

My grandmother used to tell me that I was an old soul, and my parents did, too, because I demonstrated a maturity and understanding typical of someone much older from an early age. I was looked at as odd by those in my age group because I had no interest in doing the things those in my age group enjoyed doing.

One person who truly understood me was my best friend, Tiffany. Tiffany moved next door to me when I was eight, and she was a month older than me. Tiffany and I couldn’t have been more different. She was always considered to be one of the prettiest, if not the prettiest, in school. I always considered myself to be average-looking at best.

Our differences didn’t end with our physical appearances. Tiffany was outgoing and confident, and she never shied away from saying what was on her mind. I was introverted, not so confident, and never said what was on my mind.

I dreaded entering high school. My older sister, Amy, five years older than me, was once the queen bee of high school. She was gorgeous, popular, and the homecoming queen. I felt it would have made more sense for Tiffany to be Amy’s sibling instead of me. Truthfully, Tiffany had a closer relationship with Amy than I did because they were so similar. Tiffany looked up at Amy, and I looked up at them.

I felt that people in high school expected me to be like my sister. The students who remained at the school after my sister graduated were disappointed. I’ll never forget a high school senior named Michelle looking at me and asking, “You’re Amy Morgan’s sister?” It wasn’t so much the question Michelle asked me that bothered me. What bothered me was the confusion and tone in her voice.

If not for my friendship with Tiffany, I would have had no social life at all. No one in our group of friends ever asked me to hang out with them or invited me to a party. Tiffany received the invites and took me along with her. It made me feel bad, but Tiffany always told me the reason she always received the invites was that everyone knew she and I were a package deal.

I love my mother, and I know she loves me, but she was much closer to Amy than I ever was to her because they were similar. I was much closer to my father than I was to my mother. Amy had no interest in watching sports, shooting hoops in the driveway, or attending sporting events, but I did.

Amy and my father once had a close relationship, but their relationship changed as Amy became older. My father had major issues dealing with boys constantly calling Amy and how she dressed. He wouldn’t allow her to date unless he met the boy first, which led to her dating behind his back. My father didn’t need to deal with those things when it came to me.

Tiffany was always trying to get me to dress more like her, but I was never comfortable showing my body, not that I had much of a body. I preferred baggy shirts, shorts, and pants. Boys asking me out on dates was of no concern to my father because it was made clear that I wasn’t allowed to date until my last year of high school.

Not many boys asked me out on dates, but whenever those times happened, I would state that I wasn’t allowed to date. I had no issue following my father’s rule because I had no interest in the opposite sex. I thought I knew why, and by the time I was in high school, I did.

Tiffany would always talk to me about boys she thought were cute or hot. I would listen and play along with her, but it made me feel like I was living a lie because I was. I knew coming out needed to start with one person, and I wanted that person to be Tiffany, but I couldn’t do it.

I didn’t know how to bring up the subject or how to tell her. More than anything, I was scared of losing her. I was afraid that if I were to tell her that I was gay, she would realize how I felt about her. I felt how Tiffany felt toward her boyfriend, Tim. It would drive me insane when Tim and Tiffany showed affection toward one another.

I didn’t know if there were other gay students in my high school, especially any girls, but it didn’t matter to me because I wasn’t attracted to any of the girls at school not named Tiffany. That changed at the start of my third year in high school when Maria Marino moved into town.

I was a member of the new student welcoming committee and was tasked with welcoming Maria to the school. When I saw her for the first time, Tiffany was the furthest thing from my mind. I felt nervous, my heart pounded, and my hands became sweaty. I introduced myself to Maria, she smiled at me and told me her name. I felt goosebumps in my arms and a shiver down my spine.

Maria was short and had long, straight black hair, light brown eyes, and olive skin. She had an amazing body, but it wasn’t her body that I was attracted to the most. What I found most attractive about Maria was her smile.

I couldn’t have been more attracted to her, but I also couldn’t have felt more comfortable around her as I showed her around the school and walked her from class to class before school began so that she wouldn’t get lost. We had the same lunch period, and it was during lunch that Maria told me she had moved to New York from Miami because of her father’s promotion and transfer.

“It must be hard to leave your friends back in Florida.”

“It is, and it’s not like I had a choice in the matter, but it is what it is. It helps that most of my father’s family is from New York, so at least I have a lot of family in the area now. Have you always lived in New York?”

“Born and raised. Tiff, meet Maria,” I said as Maria sat beside me.

“Hey,” Tiffany said.

“Hey,” Maria responded.

I was so tunnel-visioned on Maria that I didn’t realize that most of the cafeteria was looking at Maria, but Tiffany and Maria did. Maria looked uncomfortable when Tiffany said, “Get used to it, Maria,” with a wink and a smile.

I was far from the only person in school who found Maria attractive. It was like Maria was honey and the boys were bees. Maria was the talk of the school, and it was easy to tell that she didn’t enjoy the attention. It took a few days for me to realize that Maria was very much like Tiffany when it came to saying what was on her mind.

Maria and I were walking to a class together when Brendan Butler approached her. He didn’t get a word out of his mouth when Maria looked at him with anger and said, “Stop staring at my tits.” Brendan looked horrified and quickly walked away.

Maria had an edge to her but was also confident and didn’t seem to care what people thought about her. I found it to be extremely sexy, and it made my attraction to her stronger. I spent more time with Maria than with Tiffany because of Tiffany’s extracurricular activities, and I enjoyed being around her.

Maria was so sweet to me and constantly complimented me. She would tell me how great my hair looked and how much she liked my outfits, which I found a bit odd considering my hair usually looked the same and my outfits weren’t too different.

It was a month into the school year. Maria and I were at my house watching a movie in my bedroom. We were sitting on my bed, and she was eating Twizzlers. I couldn’t stop myself from staring at her mouth as she ate. The smell of hair was intoxicating, and wanting to kiss her as badly as I did made me nervous.

“I need to use the bathroom,” she said.

I paused the movie and stared at her swaying hips and ass as she walked into my bathroom and closed the door. When she exited the bathroom, I couldn’t take my eyes off her. Maria retook her seat beside me and looked into my eyes.

“You have amazing eyes.”

“Thank you,” I responded nervously.

“Great lips, too.”

“Thanks.”

“I like you,” Maria said.

“I like you too,” I responded.

I never imagined what happened next would. Maria kissed me. I was so in shock that I didn’t close my eyes. “I’m so sorry. I thought you liked me how I liked you. I’m going to go.”

When Maria rose to her feet, I took hold of her hand. I stood up and looked into her eyes. “I do like you that way,” I said and then kissed her.

I had my first ever closed and opened-mouth kiss that night. I felt like my body was melting as I touched her tongue with mine. The movie played, but Maria and I didn’t watch the rest of the movie. We spent the rest of the movie making out in my bed until the movie ended.

I walked her out of my house and on the deck. I kissed her goodnight, and we smiled at one another. I watched her walk off the deck and out the backyard gate. I was so caught up in the moment that I hadn’t seen Tiffany sitting on her deck. Tiffany cleared her throat and stared at me from her deck.

“I’m coming over,” she said.

It felt like an eternity as I waited for Tiffany to make the short few-second walk from her backyard and into mine. Tiffany entered my backyard and walked up the stairs onto my deck.

“How was it?”

“Nice.”

“Who made the first move?”

“She did.”

“Where?”

“In my bedroom.”

“So now what?”

“I don’t know.”

“You two look good together.”

“We do?”

“I think so.”

Tiffany smiled at me, and I smiled at her. “I’m tired and heading to bed.”

“I’m tired too. Good night.”

“Good night,” Tiffany responded.

She began walking away and then stopped. She turned around, looked at me, and asked, “Boys and girls or only girls?”

“Only girls.”

Tiffany again smiled and walked away. It felt like a giant weight had been lifted from my shoulders. My best friend watched me make out with Maria and didn’t freak out. She instead came over to my house and talked to me.

The next morning, I had a long conversation with Tiffany about how I wanted to come out to her but didn’t and why. I, of course, omitted the fact that I had a huge crush on her. If I were in her shoes, I might have been a bit upset, but she wasn’t. She understood and told me that she loved me, and that was it.

Maria and I met up that afternoon at her house with the intention of talking, but we didn’t talk. We instead made out in her bedroom while groping each other. We didn’t talk until that night and agreed to take things slow. I told Maria that Tiffany had seen us kiss, and we agreed not to tell anyone else that we were dating.

Maria and I dated for four months when she asked me to be her girlfriend, and I accepted. The only person who knew that Maria and I were together was Tiffany. To everyone else, Maria and I were nothing more than close friends. My parents couldn’t have been happier than I made another close friend.

Maria’s parents couldn’t have been nice to me, especially her mother. Maria’s mother, Alegria, was Cuban, and English was not her primary language. I was an honor student in Spanish, and she liked that I could speak to her in Spanish and understood what she was saying when she spoke to me in Spanish.

Maira and I had sex for the first time a few weeks after becoming official. It was a bit awkward at first, but when it stopped being awkward, it was amazing. I knew how I felt about Maria, but I didn’t expect Maria to tell me that she loved me after we had sex for the first time. I told her that I loved her too.

Maria and I were young but so in love. She was my everything, and I was her everything. We couldn’t keep our hands, lips, and mouths off one another, but Maria was the one who initiated sex most of the time. Each time was better than the last.

Maria and I had a lot of sex, but we were also close friends because we had so much in common. I never thought I would meet a girl who loved baseball as much as I did, but she not only loved it as much as me, she loved it more.

My sister Amy moved back home after graduating from college. She was living at home, but I didn’t see much of her. She was working full-time and would be out partying all weekend. I’d see her sporadically throughout the week and mostly on Sundays. Amy and I never had a close relationship, but I could easily tell that she seemed off. The more time passed, the more off she seemed.

It was a Saturday. Maria was out with her parents visiting family and wouldn’t be back until Sunday afternoon. My parents were attending a wedding, so I spent the day with Tiffany. I would be spending the night alone because Tiffany had a date with Tim that night. I helped Tiffany get ready for her date and stayed with her until Tim came to pick her up.

I left Tiffany’s house and went to my house. I entered through the backyard and walked up the stairs onto the deck. Amy was sitting alone, drinking, and it looked like she’d been crying. I was surprised to see her home on a Saturday because she was never home on Saturday. She often left for work on Friday morning and didn’t come home until Sunday.

“Amy, are you okay?”

“I’ve been better, Jess.”

“I’m surprised you're home. I didn’t expect to see you until tomorrow afternoon.”

“I didn’t expect to be home either. Want to have a drink with me?”

I shook my head, and she rolled her eyes. “Come on. Have a drink with your big sister.”

“Okay.”

I had consumed alcohol before, but not often. It usually didn’t take many drinks for me to become inebriated. All it took for me to feel the effects was half a glass of vodka and cranberry juice, but it was nice to spend time alone with Amy. It had been so long since Amy and I talked like we did that night.

“I wish we did this more often.”

“We should.”

“Were you crying earlier?”

“Yeah, I was.”

“Do you want to tell me why?”

“It’s complicated.”

“I know I’m your younger sister, but I’m happy to listen if you need to talk. I’ve always found it helpful to talk about things that are bothering me and look at things from a different perspective.”

“I don’t know what to do, Jess.”

“About?”

Amy sighed, sipped her drink, and answered, “How to tell Mom.”

“Tell Mom about what?”

“Christine.”

“Christine?”

“You’ve met Chris.”

“Oh, your friend from college. She’s on the taller side and extremely pretty, but what is it that you need to tell Mom about Christine that has you bent out of shape?”

“I love you, Jess,” she said with red and glassy eyes.

“I love you too, Amy,” I responded.

I watched a tear leave Amy’s left eye and roll down her cheek. Amy made herself another drink and topped off my glass. She took a large drink from her glass and said, “I don’t know how to tell Mom that Chris is my girlfriend.”

It took me a moment to realize what Amy had told me. I was stunned and didn’t know what to say. My older sister and I weren’t so different after all. I sipped my drink and asked, “Is it serious?”

“I love her, and I will lose her if I don’t tell Mom and Dad about her. I’m not worried about telling Dad, but I’m terrified of telling Mom. You know how close we are. Mom is one of my best friends,” she cried.

I had no idea what to say. I couldn’t give Amy advice about something that I was too scared about doing myself. I embraced Amy as she cried on my shoulder until she pulled away. Amy sipped her drink and looked at me.

