and Natty got on the floor with her and looked at each other with sadness both knowing full well why she was crying the way she was.

Tess laid on the floor for close to an hour sobbing hysterically as I rubbed her back as Natty sat on the couch with a look on her face I hadn’t seen before, she looked helpless.

“Natty, I have her.

I’ll talk to you in the morning” I said as Natty quickly exited the house.

“Tess, c’mon, talk to me.

Tell me what happened” I said with a reassuring voice.

After saying those exact words over and again, Tess rolled over and stared at the ceiling.

“We went out to dinner and had a few drinks.

We went back to his place and started getting hot and heavy.

I wanted him so bad and I knew he wanted me, but I couldn’t go through with it without him knowing.

At first, he thought it had something to do with what happened to me growing up, but I told him it had nothing to do with that” she explained.

She looked at me with despair and said, “So I told him.

I told him what I had been doing and how long I had been doing it for and that everything I owned and every red cent I had to my name was because of it” as she again started to weep uncontrollably.

“What did he say?” I asked with anticipation.

She looked at me and said, “Nothing at all.

He didn’t say a word.

The look of horror on his face said it all.

It was like anything he had ever felt for me disappeared in seconds.

I grabbed my purse and ran out of his apartment.

He didn’t move a muscle and he didn’t say a word.

I knew this was going to happen.

Why would I let myself feel something for anyone?

I told you no one would want me.

The one I love doesn’t love me.”

I helped Tess to her feet and held her tightly as she cried on my shoulder.

“Fuck this!” she yelled out.

“Let’s get hammered!” she yelled.

“I don’t think that’s such a good idea, Tess,” admitted to her.

She looked at me with disdain and said, “You’re my best friend and I’m fucked up right now and you can’t have drinks with me?”

Against my better judgment, I relented and spent the next five hours drinking practically anything with alcohol in it with Tess.

For as well as I knew her and as depressed as I had seen her before I had never seen her in this state of mind before.

She kept saying, “I guess me, and a normal life can’t ever happen so why try?”

I let her say it over and again until I couldn’t take it.

“Tess, it’s a fucking guy, one fucking guy.

You’ll find someone to be with who you’ll love and who deserves you!” I exclaimed.

She looked at me with disdain and yelled out, “Who the fuck would ever want a fucking whore?!” as she slowly walked into her bedroom and slammed the door behind her.

I heard the lock on her door click locked and stood in the living room not knowing what to do.

I stood alone in silence for a while until I went over to her door and knocked loudly on it.

“Open the fucking door, Tess!

Open the fucking door!” I screamed as I became frantic.

I pounded on the door with all my might.

Suddenly I heard the door unlock and it swung open.

There Tess stood before me in almost a zombie-like state.

I embraced her tightly and walked her over to her bed.

We laid down and I held her as she cried her eyes out.

In the morning I awoke with one of the worst hangovers of my life as Tess slept so hard, I had to check to make sure she was breathing.

I took a long hot shower and put a pot of coffee on.

I sat on the couch trying to drink a cup of coffee that felt like glass moving down my throat.

I heard a knock on the door and assuming it was Natty I excitedly opened the door only to find Tom standing there.

“Tom? What are you doing here?” I asked with concern.

“I need to see Theresa and see her right now,” he said with panic.

I shook my head and replied, “She’s in a coma sleep.

Maybe you should come back later.”

He quickly shook his head and said, “No I need to see her now, not later, right now!” with conviction as he pushed passed me and went into her bedroom, closing and locking the door behind him.

I quickly put my cup of coffee down, ran over to the door and pressed my ear against it.

“Baby wake up.

Baby wake up” he said as Tess came to and said, “Tom, what are you doing here?”

“Please, don’t say anything, just listen.

I’m sorry about last night, I really am I just didn’t know what to say.

What you told me last night was the last thing I would have ever expected but it doesn’t change a thing.

It doesn’t change how I feel about you.

At first, I was angry that you kept it from me for so long but then I realized that I was being a hypocrite.

You didn’t lie to me, you just kept something that you were ashamed of from me because you feared losing me and I’ve been doing the same thing” he said to her.

“Tess, I spent three years in prison.