“How long have you been with her?”

“Since my last year of college. I understand where Chris is coming from. Her family knows about us, and she wants our family to know about us. I’ve repeatedly promised her I would tell Mom and Dad about us, and she’s had enough.”

“You were crying earlier because of what Christine said to you?”

“Chris told me that she’s tired of being kept secret and can’t do it anymore.”

“She broke up with you?”

“She told me that when I’m ready for her to stop being my secret, she’ll be waiting for me, but until then, she doesn’t want to see me.”

“What are you going to do?”

“I don’t know, Jess. I love Chris, and I want to be with her, but I don’t know how to tell Mom about it. It’s like I need to choose between being with Chris and having Mom in my life.”

“I know how you feel.”

Amy looked at me with surprise and then opened her eyes wide. “How do you know?”

“My friend Maria is my girlfriend. We’ve been together since last year.”

We had a heart-to-heart conversation that night, and I never felt closer to my sister. Unlike me, Amy was bisexual. She knew since high school that she was bisexual but didn’t act on her attraction toward girls until college. Christine and Amy becoming a couple weren’t planned. They were in a friends-with-benefits situation and wound up falling for one another.

Amy came out to my parents the following day. I was there to support her when she did. My Dad took it well, and I wish I could say the same thing about my Mom, but I can’t. I’d never seen my Mom cry like that before, but she accepted it.

I wish I could state that Amy being in a relationship with Christine didn’t affect her relationship with our Mom, but I can’t. They were still close but not as close as they had been, and it made me feel that if I were to come out, my relationship with my Mom would become non-existent. I decided to continue keeping my sexuality a secret.

Maria was the best player on the softball team, and it was no surprise. Her father played college baseball and taught her the game. Her father met her mother when Maria’s father was attending college in Florida. It was Maria’s dream to follow in her father’s footsteps and become a Division I college athlete.

Maria was by far the best player on the softball team and couldn’t have played any better. She was upset that she didn’t have any scholarship offers and decided that she would apply to Albany and attempt to walk onto the softball team.

It was always Tiffany and my plan to attend college together in Oneonta, but Oneonta wasn’t a Division I college. It wasn’t ideal for Maria and me to attend different colleges, but Oneonta and Albany weren’t too far away. I would go to see her when I could, and she would do the same. We would also be able to see each other during winter, spring, and summer breaks.

Maria’s father was recruited to join a new company and accepted. He moved to Texas, and Maria’s mother remained on Long Island so that Maria could finish high school. It was a huge blow to our plans. We could still travel to see one another during the school year but had no idea how we would see each other over the breaks.

It didn’t matter when Maria received what she had always dreamed about. She received a full-ride athletic scholarship to play Division I softball at a college in California. It was her only Division-One athletic scholarship offer. When she told me about it, I knew what it meant for our relationship.

“Congratulations, Maria. I know you’ll do amazing,” I said, doing my best to hold back my tears.

“I’ll be attending college in California and going home to Texas when I’m not at school,” she said with tears streaming down her cheeks.”

“I know.”

“Jess, I love you,” she cried.

“I love you too,” I sobbed.

Two weeks after we graduated from high school, Maria moved to Texas. There was nothing either of us could do. Maria and I being together was not meant to be. I was heartbroken and depressed.

I spent my first semester away at college, going to class and studying and not much else. It felt like all I could do was think about Maria and how badly I missed her. It didn’t help that we remained in contact. At the start of winter break, Maria and I had a long conversation and agreed it would be best to no longer remain in contact.

“I love you, and I will never forget you,” she whaled over the phone.

“I love you too. You will always have a piece of my heart. Goodbye, Maria.”

“Goodbye, Jess.”

I didn’t embrace being away at college until there were only a few months left in the school year, and I wouldn’t have had Tiffany not pushed me as hard as she did. She dragged me out to party as much as she could, and I wouldn’t have met Claudia if it hadn’t been for the double Venus pin that Tiffany had gifted me.

Claudia approached me as I sat on a bench on campus between classes. She told me how much she liked my pin and asked me for my number. I told her that I had come out of a long-term relationship and wasn’t looking to date anyone.

“I’m not looking to date anyone either. I was thinking more along the lines of hanging out and burying my face between your legs.”

I was shocked that Claudia had been so forward. I was blushing when I gave her my number and wasn’t sure if I would hang out with her if she contacted me. Claudia texted me that night and asked me to hang out with her in her dorm room on Friday night.

“Is she hot?” Tiffany asked.

“Extremely hot.”

“Have fun with her.”

“I don’t know, Tiff. If she’s willing to do it with me, it means she probably does it a lot.”

“So what?! Get laid!”

“Wouldn’t that make me a slut?”

“Not at all. Besides, how often do you think you’ll have an opportunity like this?”

Tiffany made a great point, and although I was going to hang out with Claudia, I still wasn’t sure if I would have sex with her. I was nervous when I arrived, but the nervousness I felt was replaced with lust when I looked at her.

Claudia was wearing a half-tee shirt that exposed her stomach, and I could easily tell that she wasn’t wearing a bra. She wore black spandex shorts, and her long black hair was in a ponytail. She wasn’t wearing makeup but couldn’t have looked any hotter to me.

We talked for over an hour while sitting on her bed. It was during that time that Claudia told me that she wouldn’t have approached me had she not seen my pin and that being so forward was something she hadn’t done before. I learned that she was a junior and also had been in a long-term relationship, which was why she wasn’t looking for anything serious.

She kissed me. I kissed her while hearing Tiffany’s voice in my head, asking me how often I would have an opportunity like that. I stopped kissing Claudia only long enough to remove her shirt. We began kissing again while I ran my hands across her tits and nipples while she moaned into my mouth.

The next thing I knew, I was on top of her and licking her nipples. I kissed down her stomach, removed her shorts, and went down on her. She tasted amazing and different from Maria. Claudia’s pussy was tart with a hint of sweetness that I enjoyed.

“Eat my pussy, Jessica!” she exclaimed.

I sucked on her clitoris while finger fucking her until I made her orgasm. I stopped going down on her and got off her bed. Claudia got out of bed, undressed me, and pushed me hard onto her bed.

How she went down on me was far different from how Maria went down on me. Claudia was more forceful, and it wasn’t difficult to tell she was far more experienced than I was. It was the first time I had ever had an orgasm without being played with or finger fucked.

Claudia made me cum only using her mouth and made me cum faster than I ever had before. We made each other cum again by going down on each other in a sixty-nine. We kissed and cuddled for a little while until I told her that I should go.

I dressed, kissed her goodbye, and left her dorm room. I didn’t expect to hear from her again, but I did a few days later. I invited her to hang out in my dorm room, and we did and had sex again. I spent the rest of that semester having no-strings-attached sex with Claudia.

Claudia and I talked and texted all summer long, and when I returned to college, Claudia and I picked up where we had left off. We were having a lot of sex, and I did things with her between the sheets that I hadn’t done with Maria. However, we were also hanging out and not having sex. I didn’t want to develop feelings for her, but I did.

By October of that year, I was head over heels in love with the girl. I felt that Claudia picked up on how I felt toward her when she began pulling away from me. We weren’t hanging out as much as we had been, and when I asked her to hang out, it was like she suddenly didn’t have time for me.

At least I can state that Claudia did the right thing and couldn’t have been more mature about the situation. She called me, told me that she needed to talk to me, and came to my dorm room. Claudia told me that she couldn’t see me any longer because she was getting back together with her ex-girlfriend.

Claudia told me that she was sorry and I told her that she had nothing to be sorry about. I never told Claudia how I felt about her, but she knew. It wasn’t her fault that I had fallen for her, but it didn’t prevent me from feeling rejected. I was again brokenhearted.

After Claudia, there was Samantha. I was beyond brokenhearted after Samantha. I was devastated. I didn’t see it coming. I was blindsided. Samantha had been cheating on me for our entire relationship with a guy named Mitchell. After Samantha, I decided I would never get into another relationship while in college. I decided I would have no-strings-attached sex whenever I had the opportunity.

It was our senior year. Tiffany and I lived in a suite with four other girls, one of whom I had the hots for. Her name was Taylor, and she was the only girl I had ever flirted with, but I only flirted with her when I had liquid courage flowing through my veins.

I had it bad for Taylor. She was short with long, straight black hair and light brown eyes. Taylor looked similar to Maria but had a body shaped like a genie bottle. She had the most amazing bubble butt I’d ever seen, and it would drive me insane when she walked around our dorm in her yoga pants. I wanted nothing more than to bury my tongue in Taylor’s ass.

Tiffany and I were alone in our suite, drinking and talking as we had done many times before. “I can’t believe that in less than two months, college will be over, and we’ll be back home, living next door to each other,” I said.

“It makes me depressed. When we’re home for break, I can’t wait to get back to campus, and there won’t be anymore going back to campus. We need to get jobs and start paying back student loans.”

“I’m sorry I brought up the subject, so let’s talk about anything else.”

“You haven’t had sex since Samantha.”

“No, shit, Tiff, but you haven’t had sex since; what’s his name?”

“Derek, but shouldn’t even count. It lasted less than two minutes.”

“They all count, Tiff.”

“I feel like such a slut sometimes.”

“You shouldn’t. You’ve only been with four guys.”

“I know, but we need more shots.”

“Yes, we do,” I responded.

Tiffany and I drank two more shots of Rum, and she stared at me. I knew her well enough to know something was on her mind that she wanted to talk about. “What is it, Tiff?”

“College is almost over. Is there anything you feel that you’ve wanted to do that you haven’t?”

“Yeah, Taylor.”

“I don’t know what you see in that girl. She’s not even that hot.”

“Let’s agree to disagree on that subject. What do you feel you’ve wanted to do that you haven’t done?”

“Sex with a girl.”

I couldn’t believe my ears. Of all the things Tiffany could have said, I didn’t expect her to say that. Hearing Tiffany tell me that she wanted to have sex with a girl was something I thought she would never want to do.

“Since when have you wanted to have sex with a girl?”

“Last year.”

“Last year? Why?”

“Remember I told you about that about that girl, Anna, who wanted to take me home?”

“Yeah.”

“What I didn’t tell you is that I’ve been kicking myself over it since.”

“Why didn’t you go home with her?”

“I was scared. I didn’t know Anna and anything about her sexual past.”

“I get it, but you still have time left.”

“I know, but if I were to have sex with a girl, it would need to be with someone I would be completely comfortable with. It would need to be with someone I completely trust.”

“I get that too.”

“I feel comfortable with you, and I don’t trust anyone as much as I trust you.”

“Shut up!”

“I’m serious.”

“You’re not serious. You’re fucking with me.”

“You wouldn’t?”

“No, I wouldn’t.”

“Why not?”

“We’ve been best friends since we were eight. It would be weird.”

“What would be weird about it?”

“I would never be able to look at you the same way.”

Tiffany shook her head and then poured and drank another shot. “Am I not hot enough?”

“You’re the hottest girl I know.”

“You’ve never thought about it?”

“No, I’ve never thought about it!”

“So, If I stripped nude right now and told you to have your way with me, you wouldn’t?”

“No!”

“Great to know,” she responded in an upset tone.

“If we didn’t know each other how we do and I saw you strutting around campus, I would, but that’s not the case.”

“I’m going to bed!”

I couldn’t believe that Tiffany was upset with me because I wouldn’t have sex with her. Never in a million years would I have ever thought we would talk about the subject, let alone have her upset with me because I wouldn’t have sex with her.

The truth of the matter was that I couldn’t have sex with her, but I couldn’t tell her why. I couldn’t sleep that night. Tiffany and I never argued, and knowing she was upset with me greatly bothered me. Thankfully, she woke up in the morning with a terrible hangover and apologized to me.

“Jess, I’m sorry about last night. I don’t know what I was thinking.”

“Don’t worry about it, Tiff.”

“You were right. We’ve been best friends since childhood, and it would have made things weird between us. Thanks for being the one with sense.”

“Anytime, Tiff.”

A few weeks later, something happened that I had never thought would happen. The six of us had gone out. Taylor and I weren’t having a good time, so we decided to head back to campus. I was drunk, and I did what I always did when I was drunk. I flirted with Taylor as we walked back to our dorm.

When we arrived home, Taylor asked, “If there is one thing that you could do to me, what would it be?”

“I would eat your ass like a ravenous animal,” I immediately responded.

“You eat ass?”

“I love eating ass.”

“That’s gross.”

“Don’t knock it until you try it.”

Taylor giggled and told me she was going to shower and go to bed. I locked onto her bubble butt as she walked into her bedroom. Taylor showered, and I showered after her. I went into my bedroom and got into bed. The room spun for a while, and when the room stopped spinning, I was able to close my eyes and try to sleep.

I was almost asleep when I heard my bedroom door open and slam closed. I sat up in bed and rubbed my eyes. Taylor was standing in my bedroom and said, “Okay.”

“Okay, what?”

Taylor smiled, winked, and undressed. She bent herself over my desk and said, “Go ahead.”

I got out of bed and stared at her bare bubble ass. I was amazed. There wasn’t a dimple of fat on her ass.

I almost pinched myself to ensure I wasn’t dreaming until Taylor said, “I’m waiting, Jess.”

That was all I needed to hear. “Oh, my God! It feels amazing!” she shouted as I rimmed, sucked, and tongue fucked her asshole.

“Play with pussy!” Taylor begged.

I ate Taylor’s ass while playing with her pussy as she moaned in pleasure. “Fuck this! Eat my pussy!” she shouted.

I removed my face from between Taylor’s ass cheeks and watched her sit on my desk. She spread her legs and called me to her by waving her index finger. I ate her pussy so good that her legs shook as they rested on my shoulders.

By far, Taylor had the loudest orgasm out of the other girls I’d been with. “Oh fuck, Jess. That was amazing,” Taylor said as I wiped her juices from my cheeks with my hand.

“I’m happy you enjoyed it. I’ll do it again whenever you want me to.”

“Whenver?”

I nodded and looked at her with lust. “How about now?” she questioned.

Taylor and I got into my bed. I remember sucking her clitoris while finger fucking her and thinking that I couldn’t believe what had happened and what was happening. I made Taylor have another orgasm and removed my face from between her legs and my fingers from inside her vagina.

“That was great. Thanks, Jess,” Taylor said and got off my bed.

Taylor dressed, opened my bedroom door, walked out, and closed it behind her. Within seconds of Taylor closing the door behind her, the door opened, and Tiffany entered. She looked at me in disbelief.

“You had sex with Taylor.”

“Taylor didn’t touch me at all. She was a total pillow princess.”

“Like you didn’t know she would be,” Tiffany responded with laughter.

By the next day, everyone in our dorm suite knew what I had done with Taylor. Tiffany had walked in seconds after Taylor left our bedroom. Taylor told her roommate Kim, who then told Rachel. Rachel then told her roommate Melissa.

That night, Taylor asked to talk to me alone. We talked in her bedroom, where she told me that she didn’t regret what had happened. Taylor told me that my hitting on her, combined with her alcohol level, made her want to have the experience.

“It won’t happen again, and I hope that nothing changes between us.”

“We’re good, Taylor.”

I believed Taylor when she told me that it wouldn’t happen again, so I couldn’t have been more surprised when she joined me in the shower two nights later and went down on me. What was most surprising was how good Taylor was at going down on me. Taylor made me cum, exited the shower, and exited the bathroom.

When I talked to her about what she had done, Taylor told me that she felt bad that she hadn’t touched me, that it was her way of paying me back, and that we were even. Taylor and I had sex three more times after that day. Taylor initiated all three times, and the last time we had sex was two days before graduation.

“I never imagined I would have a lesbian experience, let alone five lesbian experiences,” Taylor said with laughter as we cuddled nude after having sex.”

“Why with me, Taylor?”

“You’re hot.”

I laughed and responded, “I’m the furthest thing from hot. I have a flat ass, small tits, and the complexion of a ghost.”

“Jess, if you weren’t hot, I wouldn’t be in bed with you at the moment or given into your advances to start with.”

That time in college with Taylor gave me a newfound sense of confidence I didn’t know I was capable of having. Taylor was everything I felt she was. She gave in to my sexual advances, although Taylor never thought that she would do what she did with me. The fact that Taylor did made me look at myself differently and feel different from how I used to feel.  

For the first time in my life, I believed that I was beautiful and sexy because of Taylor. I decided to change my ways. I didn’t want to dress like a street walker, but I wanted to dress in a way that told the world that I embraced how I felt. I wanted to dress sexy and classy. I wanted to dress like my sister.

I could have gone to Tiffany for help because she dressed classy and sexy, but I wanted to go to my sister because I wanted us to have a closer relationship. I felt that if I went to Amy for help, it would result in what I wanted.

“Amy. What are you doing this weekend.”

“Nothing. Why?”

“I’m hoping that you’d be okay with me coming to see you so that you can take me clothes shopping.”

“You want to have a sister weekend?!”

“Yeah.”

I couldn’t believe how excited she was. Amy was so excited that she told me to pack an overnight bag and insisted on driving into Long Island from her apartment in Queens to pick me up. It had been a while since we’d talked and spent time together.

I was stunned when I entered her Mercedes. “How much are you paying monthly for this?”

“I don’t have a monthly payment. I paid cash. I’m earning more money than Mom and Dad combined.”

“I knew you were doing well, but not this well.”

“I am, and today is on me.”

That weekend with Amy was more amazing than I could have hoped for, and it wasn’t because she wouldn’t allow me to take a dollar from my wallet. It wasn’t because she had me dye my hair platinum blonde and told me how beautiful I looked. What made that weekend more amazing than I could have hoped for was that it was the bonding experience I always wanted and never had with her.

We had drinks together as adults for the first time and talked for hours about things I never thought I would talk to her about. I even talked to Amy about Christine. Amy hadn’t discussed her breakup with Christine to me until that night. Prior to that night, it had been something she didn’t want to talk about.

“We still talk and text every day.”

“Why aren’t you together then?”

“Relationships are more and always will be more than physical attraction. Chris and I can’t be together because we’re extremely different people. Our differences allow us to see things from different perspectives. That makes for a great friendship but not so much when it comes to growing old together.”

“I’m so sorry that you went through that.”

“I’m not. Chris and I were friends before we became romantically involved, and we’re better friends now. We had our time together, and her girlfriend Pam couldn’t be more amazing.”

“Have you met her?”

“Yeah. We hang out all the time. I need to check my calendar, but we’re meeting up for drinks on either Wednesday or Thursday.”

“You hang out with your ex-girlfriend's new girlfriend?!”

“All the time, Jess. Pam and I hit it off from the first time Chris introduced us. It may sound crazy to you, but Pam has become one of my best friends.”

“It does sound crazy to me, Amy.”

“Jess, we need to do this more often. I know being at home again after college is difficult, so here’s a key to my place. I’m not that far away. Drive here and let yourself in whenever you want.”

I was overcome with emotion when Amy handed me the key to her apartment and then put it onto my key ring. I wrapped my arms around her while crying and told her how much spending time with her meant to me.

“It means more to me than you’ll ever understand, my little sister.”

“Your roommate won’t mind me having a key?”

“She’s never home, and even if she did have a problem with you having a key, it wouldn’t matter to me.”

Amy made me dress in a new outfit before taking me home. Amy told me why, but I didn’t understand until I arrived home and Mom saw me. My Mom cried tears of happiness when she looked at me. I never felt as close to her as I did when she wrapped her arms around me and kissed my cheeks repeatedly.

My Dad complimented me and smiled, but he looked upset. He exited the house and went into the backyard, and I remained inside, talking to my Mom. My Mom and I drank wine while I talked to her about my weekend with Amy.

My Mom ordered pizza, and although my Dad loves pizza, he didn’t eat it with us. He sat on the deck, drinking a beer while slamming a baseball into his glove. The best I can describe how my Dad looked while sitting outside is someone who felt he had lost his best friend.

I joined my Dad on the deck and asked, “Want to have a catch?”

“I appreciate the offer, but you don’t need to.”

“I’m asking because it's what I want to do. Let’s have a catch.”

My Dad and I walked down the stairs of the deck. I went into the garage to get my baseball glove and removed my shoes when I got onto the grass. It was great playing catch with my Dad, and watching his demeanor change from depressed to happy made me feel great.

After playing catch, my Dad asked me to have a beer with him. I hadn’t drunk wine with my Mom or had a beer with my Dad until that night. My Mom brought my Dad a few slices of pizza, kissed him, and left my Dad and me alone to talk.

“Dad, are you okay?”

“Yeah, sweetheart, It's just that seeing you dressed how you are made me realize that you’re not my little girl anymore.”

“I’ll always be your little girl, Dad.”

He smiled, sipped his beer, and told me that he loved me. I told him that I loved him too and asked if he wanted to catch a Yankees game with me. “I’ll pick up tickets for us,” he responded.

It was great to be home, but the reality of adulthood weighed heavily on me. I needed to get a job and had applied to many companies without one request for an interview. I was finally offered to interview for a position the same day that Tiffany was interviewing.

My interview went okay, and I was told that I should be hearing back for a second interview. It wasn’t much, but at least it was something. I drove past Tiffany as she got out of her car. As soon as I parked and got out of my car, Tiffany ran toward me.

“I’m in!” she shrieked with happiness.

“That’s great! I’m so happy for you!” I responded.

I was happy for Tiffany. She had always wanted to be a teacher, and she had her foot in the door at an elementary school in Queens. She had a long road ahead of her. She would teach full-time while attending college at night to earn her Master's Degree, which was a requirement to teach in New York City.

That summer felt like it began and ended in a flash. Tiffany was working and attending college at night. When the weekends came, she studied and made lesson plans. She was stressed out and overwhelmed. I forced her to go out with me as she had forced me to go out with her during high school and at the start of college.

“Thank you so much for dragging me out of the house, Jess. I needed this.”

“You’re welcome, Tiff. Besides, it’s nice to see you for a change,” I responded.

Tiffany still lived at home next door to me, but I didn’t get to see her often. She needed to wake up extremely early to drive to the train station and then take the train to work. After teaching, she took the train into Manhattan to attend college and then took the train home. Tiffany would leave around five in the morning and didn’t return home until after eleven at night and then do it again.

I had graduated from college five months prior and was still jobless. I needed to begin paying back my student loans the next month and felt frustrated. I decided to surprise Amy and visit her without telling her.

I let myself into her apartment with my key and entered. “Jess!” Amy shouted with surprise and happiness.

We greeted each other with a hug, sat on her couch, and talked until Pamela arrived. Amy introduced me to Pam, and I understood why Amy and Pam had become close friends. Pam was so sweet and pleasant.

“Amy told me that you’ve been having trouble finding a job.”

“It’s been difficult.”

“You have a finance degree, don’t you?”

“Yeah,” I answered.

“I don’t know if you’d be interested, but my Uncle owns a car dealership. He’s looking for a finance manager. I can get you an interview if you want.”

“Yeah! That would be great!”

“I’ll make the phone call.”

Three days later, I entered the car dealership. “Good morning. I’m Jessica Morgan, and I'm here to see Mr. Daniels,” I said to the receptionist.

I followed the receptionist into an office and was told to take a seat. I sat and waited for Pam’s Uncle to enter. I stood from my seat when he entered and shook his hand. Pam’s Uncle sat behind his desk and smiled. I removed my resume from my bag, but when I went to give it to him, he told me that he didn’t need to see it.

“My Neice told me that you have a finance degree and recently graduated from college.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Please, call me Dave.”

“Jessica, this position is not rocket science. It’s basically a sales position. You’ll place customers who are buying used and new vehicles with different finance companies based on their qualifications. You’ll also be responsible for selling extended warranties and add-ons, which will earn you additional commission. When can you start?”

“Whenever you need me to, Dave.”

“Be here tomorrow at nine. My current finance manager will get you up to speed by training you until he leaves at the end of next week. Then it’s your show. Here’s your commission plan,” Dave said and slid a paper across his desk.

“The position is normally strictly commission, but I’ll pay you a small weekly salary until you get up to speed.”

“Thank you so much!”

I was trained for a little under two weeks and began my new job. The hours were long, and the position was stressful. I closed deals left and right and thought David was going to tell me how great of a job I was doing when he asked me to go into his office.

“Jessica, have a seat.”

I sat down, and David placed four folders in front of me. “Do you not understand your position?”

“I understand my position, David.”

“What do you see in front of you?”

“Four closed deals from yesterday.”

“What I see is thousands of dollars in lost revenue.”