I wanted to tell you so bad, but I was afraid you wouldn’t want to be with me anymore.

I was a dumb kid, a dumb fucking kid who was trying to make easy money.

I started out selling weed but got into selling cocaine.

I was making a ton of money and promised myself that I was going to stop once I had what I felt was enough money, but it never was enough money.

Long story short, one day my door got knocked down and the police found a ton of money that I couldn’t account for.

Thankfully I had sold most of what I had but there was still a lot in my apartment. 

I did three years and got out a couple of years ago and have been on the straight and narrow ever since,” I heard him say to Tess through her door.

“I’m sorry I didn’t tell but I want you to know that I love you and I don’t care about your past.

What matters is the here and now and I know if I let you walk out of my life it would be the biggest mistake I will ever make.

I would rather go back to prison than not to have you in my life.

I’m sorry Tess, I’m so sorry,” he cried out.

I was fucking stunned!

I eagerly awaited a response from Tess but all I heard were kissing sounds.

When I began to hear the bed rock, I tore myself away from the door.

Fucking wow… holy fucking wow!

Tess and Tom finally exited her room a couple of hours later.

Tess went to take a shower as Tom threw himself on the couch with a look of satisfaction.

“Hey, convict,” I said sarcastically as he raised his eyebrows and replied, “That would be former convict Alexis” in a sarcastic tone of his own.

I smiled and said, “So you two are good?”

He smiled and replied, “Are we ever.”

I smiled and said in a menacing voice, “I’m fucking glad but I need you to know something.

If I ever and I mean ever see her the way that I saw her last night ever again in my fucking life because of you I will cut your dick off, shove it down your fucking throat and make sure you suffocate from it.

Am I fucking clear, Thomas?”

He looked at me as if I were crazy and replied, “Loud and clear, Lexi.”

As I nursed my hangover throughout the day I was becoming more upset by the minute that Natty hadn’t stopped by.

She hadn’t texted me, called me or anything. 

I was beyond fucking confused.

If Tess hadn’t come home when she did, I was sure that Natty and I would have wound up in bed together.

I thought we had taken a step in the right direction, at least the direction I wanted, but why hadn’t she tried to reach out to me in any way?

I was angry when I texted her and received no response hours later.

I went from angry to furious when I tried to call but went straight to voicemail.

I didn’t hear from her at all that night, the next day or the two days after that.

Had I done something wrong?

Was she upset with me?

if she was upset with me, why?

I didn’t do a fucking thing?!

I thought we were into each other!

What the fuck happened?!

Another two days went by and not a word from her at all.

I was beyond pissed and was an absolute nightmare to deal with at work and at home.

“Lexi, I can’t take you this way.

Just go to the house and talk to her!” Tess snapped at me on Friday night.

“Fuck that!

This is all your fucking fault anyway!

All you had to say was my sister is off limits and I wouldn’t be dealing with this bullshit right now!” I yelled at Tess.

“You’re being ridiculous!” Tess yelled back at me before she left the house and slammed the door behind her.

I was fuming as I ate ice cream while sitting on the couch trying to find something to watch on television.

I turned off the television in disgust when the door opened.

There was Natty looking as nervous as I had ever seen her before.

“I was about to file a missing person report,” I said sarcastically.

“You’re upset, aren’t you?” she asked as I snapped, “Why the fuck would I be upset?

We finally hookup and then I don’t hear from you for close to a fucking week?

Regardless of what happened last week between us, we’re still friends and friends don’t do that shit to friends!” I fumed.

She smiled nervously and replied, “Okay, well, I, um, ah, I’m sorry.”

“Sorry?!

You’re fucking sorry?!

What the fuck did I do to deserve this?!” I exclaimed to Tess.

She looked at me with nervousness and sadness on her face.

She began, “I’m not one to sleep around and I wouldn’t have sex with anyone unless I felt something for them.

Having said that, I would be lying if I said I didn’t have feelings for you, and I wouldn’t want to be in a relationship with you…but I can’t.”

I was fucking confused.

“What are you saying, Natty?

I have no clue what the fuck you’re talking about right now” I said with confusion.

With her voice quivering she answered, “The attention you get is crazy.

I mean I showed a picture of you to a guy at the office and he said he would pay to have sex with you.”

I rolled my eyes and responded, “Guys are horny fucking animals.”

She shook her head and replied, “He’s gay.

I showed the same picture of you to another friend at work, Stacey, and she said the same damn thing.

She’s straight, forty and has 3 kids!”

“Natty, what the fuck are you talking about!?” I screamed out.

Without hesitation, she yelled back, “You’re too fucking hot!”

I wasn’t sure if what I heard was what I heard so I replied, “What?!”

She shook her head and said again, “You’re too fucking hot!

I know I couldn’t handle being in a relationship with you.

People are always going to be like what is she doing with her.

You should be with someone who looks more like yourself or Tess for that matter.

You’re you and I’m me and I’m not in your league.”

I could feel the tears begin to form in my eyes.

“Let me get this straight.

You’ve been avoiding me because you have feelings for me but realized we can’t be together because of the way that I look?”

Natty looked down at the floor and replied, “When you say it that way it sounds terrible.”

I yelled in reply, “Because it is fucking terrible!

You’re attracted to me partly because of the way that I look but you can’t be with me because of the way that I look?

Makes perfect fucking sense!”

As the tears started to fall from my eyes, Natalya looked at me and said, “I’m sorry Lexi.

I didn’t want to make you so upset.”

With my voice quivering, I responded, “How could I not be upset?

Tess told me I’m in love with the idea of being in love but it’s different with you.

I know how I feel, and I know that for the first time in my life that I’m not wrong.

The woman I’ve fallen for doesn’t want me because I’m too fucking hot?” I said without hesitation.

She looked stunned.

“You’ve fallen for me?” she asked with surprise as I quickly nodded my head.

“Wait a minute, this is fucking bullshit isn’t it?

This has nothing to do with me or how the fuck I look.

You’re scared, you’re fucking scared, aren’t you?!” I yelled out.

As she now began to tear, she yelled back, “Okay, I’m scared!

I’ve never felt like this about anyone before and it’s scaring the ever-loving shit out of me!

You’re right, I’m scared, I’m fucking scared, okay?!”

We stood before each other with tears in our eyes.

“I’m scared too but I know we can have something special.

We just have to find out how special it can be” I said with confidence.

She smiled and said, “I’m sorry.”

I smiled and responded, “It’s okay but you can make it up to me.”

She let out a small laugh and responded, “Oh yeah, how?”

I looked at her with lust and closed the distance between us.

I kissed her lips and she kissed mine.

We started French kissing as I unzipped the back of her skirt and pulled it to the ground.

As we continued to kiss, I slowly unbuttoned her blouse and removed it.

I slowly unhooked her bra, removed it and threw it to the floor.

As we continued to kiss, I slowly pulled her panties down to her ankles.

Her body was fucking amazing!

Her body was fit and tight.

Her tits were huge, her nipples were small, pink and rock hard.

Her pussy was shaven bare.

I examined every inch of her body and smiled at her seductively.

I kissed her neck and began to lick and suck on her ear as she let out a gasp.

I licked her neck and kissed her breasts.

As I began to lick her rock-hard nipples, I began to touch her pussy.

She was dripping wet.

I stopped playing with her pussy and said, “Sit down”

She nervously took a seat on the couch and kicked off her shoes as I dropped to my knees.

I picked up her legs and placed them on either shoulder.

I began to lick and kiss the inside of her legs and then began to lick and kiss the inside of her hips.

Her body was shivering at each kiss and lick.

I kissed her pussy and then slowly began to lick her clit.

“Um, Lexi,” she said with her voice quivering as I tasted her sweet pussy.

I had never eaten pussy like this is my life.

I couldn’t get enough of her taste.

Within seconds my lips and tongue were furiously licking and sucking her dripping wet pussy.

My face was drenched in her juices as she repeated, “Fuck” over and again.

She then became completely silent as I felt her body lock up and then tighten, loosen, tighten completely and then become completely loose.

She was panting as I kept licking her.

I stopped and asked, “Did you just fucking cum?” as she smiled as if embarrassed and nodded her head.

“I’ve never cum that fast before,” she said as she placed her hands over her face. 