David tapped each folder while stating how much revenue I had cost him.

“If the customer qualifies for a rate, it’s your job to sell the customer at a higher rate so the dealership can spread the product.”

“I understand that David, but I’d be ripping the customer off by doing that. The finance companies still pay us the finders fee when I get the customer to sign.”

David opened a sales folder and told me to explain why I closed the customer how I did.

“They had a pre-approval from their bank at that rate. I told them I’d match the rate, and the transaction would go much smoother by having them finance through us.”

David opened the other three folders, and I explained why I closed those customers the way I did. David didn’t look happy, and I thought he was going to fire me. I felt like I was about to cry when David laughed and told me to relax.

“I had a good feeling about you. You get what we do here. Keep up the great work.”

I never thought that I would be employed as an auto dealership finance manager when I was in college, and I wondered what I would do for a career, but I liked it. I enjoyed the smiles on customers' faces when they were handed the keys to their vehicles. More than anything, I enjoyed the money I earned.

The position was stressful, and the hours were long, but I never imagined I’d be able to earn the income I earned fresh out of college. I was aggressively paying down my student loans, and since I was still living at home, I was saving most of what I earned.

My dealership was located in Queens, and my work day started at nine in the morning. Tiffany had been leaving so early for work because of the long train commute, so I began dropping her off at her school and then going to work.

When Tiffany had college classes at night, she would take the train into Queens, and I would pick her up at the train station to drive us home. It was great spending so much time with Tiffany again.

Tiffany and I had been commuting together for three months when I realized the feelings I had for her throughout the years were back and stronger than ever. I didn’t want to feel how I did about her, but I couldn’t help it.

I wanted to greet her in the morning with a kiss and kiss her goodbye when I dropped her off at school. I wanted to do the things we always did together but end our night by having sex and cuddling until we fell asleep. The realization that I was in love with my best friend, who I could never be with, was agonizing.

It wasn't easy being around Tiffany and feeling how I did about her. I didn’t know how much more I could take. When Amy told me that her roommate Sophia was moving out and she was looking for a new roommate, it felt like the stars had aligned.

Amy’s apartment was within walking distance of her school, and the subway was down the street. If Tiffany became Amy’s new roommate, it would make Tiffany’s life and my life much easier. Tiffany’s commute would be close to non-existent, and by not being around her so much, my feelings would eventually leave.

I talked to Amy about the possibility of Tiffany becoming her new roommate, and she was all for it. I talked to Tiffany about it, and she loved the idea. I drove Tiffany and me to Amy’s that weekend so that they could talk about things.

Tiffany’s share of the rent was more than she could afford. Still, since Amy was doing so well financially, she agreed to pick up more of the rent in exchange for Tiffany doing things like cleaning up around the apartment, doing their laundry, and going grocery shopping.

I missed Tiffany, but not being around her constantly was what I needed when I needed it. Tiffany and I still talked and texted often but weren’t seeing each other much. When I did see her, it was like nothing had changed for me.

I could never tell Tiffany how I felt about her because she could never feel that way about me. I didn’t know how she would react if I were to tell Tiffany that I had feelings beyond friendship for her often throughout the years. I believed that if I told her that I was in love with her, our friendship would be forever ruined. Nothing good could come out of me telling Tiffany anything, so I kept my mouth shut.

Tiffany's living with Amy was good for Tiffany. She was less stressed out since she had more time on her hands and was going out with Amy on the weekends to party with Amy and her friends. Amy and Tiffany invited me out all the time. I went out with them here and there, but not as often as they wanted.

The best thing about Tiffany living with Amy was how happy Tiffany sounded. It had been a while since I heard happiness in her tone. It was the same with Amy. The only time I could remember Amy sounding and looking as happy as she did was when she was with Christine when things were good.

Discovering the true reason behind Amy and Tiffany’s happiness was the worst feeling of my life. I never thought it was a possibility. When I think about it now, I still get the same feeling of desperation, and my body becomes numb as it did that night.

It was a Saturday night, and I had plans to hang out with Tiffany at the apartment. Tiffany called me that afternoon and told me that her work colleagues had plans, and Amy did, too. It had been months since we hung out. I didn’t have plans and couldn’t think of an excuse not to hang out with her.

I didn’t want to get stuck in traffic, so I decided to leave earlier than planned. It didn’t take me long to get into Queens from Long Island, but I couldn’t find a parking spot. I drove around the neighborhood and the block for over an hour. I finally found a parking spot a few feet away from the subway station on the opposite side of the street.

I backed my car into the parking spot and turned off the engine. I got out of the car and saw Tiffany and Amy standing at the top of the subway entrance. I saw them, but they hadn’t seen me. I began to cross the street and stopped walking when I saw Amy and Tiffany kiss.

It was a closed-mouth kiss that turned into an open-mouth kiss. Tiffany had her hands on Amy’s ass, and Amy had her hands on Tiffany's ass. They stopped kissing, and as Amy walked began walking away from Tiffany, Tiffany playfully slapped her ass.

I couldn’t believe what I had seen. My body felt numb, and it felt like I was frozen in place. I took a step backward and then got back into my car. I watched Tiffany walk from the subway entrance toward the apartment building. She hadn’t seen me standing outside or noticed me sitting in my car.

It was like time stood still as I sat in my car. I was too overcome with emotion to drive home and didn’t know what to do with myself. My cell phone began to ring, and I looked at Tiffany's name and number on my screen. I answered the call.

“Hey, where are you?”

“I’m here. I just found a parking spot.”

“See you in a few then.”

I got myself together as best as I could and forced myself out of my car. I slowly walked toward the building and entered. I took the elevator to the floor of the apartment and saw Tiffany waiting for me in the doorway of the apartment.

Tiffany looked at me and immediately knew something was wrong. I walked past her and into the apartment. Tiffany closed the door and stared at me. “Are you okay?”

“I saw you and Amy at the subway.”

“When?”

“Earlier. I parked across the street and saw you two kiss and grope each other at the top of the subway stairs.”

Tiffany had the look of a deer in headlights. It was like she was trying to think about how to respond but didn’t know what to say.

“Are you sleeping with my sister?”

Tiffany nodded and stared at me.

“How long have you been sleeping with Amy?”

Tiffany shrugged her shoulders and continued staring at me.

“How long, Tiffany!”

“A little over two months,” she responded with her voice quivering.

“Two months! How the fuck did it happen!”

“I’ll tell you, but please calm down.”

“How did it happen, Tiff?”

Tiffany sat on the sofa, and I sat on the chair across from the sofa. Tiffany inhaled deeply, exhaled slowly, and spoke.

“I went out with Amy, Pam, Chris, and a few of my friends from work to a sports bar not too far from here. We closed the bar, and then Amy and I walked home. We took turns showering and were wrapped in towels. We kept drinking when after showering, and it happened.”

“What happened?”

“Amy and I talked about how long it has been since we had sex. Amy told me that her friend, Stacey, was into me but that she told Stacey that I wasn’t into girls. I admitted to Amy that I was curious about what it was like to be with a girl, but I would have gone home with Stacey.”

“Then what?”

“I told Amy what I told you during our last year of college. I told Amy that if I were ever to have a lesbian experience, it would need to be with someone whom I felt comfortable being around and trusted. We had a moment; she kissed me, and it happened.”

“And it’s been happening since?”

Tiffany nodded, and I shook my head in disbelief.

“Is it just sex between you two?”

“It’s complicated, Jess.”

“What’s complicated, Tiff?”

“It was supposed to be a one-time experience. I didn’t think that it would keep happening, but it keeps happening because I want it to keep happening. It's a complete mind fuck.”

“Are you in love with my sister?”

“Yes,” she responded and began sobbing.

“Tiff, I’m sorry, but I need to leave.”

“Please don’t go, Jess.”

“I need to go. I need time to process all of this.”

I left the apartment and quickly walked to my car. I entered my car, started the engine, and then cried like I never cried before. I cried so much it was difficult to drive home. Thankfully, my parents were sleeping when I arrived home. I entered my bedroom and cried myself to sleep.

The next day, I felt like I was in a fog. I spent the entire day in bed and didn’t get out of bed until Amy came to see me. Amy and I sat outside on the deck.

“Tiffany told me how upset you were last night. I’m sorry you found out how you did.”

“How do you feel about Tiffany?”

“I never thought I could feel that way again, but I do.”

“Does she know how you feel about her?”

“Yeah. We had a long talk this morning. We talked about everything we needed to discuss.”

“So you and Tiffany are together now?”

“We are, but not when it comes to Mom and Dad and her parents. We’re going to make sure that our relationship will work before we let the cat out of the bag. I know it will be odd for you to see Tiffany and me together, but nothing will change.”

I tried my best, but it wasn’t good enough. I held back my tears until I couldn’t hold them back any longer. I began to cry, and then I began sobbing. “Everything has changed, Amy.”

“I know Tiffany is your best friend, but her being with me won’t change your relationship with her.”

“I can’t do this, Amy!”

“Do what?”

“See you with her!”

“Why?”

“Because I feel how you feel about her,” I sobbed.

“What? Since when?”

“On and off for years but never like this, Amy.”

“Oh my God, Jess. Is that why you didn’t sleep with her in college?”

“I couldn’t do it. I knew if I did, it would change everything between us, and I would have lost Tiffany.”

“Had I known how you feel about her, I would never have gone there.”

“Amy, I’m begging you. Please don’t tell her. It isn’t her issue or your issue. It’s my issue, and I need to deal with it, but I can’t be around you two right now.’”

“I understand, Jess. I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be, Amy.”

I did my best with Tiffany to pretend that I was okay and happy for her and my sister, but Tiffany knew me well enough to know better. I avoided Tiffany by working seven days a week for months. I didn’t answer her calls and responded hours later to her text messages.

“Jess, please talk to Tiffany. I can’t take it. It’s putting a strain on our relationship, and it’s not fair,” Amy told me on the phone.

“What do you want me to tell her.”

“The truth, Jess. I need you to tell her the truth.”

“I need more time, Amy!”

“Time is up, Jess. Please don’t force my hand.”

“What are you saying?”

“You’re not giving me a choice. Tell Tiffany, or I will.”

“I can’t believe you!”

“Believe me, Jessica. I don’t want to do it, but I will.”

“Fuck you, Amy!” I angrily said and ended the call.

I thought about things and felt bad about what I said to Amy. I apologized to Amy through a text message and decided that it was time to talk to Tiffany. I spoke to Amy the next day and told her to ensure that I could have some time alone with Tiffany on Saturday night. I called Tiffany and told her that I wanted to hang out with her to catch up.

I couldn’t blame Tiffany for being upset with me when I arrived at the apartment. “Thank you for gracing me with your presence, Jessica. I’m happy you were able to fit me into your busy schedule."

"It’s been a while.”

“No shit, it’s been a while. What I don’t know is why.”

“I thought I would be able to handle you being with my sister, but I’ve been struggling with it.”

“Why?”

“You have every right to feel how you’ll feel when I tell you what I’m going to tell you. I don’t know what it’ll mean for our friendship, but it’s time for me to be honest with you.”

“What have you been lying to me about?”

“Please let me tell you what I need to tell you, and don’t interrupt. After I tell you, feel free to ask me anything you want.”

“Okay, Jess.”

“I had the hugest crush on you in high school. I couldn’t have disliked seeing you with Tim more than I did. I was beyond jealous, but then I met Maria and fell in love with her. When I was with Maria, I didn’t think about the feelings that I had for you.

When Maria and I ended, and you were my shoulder to cry on, those feelings slowly resurfaced. I wanted to be with you, but I was afraid of how you would react if I told you how I felt about you. I didn’t see the point in telling you because you were straight.

I did my best to suppress those feelings toward you, and it was easy when I was involved with Claudia. When she stopped seeing me, the feelings I had toward you again resurfaced until I was with Samantha.

After Samantha, I was okay. I convinced myself that those on-and-off-again feelings toward you were finally behind me. It helped that I was laser-focused on Taylor. You threw yourself at me in college, and I couldn’t do it because I knew if I were to have sex with you, it would mean everything to me and be nothing more than a sexual experience for you.

When we started commuting from home to Queens, those feelings for you came back and were stronger than ever. It was so difficult to be around you. When Amy told me that Sophia had moved out and that she was looking for a roommate, it was what I needed. I was relieved when you and Amy became roommates. I thought it would help eliminate my feelings toward you, but it didn’t. I was past the point of no return, but then I found out about you and Amy.

It was like a dagger to my heart to find out how you felt toward my sister. It was how I wanted you to feel about me. I was the same when Amy told me how she felt about you. I’ve been avoiding you because I can’t deal with you and my sister being together.”

Tiffany looked at me with a blank stare and then said, “When you want to visit your sister, I’ll appreciate you telling her so I can make myself scarce. Get the fuck out of my apartment.”

I didn’t respond. I removed the key to the apartment from my key ring and placed it on the counter. I exited the apartment, and as I drove home, I believed that my friendship with Tiffany was over, and I couldn’t blame her. Had I been in her shoes and Tiffany told me that she had been lying to me for so long, I would have felt the same way and reacted the way she did.

Months passed, and I had no contact with Tiffany. I’d check up on her whenever I saw or spoke to my sister. They were in a great place in their relationship, but it was difficult to hear Amy tell me that despite Tiffany missing me, she was too hurt to see or speak to me.

“I hope you two can get past this.”

“I do, too, but I don’t think we will.”

“Do you feel any different about her?”

“I’m in a much better place. I’m happy for you two.”

“Tiffany and I are going to let the cat out of the bag.”

“When?”

“This weekend. After Mom and Dad’s barbeque.”

“Tiffany thinks her Mom will freak out.”

“I think so too, but I hope Tiff and I are wrong.”

It was late, and the only people remaining were my parents, Tiffany’s parents, myself, Tiffany, and Amy. Tiffany and I weren’t wrong. Tiffany’s mother, Debra, freaked out and stormed off, with my mother chasing after her.

Tiffany cried and left with Amy, leaving me behind with my Dad and Tiffany’s Dad, Joe. “I had no idea, but it is what it is.”

“Will Debra be okay?” my Dad asked.

“She’s dramatic, but she’ll be fine. I’m going to go and relieve your wife,” Joe said and left.

“I never saw this coming,” my Dad said and sipped his beer.

My mom arrived close to an hour later. She poured herself a glass of wine and sat beside me. “Great time tonight, Love,” my Dad said to my Mom.

“I told Debra what I needed to say, and everything will be fine.”

“What did you tell her?” my Dad asked.

“The truth. I told Debra to take it in stride and not to say or do anything she can’t take back to Tiffany. When it ends, it will be in the past.”

“I’m hitting the sack,” My Dad said.

He kissed my Mom goodnight, kissed me goodnight, and went into the house, leaving me and Mom alone.

“What do you mean when it ends, Mom?”

“You know how your sister is. She gets bored, and when she does, she’ll move on to the next guy or woman.”

“This is different, Mom.”

“I’ve known Tiffany since the girl was eight years old, fourteen years, my darling. The girl is confused, but it will end. It’s only a matter of time.”

“They’re in love, Mom.”

“It’s not love, Jess. It’s infatuation. Tiffany has always looked up to your sister.”

“I know how you feel about same-sex relationships, but you’re wrong about them. What they have is real. If it weren’t tonight, it wouldn’t have happened.”

“Please, indulge me. Tell me how I feel about same-sex relationships.”

“You have a huge problem with it.”

“I have no issue with same-sex relationships or anyone’s sexuality for that matter.”

“Why did you freak out when Amy told you about Christine?”

“I have my reasons.”

“Please, indulge me,” I responded sarcastically.

“The only reason your sister told your father and me about Christine was that she was forced into it by Christine. I admit that I could have handled the situation better, but I knew it wasn’t going to last.”

“So, now you’re a relationship expert.”

“I’m fifty-two, darling, and I have something you will eventually have but don’t. I have life experience. I’ve been married to your father for thirty-one years, so when it comes to relationships, I know a thing or two. I’m a wife second, and a mother first, and mothers know.”

“Know what, mother?”

“I know that Amy will become bored and choose to move on and that what Tiffany thinks is love for Amy is infatuation. I know more than you think I know.”

“Like what, Mom? What do you know that I don’t think you know?”

“You’re homosexual.”

I was stunned. My mother knew that I was gay, and I had no doubt. I didn’t know how she knew, but she knew, and I didn’t know how to respond. My Mom poured me a glass of wine and smiled. I took hold of the wine glass, and my Mom clinked her wine glass against mine. I sipped my wine and placed the glass on the table.

“Do you truly believe that your father and I had no idea about you and your high school girlfriend?"

I nodded and stared at my Mom.

“I was once a girl at that same age. I know the difference between how friends and girlfriends act around one another. Your father thought I was wrong until she moved away after high school graduation. Your father and I have seen enough broken hearts to know what it looks like.”

“Why didn’t Dad or you tell me that you knew I was gay.”

“We felt it best that you tell us when you felt you were ready to tell us.”

“Why tell me now?”

“Tiffany is a beautiful, intelligent, and amazing young woman. I can’t imagine what it’s been like for you. You can never be more than friends with her.”

“Mom, I love her.”

“I don’t doubt that you do, but it won’t ever happen. It isn’t easy, but you need to come to terms with it. Believe me, darling. I know what I’m talking about, and time will prove me correct.”

It was an amazing feeling to know that the weight of my sexuality regarding my parents had been lifted from my shoulders. My Mom and I drank for hours that night and talked like we had never talked before. I knew in my heart that my Dad and Mom didn’t have an issue with my sexuality.

My parents didn’t have an issue with my sexuality but had a major problem when I told them that I wanted to move out. They fought me tooth and nail about me moving out until I agreed that it made no sense to rent when I could purchase and agreed to save more money until I would look to purchase.

I continued working seven days a week and saved as much money as I could. I believed that my friendship with Tiffany was over and couldn’t have been more surprised when she came to the dealership to take me out for lunch on a Saturday. I told her that I couldn’t do lunch but that we could do dinner and drinks that night.

Sitting across from Tiffany was awkward for a few minutes at most. Neither of us was hungry, so we decided to sit at the bar and have drinks. It felt like Tiffany and I were back to being how we’d always been.

“It was wrong of me to react how I did. I’m sorry about that.”

“Don’t be, Tiff. I would have reacted the same way.”

“I can get past it if you can, Jess. I need us to get past it.”

“I can, too, and I need the same.”

I wanted my romantic feelings toward Tiffany to change, but they wouldn’t. Amy and Tiffany couldn’t have been doing better, which made it worse for me. I was happy for them on the outside, but inside, it was a living hell.

Amy and I had become closer than ever, and I had Tiffany back in my life. We were back to being the best of friends, and I felt that the only way I could get over Tiffany was to meet someone. Amy and Tiffany helped me with an online dating profile for lesbians, and I began dating. Each date was worse than the last. After having the worst date I’d ever had, I vented to my sister and Tiffany, and they laughed.

“She looked hotter in person than in her profile pictures. Then she opened her mouth and told me her pronouns. It was downhill from there.”

“What happened?” my sister asked.

“We argued about the correct usage of the English language. She stormed off and left me with the bill.”

I wanted to have what Tiffany and Amy had with one another, but more than anything, I wanted to be my sister because it would have meant being with Tiffany how I wanted. I was getting nowhere online dating and decided to stop. I was only twenty-three and decided that if I were meant to find someone, it would happen. I had no idea that it would happen so soon after I stopped online dating.

I remember the day as if it happened yesterday. I was in my office, finishing a file, when Arturo entered my office. Arturo was the best salesman at the dealership and was always calm, cool, and collected. It was the first and only time I’d seen him flustered and frustrated.

“The woman wants an impossible deal, and she won’t listen to reason. It’s the last day of the month, and if I don’t close her, I won’t get my bonus, and I need the bonus.”

“You’re buying the ring!”

“Not unless I close her. If I don’t, I need to wait another month.”

“Did you ask Dave for help?”

“Yes. Dave has been talking to her for close to an hour and getting nowhere. I need this sale, Jessica.”

“I’ll try my best, but I can’t promise anything. Please tell Dave to send her into my office.”

I don’t want to sound cheesy, but it was like a movie in which time slows down into slow motion. The woman was a smoke show and reminded me of my sister. If you’re thinking about what I feel you’re thinking, stop it. The woman reminded me of my sister because she was gorgeous and carried herself as if her shit didn’t stink.

“I’ve already talked to your boss and owner of this dealership, so if anyone can meet my demands, it would be him, but Arturo begged me to come to see you, which is why I’m in your office.”

“I thank you for the opportunity to earn your business. How may I assist you?”

“I want the wide-body Dodge Charger SRT that’s on the showroom floor. I’ll write the check right now if I can have it for ninety-five thousand.”

“May I ask your name?”

She sighed and responded, “Brianna.”

“It’s a pleasure to meet your Brianna. My name is Jessica.”

“I know your name. It’s on your office door and your desk. Ninety-five-thousand.”

“Brianna. I can’t appreciate you being so forward, but there is no way you can purchase that vehicle for the price you want. I can get you close, but you’ll need to work with me.”

“How close can you get me?”

“Between ninety-seven and ninety-nine-thousand, but again, if you’re willing to work with me,” I responded.

“I’m not wasting my time, Jessica. If that were possible, why didn’t your boss tell me that?”

“I can’t answer your question, but if you’re willing to sit down and talk, that's where we’ll land.”

I knew how to arrive at the price range I told her, but I had trouble concentrating. The smell of her perfume was intoxicating. I found her serious expression and physical attributes to be beyond sex, but I pushed forward.

I structured the deal and explained how I arrived at the sales price and what she needed to do to make the purchase a reality. “No deal.”

“I’m sorry I was unable to earn your business. Have a great rest of your evening, Brianna.”

She leaned over my desk with a coy smile as I did my best not to stare at her tits. “You can’t do any better?”

“This is the best possible deal I can offer. I’m happy to get the paperwork started unless you can find the same vehicle elsewhere, which you can’t find because we’re the only dealership in the country that has it.”

“I’ll purchase the car under one condition.”

“Please, name your condition.”

“You deliver it to me.”

“I can do that.”

“You have a deal, and bring a bathing suit.”

“With pleasure, Brianna.”

David was upset about the sales price until I went over how I structured the deal and showed him that we made a profit. Arturo thanked me repeatedly and couldn’t have been more grateful. Arturo was so grateful that he followed me to Brianna’s house in my car, and Baxter followed him in his car.

She greeted me at the door dressed in a white string bikini that left little to my imagination. It was hot outside, but the weather had little to do with my sweat. I entered her luxurious home and handed her the key fobs to her vehicle.

“You can change in the bathroom to your right.”

I removed my clothes, put on my bathing suit, and exited the bathroom. I couldn’t believe that a woman who looked like her was looking at me as she did. There was a reason she wanted me to deliver the car to her home and to bring a bathing suit, but I couldn’t believe it was the reason in my head.

I followed Brianna through the house and out to her backyard while not taking my eyes off her ass and imagining burying my face between her ass cheeks. Her backyard was amazing, but I couldn’t help but wonder why a single woman would live how she did.

“It’s a flip,” she said as if she had read my mind.

“I’m the market, but I’m not interested in fipping properties. All I want is to purchase a condominium close to work.”

“I can assist, but it depends on how much you’re working with.”

I could easily tell how impressed Brianna was with the amount of money I was working with based on her expression and body language. She asked me if I would like to have a drink, and I responded that I would love to have one.

We walked into her hot tub with our drinks and talked while I failed miserably at not looking at her sexually. I found Brianna to be intimidating until she looked at me the way I looked at her. The more we drank, the more at ease I felt.

I found Brianna easy to talk to, and I couldn’t believe a woman her age could look as amazing as she did. I hoped I could look as great as she did when I became thirty-seven. I began flirting with her, and she couldn’t have been more receptive.

The sexual tension between us felt thick and intensified when she sat beside me. She couldn’t have been more forward about what she wanted when she said, “You’re an intelligent woman, Jessica, and you know I invited you here.”

“I think I know the reason, but I can’t be sure.”

Brianna placed her hand beneath my chin. She gently moved my face toward her face and smiled. I closed my eyes as her lips moved toward mine. As we kissed with our tongues, my body felt like it would melt.

I don’t know why I became as nervous as I did. I pulled away from Brianna, and she looked at me with a confused expression. “I’m sorry, but I don’t do things like this.”

“It’s okay. I don’t either.”

“You don’t?”

“I shot my shot, and here you are.”