I removed her hands from her face and kissed her.

I could tell she liked the taste of herself in my mouth.

She stopped kissing me and took me by my hand.

She walked me to my bedroom and slowly undressed me gazing at every inch of my body in the process.

I laid down on the bed.

Without hesitation and within seconds her head was between my legs.

“Oh shit!” I exclaimed.

No one and I mean no one had ever eaten my fucking pussy the way she did.

She was so passionate and into it.

As she licked my clit, she inserted two fingers into my pussy and with precision quickness finger fucked my pussy as I had never been finger fucked before.

My entire body was tingling with excitement as she stopped what she was doing and said, “Am I doing this okay?”

“Don’t fucking stop!” I yelled out as she went back down on me.

I locked my legs around her head as she licked and sucked on my pussy.

I rolled my body over as she stopped licking me and placed herself onto my back.

Her tits were pressed against my back as she began to lick and kiss my neck.

She slowly licked down the middle of my back and then licked each one of my ass cheeks.

She slowly began to rim my ass until I felt her tongue begin to lick and move in and out of my ass.

“Holy shit, Natty!” I exclaimed.

As she ate my ass she began to once again finger fuck me.

I grabbed the sheets to the bed tightly as she removed her tongue from my ass and inserted a finger into it.

As her finger moved into my asshole the fingers in my pussy moved outward.

As the finger in my ass moved outward the fingers in my pussy moved inward.

With precision, she did this to me over and again.

I had never been too fond of ass play or anal for the matter, but I had never had this done to me before and it felt amazing.

I loved every second of it.

She removed her finger from my ass and replaced it with her tongue.

Her tongue and fingers were moving in harmony as I yelled out, “Natty, I’m going to cum!

Natty, natty, natty, fuck, yes, shit, yes, don’t stop, don’t fucking stop!” until I had the most Earth-shattering orgasm of my life.

I could feel my pussy pulsating from the most intense orgasm of my life.

I rolled myself over as she placed her body on mine.

We kissed each other passionately.

We stopped kissing and I said, “That was fucking amazing.”

She giggled and replied, “You have no idea how long I wanted to do that to you.” 
 

I think back fondly to those days of years past.

It amazes me that a chance encounter with a girl shopping for a Porsche at the dealership I once worked at could lead me to the life I live today.

As I sit here in the office of my very own search engine optimization company in downtown Miami, I can’t help but smile.

Today I’ll be leaving for Arizona where I will be maid of honor at Becky and Josh’s wedding.

My mom will be there with Tommy.

It took me some time to get over that my mom was in a relationship with my dad’s best friend but seeing her as happy as she was and he as happy as he was made me get over it quicker than I thought I would.

Tess will be there with Tom, who are still going strong after all these years.

As for me, I will be there at my sister’s wedding with the love of my life, Natalya.

We’ve had our ups and downs, like any couple, but I know I’m happy and that for the only time in my life, what I have with her is true love.

She can be moody and jealous at times, but I love her faults and all as she loves me with my faults and all.

There were times when I didn’t think our relationship would last but today, we’re in a good place and probably in the best place we’ve ever been in.

I don’t know what the future holds as none of us really do but I hope that Natty will be here with me always.

Yeah, I can’t help but smile and think back fondly at those times and when I think about how I met the love of my life.


A MESSAGE FROM THE AUTHOR – ANTOINETTE SAX

Thank you for reading “How I Met the Love of My Life.”

If you enjoyed this story and would like to read more from me, you can visit my Amazon Author Page by going to www.AntoinetteSax.info

To be notified of new releases you may follow me on Twitter @AntoinetteSax or go to https://twitter.com/AntoinetteSax

OEBPS/image_rsrc2J1.jpg





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		Cover




Guide

		Cover




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70

		71

		72

		73

		74

		75

		76

		77

		78

		79

		80

		81

		82

		83

		84

		85

		86

		87

		88

		89

		90

		91

		92

		93

		94

		95

		96

		97

		98

		99

		100

		101

		102

		103

		104

		105

		106

		107

		108

		109

		110

		111

		112

		113

		114

		115

		116

		117

		118

		119

		120

		121

		122

		123