“You are by far the most beautiful and hottest woman who has ever shown interest in me.”

“Thank you for that.”

“There’s no need to thank me for being honest.”

Brianna and I remained in the hot tub, drinking and talking. We exited the hot tub and entered the pool to cool off while continuing to drink and talk. We exited the pool and talked until the sun rose. I couldn’t have felt more comfortable with Brianna than I did.

I had no intention of taking things further with Brianna. I was going to change back into my clothes and drive home. That would have happened had Brianna not entered the bathroom while I changed.

I was nude and about to put my panties on when Brianna entered. She looked at my nude body from my head to my feet and from my feet to my head before she pounced on me. Brianna pushed me against the wall with her body and went down on me.

She made me cum twice, only using her mouth. After making me cum I removed her string bikini and had my way with her. Brianna and I spent the entire weekend nude and talking between our sexual encounters.

I had never been vaginally penetrated with anything other than a finger or tongue until that weekend when Brianna fucked me with a strap-on dildo. I had eaten ass but hadn’t had my ass eaten until Brianna did it to me that weekend.

That weekend between Brianna and I was more than sex. I talked to her about everything I had experienced until meeting her, and she told me the same thing. I’d never spoken so openly to anyone as I did to her. When she told me that she wanted to see me again and hoped that I wanted to see her again, we agreed to see each other again.

When I arrived home on Sunday night, I immediately called Tiffany to tell her what happened. She listened to every word I said, we joked, and then we ended our call. I had one of the best nights of sleep I had in a long time and felt invigorated the next morning.

Brianna began showing me condominiums in my price range and a bit out of my price range. The only reason she showed me units above my price range was because she was confident that she could negotiate the price down.

My blossoming relationship with Brianna wasn’t a secret. My parents, Tiffany, and my sister knew about her. The only thing I withheld was our difference in age because I didn’t think about it and didn’t care about it.

I spent a lot of time working, and Brianna did too. Within two months, I was practically living with Brie in her luxury condominium in Long Island City. The dealership was so close to her home that it made sense to stay with her instead of driving back to Long Island.

I loved that whenever I told her that I was going to head home, she wanted me to spend the night with her. I loved sleeping beside her and how I felt when I was around her. More than anything, I loved that when I was with Brianna, I didn’t think about Tiffany at all.

I said the words, “I love you,” first. When I said the words to Brie, I said them without hesitation. Brie looked into my eyes with a blank expression that made me worry. The worry left me when she smiled, kissed me, and said, I love you, Jessica.”

Brianna and I had been together for almost six months, but I hadn’t met her friends, and she hadn’t met Tiffany or my sister. We discussed melding our worlds into one, but we were so busy working that it took much longer to happen than we had anticipated.

I couldn’t have been more excited to introduce Brie to my sister and Tiffany. We made plans to have drinks in Manhattan, but the night didn’t go as I had expected. I was annoyed with Amy from the start, and as the night progressed, my level of annoyance with her increased.

“So, how old are you, Brianna?”

“It’s rude to ask a woman her age.”

“It is, but answer my question.”

“I’m thirty-seven.”

“My sister is twenty-three. That isn’t a problem for you?”

“My girlfriend is the same age as your girlfriend. That isn’t a problem for you?”

“Tiffany and I are five years apart in age. Five years is far different from fourteen years. You finished high school before my sister was born. I find it disturbing,” Amy responded.

“You’re free to your opinion as I am. I find it disturbing that you met your girlfriend when she was eight. However, I’ll give you credit for waiting until she was old enough to purchase alcohol without a fake identification before you made your move.”

Amy laughed with a fake laugh that I knew all too well. It was how she laughed when she was about to lose her mind. Tiffany placed her hand on top of Amy’s and said, “Amy, it’s getting late. We should head home.”

It was apparent to Tiffany and me that Brie had pushed Amy’s button and knew it. It was also apparent to Brie. I knew Brianna well enough to know that when she felt attacked, she attacked back. She knew she had pressed Amy’s button and wanted to press it again. 

“When did you realize that Tiffany did it for you? Was it when she had sleepovers with Jessica, and she pranced around in her little pajamas, or later on when her tits grew, Amy?”

Amy again laughed with her fake laugh, but she looked furious. Amy removed Tiffany’s hand from on top of her hand and looked at Brianna with flaring nostrils.

“Fuck you, cunt!” Amy shouted.

“Classy,” Brie calmly responded, which increased Amy’s anger.

“I have no idea what my sister sees in you in your old ass! You’re a disgusting human being!”

“Your opinion means nothing to me,” Brie responded with a wink.

Amy was about to jump up from her seat and attack Brie from across the table. I screamed at her to calm down, and so did Tiffany. Brie stared at my sister and said, “When Jessica and I arrived, I thought you looked familiar, but I couldn’t place where I’d seen you before. That’s no longer the case, yet I’m the disgusting human being.”

“Amy, what is she talking about?” Tiffany asked.

“I have no idea,” Amy responded.

I was upset about how the night went and was upset that Brianna chose to say the things she said to my sister. “Why would you say those things to my sister?”

“I apologize. I shouldn’t have.”

“Your damn right. You shouldn’t have.”

“Jessica, I apologized.”

I couldn’t stop thinking about what Brianna had said to Amy. I decided to wait until we arrived at her place before addressing what was on my mind. I followed Brie into the bathroom and watched her begin to remove her makeup while I leaned against the wall. “You inferred that my sister was a disgusting human being. Why?”

“I already apologized, so please drop it. It’s been a long night. Let me finish removing my makeup, shower, and go to bed, Jessica.”

“The faster you answer my question, the faster you’ll get what you want.”

“I said it to get a rise out of your sister.”

“Don’t lie to me. You know how I feel about dishonesty.”

“You won’t like my answer.”

“I’ll decide that, Brie.”

“I manage a small apartment building on the Lower East Side. I’ve seen your sister there a few times. The time that stands out was when I saw her sandwiched between two girls.”

“What two girls?”

“One is a tenant. I know her last name, but I can’t think of it at the moment. Her first name is Christine. She has a girlfriend. I don’t know her name, but she’s extremely attractive.”

It couldn’t be who I thought Brianna was describing, but I needed to know. I responded, “Slim with short blonde hair?”

“Slim and blonde, and the last time I saw her, she had pink highlights.”

I thought I knew who Brianna was trying to describe, but I needed to know for sure. “Recently?”

“A little over two weeks ago.”

“What do you mean by my sister being sandwiched between them?”

“The three of them were kissing and fondling one another in the hallway just outside the apartment.”

“A little over two weeks ago?”

“Yes, Jessica.”

“Are you sure it was Amy?”

“I’m positive, Jessica.”

I slowly exited the bathroom and didn’t want to believe what Brie had told me, but she had no reason to lie. I believed that Amy and Tiffany were doing great, but my sister was cheating on Tiff with Christine and Pam. It was a hard pill to swallow.

I returned Amy’s calls and said, “Please tell me that it isn’t true.”

“Tell me what your cougar told you, and then I can answer.”

“Brie told me that she saw you hooking up with Pam and Chris at the same time. Please tell me that it’s not true, Amy.”

“I can’t.”

“I thought you and Tiffany were in a great place! How could you do this to Tiffany, and why are you still with her?!”

“I don’t want to be with Tiffany anymore, and she doesn’t want to be with me either! Neither of us is happy, Jess! We’re going through the motions, and it's like I’m waiting on her to end it, and she’s waiting on me!”

“Oh, my God! Mom was right! The situation is fucked up, Amy! You have until the morning to tell Tiffany before I do!” I screamed and ended the call.

I was upset, and although I threatened to tell Tiffany, I didn’t. Tiffany was my best friend, and Amy would forever be my sister. It was an awful position for me to be in, and I didn’t know what to do. I knew Amy was cheating on Tiffany, yet I was hiding it from Tiffany.

I wasn’t talking to Amy because I was angry with her. I was angry that Amy was with who I wanted to be with and was cheating. I was angry that Amy behaved and said what she had said to Brianna and that I was in the position I was in because of her.

Five days later, Tiffany called me to tell me that her relationship with my sister had ended and asked me to come over to help pack her things. I had no idea what I would be walking into, but I didn’t expect Tiffany to be how she was. Tiffany looked and sounded happy.

“You’re taking the breakup extremely well, Tiff.”

“Amy and I breaking up was long overdue. It should have been a hookup and nothing more, and it’s my fault that things turned out the way they did.”

“I’m confused, Tiff.”

“I thought that when I pressured Amy into telling our parents that, she would tell me the truth, but she didn’t.”

“You pressured Amy into telling our parents? Amy told me that she wouldn’t let the cat out of the bag until she and you were sure it would work out.”

“She called my bluff.”

“I thought you two were happy.”

“Happy as friends, Jess. If I could go back in time and do things over, I would, but I can’t.”

I thought I knew everything about Amy and Tiffany’s relationship, but it turned out that I knew far less than I thought. After that conversation with Tiffany, I felt horrible for my sister, but my feelings toward Tiffany didn’t change.

“I can’t believe you’re going to move back home.”

“I’m not moving back home, Jess. Most of what we packed is moving back in with my parents, but I’m not.”

“Where are you moving to?”

“Life is short and too short to be fucking miserable. I’m hitting the road.”

“You have a job, Tiff.”

“Correction. I had a job until I resigned. I hate being a teacher. I hate the kids, their parents, and, most of all, the administration. They can all kiss my ass. I’m finishing the school year, and I’m booking a flight to Florida this summer. I’m linking with my cousin, Terry.”

“You’re going to live van life with Terry?!”

“I thought she was insane to live how she does, but I’ve realized it's more insane to live how I’ve been living. It’s what I need and what I’m doing.”

I tried to talk Tiffany out of it, but I couldn’t. I held onto the hope that Tiffany’s parents would be able to talk sense into her and thought I couldn’t have been more stressed out until my cell phone rang.

As soon as I answered Amy’s call, she said, “Please don’t be mad.”

“What do I have to be mad about?”

“I may have accidentally divulged the age of your cougar girlfriend to Mom.”

“May have or did, Amy?!”

“I did, but I didn’t mean to. I was venting.”

“How did she take it?”

“Not well. Mom is going to call you, so I wanted to call you first to give you a heads-up.”

Not even five minutes later, my Mom called me.

“Hey, Mom. What’s up?”

“Your father and I were talking, and you’ve been with your girlfriend Brianna for a while now. Your father and I would like to meet her finally, darling.”

“When were you thinking?”

“This Saturday.”

“We can’t, Mom. It’s too short notice. She’s extremely busy with her real estate company this weekend.”

“I don’t doubt that Brianna is busy, but she still needs to eat. Bring her home on Saturday night for dinner.”

“I’ll ask her, but I can’t promise we can make it.”

“Jessica, it’s time for your father and I to meet her. You’re living with a woman we haven’t met yet. It’s been long enough.”

“I’m not living with her, Mom.”

“You being home less than a handful of days last month and not at all this month states otherwise. Saturday night, Jessica.”

I didn’t need the stress in my life. I was dealing with Tiffany potentially leaving New York to travel the country with her cousin, and then I needed to deal with my Mom and Dad meeting Brianna. As I  didn’t have enough stress in my life, I was blindsided the next day.

There was a rumor at work that I didn’t want to believe was true. I thought that if the rumor were true, Dave would tell me, and then he did.

“It’s a done deal, Jessica. I’m selling the property.”

“Don’t you mean the dealership?”

“The dealership is on the property, Jessica. By this time next year, this lot will have apartment buildings sitting on it.”

“When is the sale final?”

“I have two months to clear out, and then I’m off to sit my ass on the beach while sipping fruity cocktails with my wife.”

New and used cars were flying off the lot, and I knew it wouldn’t take two months to deplete the inventory. I looked for a new automotive finance manager position, but not many were available. The available positions wouldn’t allow me to earn the same level of income.

“I don’t know what I’m going to do, Brie.”

“Jessica, things will be fine. You have plenty of money saved, and you don’t need to rush to find a new job. I have no problem being your sugar momma for a while,” she responded and kissed me.

“My Mom called me yesterday and invited us to have dinner with them on Saturday night at my house.”

“I will be happy to meet your parents, but I think it’s best that you tell them everything about me before I do.”

“The only thing they didn’t know was your age, but they know that now.”

“You told them?”

“No, my sister did.”

“Are they okay with it?”

“Amy told me that my Mom hadn’t taken it well, but she sounded fine on the phone when I spoke to her.”

“It’s been long enough, Jess. It’s time for me to meet them.”

“Since we’re on the topic of meeting people, when do I get to meet your friends and family?”

“You know most of my family is in Florida, so we’ll need to make a trip out of it, but you’ll meet my friends soon.”

“Okay, so we’re on for dinner with my folks.”

My parents wanted to keep the mood light, so our dinner plans consisted of nothing more than grilled steaks and cocktails. Brie picked up two bottles of my Mom’s favorite and purchased a six-pack of my Dad’s favorite beer and dessert.

“Mom and Dad, please meet Brianna. Brianna, this is my Dad, Steven, and my Mom, Sarah.”

“It’s a pleasure to meet you both,” Brianna responded.

“Likewise,” my Mom responded and thanked her for the wine and dessert.

My Dad thanked Brie for the beer and asked how she liked her steak cooked.

“Medium, well, please.”

“Coming right up.”

As my Dad grilled a few feet from the table, my Mom said, “It’s nice to meet you finally. Other than your name and what you do for a career, Steve and I don’t know a thing about you.”

“Feel free to ask me anything you’d like to know.”

“Did you attend college?”

“Undergraduate and graduate at NYU.”

“Impressive,” my Mom responded.

“Are you from New York?”

“No, I was born and raised in Tampa, Florida. Most of my family still lives there. I decided to remain in New York after I finished my education.”

“Are you close to your family?”

“Not so much. My relationship with my parents is a bit strained.”

“May I ask why?”

“Mom,” I stated in an annoyed tone.

“It’s fine, Jessica. My relationship with my parents is a bit strained because they aren’t as supportive as you and Steve regarding Jessica’s sexuality.”

As we ate dinner, my Dad asked, “So, Brianna. Have you ever been married?”

“No, but I was engaged,” Brianna responded as I took hold of her hand.

“Why didn’t it work out?”

“She passed away almost two years ago in a car accident. It was a month before what would have been our tenth anniversary and wedding date.”

“I’m so sorry. That must have been the most horrible experience of your life.” my Mom stated.

“It was, but it’s now I have Jessica in my life.”

My parents' meeting with Brianna went extremely well. They talked back and forth while laughing and enjoying a few drinks.

“Thank you so much for having me, but I have an early morning and need to get going.”

“It was great meeting you. I hope we’ll see you again,” my Mom responded.

“Likewise, Sarah. It was great meeting you, Steve.”

I walked Brianna to her car. I smiled, kissed her, and said, “I’ll see you tomorrow.”

“Let me know how it goes.”

“You know I will.”

Brianna kissed me goodnight, entered her car, and drove away. I went into the backyard, walked up the stairs of the deck, and sat across from my parents. “What’s the verdict?” I asked with excitement.

My Mom and Dad looked at one another and then at me. My Dad responded, “I’m going to leave you and Mom alone to talk.”

My Dad kissed my Mom and went into the house. “Mom?”

“She’s lovely. Brianna is beautiful, well-spoken, and intelligent, but have you seriously thought about this.”

“Thought about what?”

“Darling, you’re twenty-three, and she’s thirty-seven. That’s a substantial difference in age.”

“Our age difference is not an issue, Mom.”

“It’s early in your relationship, Jess.”

“It’s been eight months. We couldn’t get along any better than we do. Our relationship couldn’t be any better.”

“Amy doesn’t like her.”

“They got off on the wrong foot, and that was because of Amy.”

“Jess, I’m worried.”

“About what, Mom?”

“I know you’re an old soul, but there’s a fourteen-year age difference.”

“If I were dating a thirty-seven-year-old man, that would be socially acceptable, but because we’re two women, it’s not?”

“Darling, my concern is not what is socially acceptable or not. My concern is you. The likelihood that your relationship with Brianna will work out long term is not high.”

“I know the statistics, Mom, but Brie and I aren’t statistics. We’re people.”

“Okay, darling. If you want to be with Brianna, be with her. You have my support, and you have your father’s support.”

My Mom had been right about Tiffany and Amy, but in my heart, I felt she was wrong about Brianna and me. I loved Brie, and she loved me. Brianna was my everything. My world revolved around her, especially when Tiffany left New York to live the van life with her cousin. I was blind, but love has a way of making that happen.

Brianna and I had been together for a year, and I hadn’t met any of her friends. She was working more than ever and was stressed beyond belief by two house flips that weren’t going as she had planned. I didn’t want to add to Brie’s stress by telling her how I felt. I felt that Brie was hiding me.

I needed to vent. If Tiffany hadn’t left to live the van life with her cousin, I could have vented to her. Tiffany could only answer texts and calls when she had cell phone reception, and that wasn’t often the case. That night, I knew I couldn’t talk to her because she was in the mountains of California.

I called Amy, but my call resulted in me listening to her voicemail greeting. My sister was working long hours, and the little time she had in her personal life was spent with Finn. I hadn’t met Finn or seen a photograph of the guy, but whenever we talked, all she wanted to talk about was him.  

When Amy called me and invited me to meet him, I was excited. Despite Amy not liking Brianna, she told me to bring Brie with me and that we could spend the night at her place. It had been a while since Brianna and I had spent quality time with one another, and although her feelings toward Amy were mutual, I felt she would agree to go out because of how much it meant to me.

I was getting ready to meet up with my sister when Brianna arrived home. I was dressed and applying makeup in the bathroom when I heard the door open and slam shut. I heard Brie’s shoes against the floor. I exited the bathroom and bedroom and met Brie in the living room.

“I’ve had a horrible day!”

“What happened?”

“I had a shit day. I’ll be lucky to break even on the house in Elmont, and the house in Bay Shore is turning into a disaster. I also lost a listing and a sale because my client thought it would be a great idea to make a major person even though I told him not to make a major purchase repeatedly.”

“I’m sorry you had such a bad day.”

“Wow! You look amazing! What’s the occasion?”

“Amy called and invited me to meet up with her so I can meet her boyfriend at his bar. You’re invited. Amy told me we can stay at her place.”

“Have fun, Jessica.”

“I want you to come with me.”

“After the day I’ve had, all I want to do is take a long bubble bath and go to sleep.”

“I understand that you’ve had a bad day, but it’ll be fun. We’ll have drinks, get drunk, and then come home and have sloppy drunk sex.”

“You’ll have fun without me. Besides, the last thing I want to do is to hang out with Amy.”

“Please, Brie.”

“No.”

“You can’t do this one thing for me!?”

“Lower your tone, Jessica, and don’t be angry with me because you’re being selfish. ”

“How am I being selfish?”

“I told you how horrible my day has been. It’s not like we had plans to do this tonight. I have no desire to go to a bar to meet your sister's boyfriend, with whom she’ll be done in the snap of a finger. I told you to have fun, so have fun.”

“I’d have more fun if you came with me.”

“You still have fun without me.”

“Fine.”

I badly wanted Brianna to come with me to meet up with my sister and Finn, but I didn’t want to continue pressing the issue. I decided to go without her. I left Brianna’s apartment and took the train into Manhattan. I texted Amy to let her know I was close by, and when I arrived at the bar, Amy was waiting for me outside.

“Is it past the cougar’s bedtime?”

“Amy, please don’t start.”

“Sorry. Why did you come alone?”

“Brianna had a long day and wasn’t in the mood to come out.”

“I would normally say the more the merrier, but not in this case.”

“Amy!”

“Drinks on me.”

The bar was jam-packed, and I immediately noticed one of the bartenders staring at Amy and then at me. He had short and neatly combed black hair, light green eyes, and muscular.  He smiled and left from behind the bar.

Amy introduced us, and he said, “Beauty runs in the family,” with a thick Irish accent.

He called over a tall and slim man and said, “My lady love is here. Take over behind the bar.”

Amy and I followed Finn to the back of the bar and sat at a large, empty table. Amy and I sat down, and Finn asked what I would like to drink. I told him that I would like to have a Rum with cola. He left Amy and me alone to get drinks.

“Tell me he isn’t gorgeous.”

“That would make me a liar.”

Finn returned a few minutes later and handed Amy her drink. He knew what she wanted without needing to ask her and then handed me my drink. Finn sat, we clinked glasses, and began talking. Finn was handsome, charming, and hysterically funny. As the night went on, people came to our table for no other purpose than to greet Finn. Every person walked away from the table laughing.

Finn walked my sister and me outside a little after one in the morning. He kissed Amy goodnight and said, “I’ll see you tomorrow, my love.”

“It was a pleasure meeting you, Jessica. I look forward to seeing you again.”

“It was great meeting you, Finn.”

Amy and I took a cab to her apartment. As soon as we entered, Amy made us drinks. We sat in the living room and talked. “I’m introducing Finn to Mom and Dad next week. Finn is taking them out to dinner.”

“Isn’t it fast? It’s only been a few months.”

“Finn will be my husband and father to my children,” she said with seriousness.

Amy had never talked that way about anyone before, but I believed her. There was something about how Finn and Amy looked at one another and how they interacted that told me that Finn was different from anyone with whom Amy had been in a relationship.

“Amy, does he know that you’re bisexual?”

“Finn knows everything about me, and I mean everything.”

“He’s perfectly fine with everything?”

“Yeah, he is, but enough about Finn and me. How are things between you and the cougar?”

“Can you please stop referring to Brie as a cougar?”

“Nope. How are things?”

“Fine, I guess.”

“Things are either fine, or they're not, Jess.”

“They’re mostly fine. I don’t get to spend much time with Brie. It was fine when my schedule was as insane as hers, but since I’m doing the nine-to-five grind, things are different. She’s been stressed out and exhausted lately.”

“What else?”

“There’s nothing else, Amy.”

“You know better than to bullshit me. I know when you’re holding back.”

“I haven’t met any of her friends, and it makes me feel like she’s hiding me.”

“Have you talked to her about it?”

“When I talk to her about it, Brie tells me that I’ll meet them soon, but soon hasn’t come yet.”

“If it’s that important to you, make it clear to Brie that it’s that important to you.”

“I don’t want it to lead to an argument.”

“It shouldn’t lead to an argument, Jess. There isn’t anything wrong with you wanting to meet Brie’s friends.”

Amy was right. There wasn’t a reason why telling Brianna how important to me it was to meet her friends should lead to an argument, especially since it made me feel she was keeping me hidden. I decided to have a conversation with Brianna about it the next night.

“When am I going to meet your friends, Brie?”

“Soon.”

“You always say soon.”

“Jessica, you know how busy I am. It isn’t easy to get everyone together.”

“It would be nice if you tried.”

“I have tried, but my friends are as busy or busier than I am.”

“Are you ashamed about our relationship?”

“Why would you ask me that?”

“Brie. You’ve met my parents, Tiffany, and my sister and I haven’t met a single person in your life, not one person. It makes me feel like you’re hiding me because you’re ashamed of your friends knowing that we’re in a relationship,” I said, becoming emotional.

“Jessica, I love you.”

“Just not enough to meet your friends. I’m going home.”

“Jessica, wait!” she shouted as I walked to the front door.

I stopped walking, turned around, and looked at her. Brie grabbed her cell phone, made a call, and went into her bedroom. She came out of the bedroom a few minutes later and said, “Susan is going to move a few things around. She’ll be here next Saturday night.”

“Your best friend, Susan?”

“Yes, Jessica.”

I didn’t know what they discussed, but I couldn’t have been happier that Brianna’s best friend, Susan, moved her schedule around and would be traveling all the way from Pennsylvania to meet me. However, I thought that Brie would tell me that Susan needed to cancel the plans until the day arrived.

I met Susan on the same night that Finn met my parents. Susan and Brianna had become friends during their first year of college, became best friends, and had been since. Susan was an attorney and lived in an expensive suburb just outside Philadephia. We went out to dinner and, after dinner, returned to Brianna’s apartment to have drinks. 

Susan was nice enough, but I felt like a third wheel at times. We had a few rounds of drinks, and I was tired, so I decided to call it an early night and leave Susan and Brianna alone to catch up since it had been a long while since Susan and Brianna had seen each other in person.

I went into the bedroom with the intention of going to sleep, but my curiosity got the best of me. I wanted to know what Brianna and Susan were discussing. I exited the bedroom and placed myself in the hallway a few feet from where Susan and Brianna sat on the sofa out of their sight.

“Don’t worry about the houses. I’m sure you’ll make a profit on both and then move on to the next project as usual.”

“I guess time will tell.”

“How did your mother take the news about you being with Jessica?” Susan questioned.

“She called me immoral and told me not to bring Jessica to meet her and my father and for me to do the right thing?”

“The right thing?”

“My mother told me to end the relationship because that would be the right thing to do. We argued for over an hour.”

“You shouldn’t be surprised.”

“I’m not surprised, but I wish she could support me for once in her life.”

I felt wrong for eavesdropping and decided to go back into the bedroom. I showered and went to bed. When I woke up in the morning, Brianna was still sleeping, so I made her breakfast in bed and then went to my parent's house to find out how their meeting with Finn went. I was happy to learn that my parents liked Finn and supported his relationship with my sister.

I liked Finn from the first time I met him, and as the months passed, I liked him more and more. I thought seeing Amy with Tiffany was the happiest I had seen her, but seeing her with Finn made me realize how wrong I had been about Amy’s happiness.

I celebrated my twenty-fourth birthday at Finn’s bar with him, Amy, and Brianna. It had been almost six months since Tiffany had left to live van life with her cousin. I thought the best part of my birthday was when Tiffany and Terry surprised me. However, the best part of my birthday was when Tiffany told me that she was staying.

Tiffany had enough of life on the road and decided to move back home. Having Tiffany back home made me spend more time at home. Brianna was working long and late hours, and having Tiffany back cured the boredom and loneliness I felt when not seeing Brianna.

My relationship with Brianna slowly began to change after her thirty-eighth birthday. We weren’t spending much time with one another, and when we did spend time together, we weren’t having much sex. Our phone conversations were becoming shorter and shorter. When I talked to Brie about how I felt, she told me that we were fine.

“Something feels off between Brie and me, Tiff.”

“Sex slows down during relationships, Jess.”

“The sex isn’t what’s bothering me,” I responded.

Tiffany rolled her eyes and stared at me when I said, “Okay, the lack of sex is bothering me, but so is everything else. We aren’t spending much time together, and when we talk on the phone, our conversations are becoming increasingly short.”

“Talk to her.”

“I have talked to her, and she keeps telling me that we’re fine, but it doesn’t feel fine.”

“It’s probably in your head then.”

“I guess.”

“Hey, I talked to Rachel last night. The informal college reunion is a go. She’s hosting.”

I was excited. The six of us hadn’t been together since we graduated, and I looked forward to seeing my former college housemates. I wanted Brianna to attend with me, so I brought it up that weekend.

“It will be an amazing time. Rachel is renting an Air BNB at a lake in the Poconos from this Friday through Sunday.”

“I appreciate the invite, but no, Jessica.”

“Why not?”

“I’ll feel out of place.”

“Why would you feel out of place? Taylor and Melissa are bringing their boyfriends.”

“Jessica, I’m way beyond having a weekend drink fest. It would take me days to recuperate, and I don’t want to meet Taylor.  Besides, you and your friends will be talking about your days in college. I’ve been out of college far longer than you have. Go hang out with your friends and have a great time.”

“Is there anything I can say or do to make you change your mind?”

“No, Jessica.”

“Okay, then.”

On Friday, Brianna drove us to the house that Rachel rented for the weekend. It was amazing to see Kim, Rachel, Melissa, and Taylor. Melissa’s boyfriend, Kevin, was nice, and so was Taylor’s boyfriend, Alex. It felt like we hadn’t seen each other for much longer than the three years it had been since we graduated from college.

We began the day drinking on Saturday before the clock struck noon. “Let me see a picture of your girlfriend,” Melissa said.

I pulled up a picture of Brianna and me on my cell phone and handed it to Melissa. “She’s hot,” Melissa said when Alex and Taylor joined us. Melissa handed my cell phone to Taylor, and Taylor looked at the photograph.

“Why didn’t she come?” Taylor asked.

“She said she would feel out of place and also that she didn’t want to meet you.”

“Brianna is the jealous type?”

“Not at all.”

Alex sipped his beer and said, “I’m not the jealous type either. If you and Taylor want to relive the past, I’m all for it as long as I can watch.”

“You’re such a fucking guy,” Taylor said with laughter as I shook my head.

“I’m your guy, baby,” he replied and kissed her.

I knew it was only a matter of time before Kim would bust my chops about Brianna. “What’s it like to have dinner at two in the afternoon?” she asked.

I didn’t respond, and Kim then said, “Does she remove her dentures when she goes down on you?”

“Brianna is only thirty-eight, Kim!”

“Relax, Jess. I’m only having a little fun with you.”

Kim made other comments throughout the day, but I didn’t let her comments get to me. I called Brianna that night to check in, and it bothered me that our conversation lasted all of five minutes, but I wasn’t going to let it bother me to the extent of my good time. It was a great weekend, and we all agreed to do it again sooner rather than later.

That Wednesday, I went straight to Brianna’s after work to surprise her. I made dinner, lit candles, and opened a bottle of wine. I dressed in sexy lingerie that left little to the imagination and looked forward to spending quality time with her. I never imagined the night would end as it ended.

Brianna was annoyed that I had let myself into her place. “I only came home to shower and change. I have a dinner meeting with a potential investor.”

“I didn’t know. How would I know when you didn’t tell me?”

“I didn’t expect you to be here.”

“Yeah, it’s called a surprise.”

“I have less than an hour to get ready.”

“Please. Don’t let me ruin your evening. Have a great dinner.”

“Jessica, we need to talk.”

Brianna said the words that people dread hearing when in a relationship. “I’m sorry about my attitude. I’ll put the food away and wait for you to come home after your dinner meeting. We can talk then,” I said and blew out the candles.

Her cell phone rang, and she answered the call. “Tomorrow does work better. I’ll see you then,” she said and ended the call.

“You love me. I know you love me.”

“I do love you, Jessica. I love you enough to let you go.”

“If you love me, the last thing you would want to do is to let me go. I don’t know what I did, but whatever it is, I promise it won’t ever happen again,” I replied with panic.

“You didn’t do anything, Jessica. I’m doing the right thing.”

“What the fuck does that mean?!” I shouted and began crying.

“You’re twenty-four, Jessica. At this moment, you think being with me is what you want.”

“I know what I want. I want to be with you because I love you, and my age has nothing to do with anything.”

“I’m sorry, Jessica. I never wanted to hurt you.”

“Is there someone else?”

“No, there isn’t anyone else.”

“Then why are you doing this?!”

“I already told you. It’s the right thing to do.”

“Not for me, it’s not! I don’t understand!”

“I can’t do this anymore, Jessica.”

I couldn’t believe my ears. “What will you say next? That it's you and not me?!”

“That’s the truth, Jessica.”

“I don’t understand! I love you, and you love me!”

“When you become my age, I’ll be fifty-two.”

“No shit, Brie! When you're sixty, I’ll be forty-six! When you’re seventy-five, I’ll be sixty-one! Our age difference will always be our age difference! You didn’t care before, so why do you care now!”

“Please don’t make this harder than it needs to be, Jessica,” Brie responded with tears leaving her eyes.

“Tell me why, Brie!”

“I loved Fiona more than I loved anything or anyone, and losing her how I lost her was the worst experience of my life, and then I met you. For the first time since I lost her, I was happy. I never thought I would ever be happy again, but you made me happy.”

“I don’t make you happy anymore?” I asked while sobbing.

“You do make me happy, Jessica, but I will never feel how I felt when I lost Fiona again. The longer we remain together, the worse I will feel when it ends, so it needs to end now.”

“You don’t know the future any more than I do!”

“Jessica. It’s the most likely outcome.”

At that moment, the words my Mom said to me the night she and my father met Brianna played in my head. “Please, Brianna! I’m begging you! Don’t do this!”

“I’m so sorry, Jessica.”

I ran into Brianna’s bedroom and dressed. I exited her bedroom with tears blinding me as I walked to the front door. Brianna wrapped her arms around me, kissed my forehead, and said, “Let me drive you home.”

I pushed her off and away from me and screamed, “I fucking hate you!”

I ran out of the condominium and out of the building. I took a cab to Finn’s bar, entered, opened a tab, and began drinking myself into oblivion. Two hours later, Finn arrived. “Is there a reason you’re getting wasted in my bar on a Wednesday night?”

“Brianne broke up with me.”

“Getting drunk will only make the pain you feel worse.”

“I know, and I don’t care, Finn! I can go to another bar if you don’t want me here!”

“It’s best you remain here.”

I wasn’t the least bit surprised when Amy arrived to get me. I didn’t expect her to drink with me, but that’s what she did. Amy took me to her apartment, where I proceeded to vomit into her toilet as she held my hair back. I called in sick first thing in the morning when I awoke, and Amy did, too. I spent the entire day hysterically crying while Amy did her best to comfort me.

Amy drove me home that night. When I arrived home, my Mom told me that Brianna had stopped by to drop off my things and that my things were in my bedroom. My mother did what she told me the night she met Brianna. She was there for me as I cried all night long.

I again called in sick the next day and didn’t get out of bed the entire day. I spent the entire day in bed crying and spent that night with Tiffany. After Brianna, I was convinced that I would never enter into another relationship.

That summer, Tiffany was interviewed at an elementary school in Nassau County and hired. We spent the rest of that summer hanging out. Tiffany loved teaching at the school because it was an entirely different experience from her teaching in Queens, and she was happy. Seeing Tiffany so happy made me happy for the first time since Brianna broke up with me.

It was a Saturday night. Tiffany’s parents were away for the weekend, so we decided to hang out and spend the night together at her house. It was a cool November night and the perfect night to have drinks by the fire pit.

Tiffany and I were having drinks by the fire pit when she said, “It sucks how things ended with Brianna, but it’s nice to have you back.”

“I’m not entirely back, but I’m getting there.”

“Another round?”

“As if you need to ask,” I responded.

Tiffany got up from her seat and walked toward the house. I found myself staring at her ass as she walked, and the thought that entered my head bothered me. Tiffany returned with drinks and retook her seat beside me.

We clinked glasses and sipped our drinks. Tiffany looked as beautiful as ever, with her face illuminated by the fire from the fire pit. A sinking feeling came over me. I didn’t want to admit it, but I could no longer deny it. I wanted to kiss her because my romantic feelings toward Tiffany had returned.

That night wasn’t the first time since my relationship with Brianna ended that I looked at Tiffany sexually and felt the urge to kiss her. It happened here and there all summer long, but I didn’t want to admit why. All it took was that night, having drinks with Tiffany by the fire pit, to know I was back to where I didn’t ever want to return.

“It’s cold out here, and I’ve had enough to drink. Do you want to call it a night?”

“Yeah, let’s call it a night.”

I changed for bed and got into bed when Tiffany entered the bathroom to change. She wasn’t wearing anything revealing. Tiffany wore her usual outfit to bed, consisting of a long tee shirt and pajama pants. She got into bed beside me and faced me.

I looked into her beautiful eyes and then at her lips. I wanted to know how my lips pressed against her lips would feel. I smiled at her, and she smiled at me. “Jess, I’ve been thinking about something a lot lately.”

“What have you been thinking about?”

“I don’t want you to take this the wrong way, but I’ve been expecting you to tell me that you have feelings for me again.”

“Why?”

“The only time you supposedly have romantic feelings toward me is when you’re single.”

I thought about it, and Tiffany was right. When I was with Maria, I didn’t feel that way toward Tiffany. It was the same when I was with Claudia, Samantha, and then Brianna. It was something I hadn’t realized or thought about.

“You’re right.”

“I know, I’m right, Jess. It’s crazy how things turned out.”

“What do you mean?”

“Had we had sex in college, I don’t think I would have ever become involved with Amy.”

“What makes you think that?”

“I don’t think I would have wanted to have sex with Amy had we had sex. I wouldn’t have been curious about it and wanted to do it with Amy had I done it with you.”

“Don’t take this the wrong way, but I don’t want to talk and think about you having sex with Amy.”

“Gotcha. Good night, Jess.”

“Good night, Tiff.”

I was completely mind fucked. I was so sure that my romantic feelings for Tiffany had returned, but the reality was that it was probably a result of me no longer being with Brianna. I felt that if I truly had those feelings toward Tiffany, they wouldn’t leave regardless of who I was with, but that wasn’t the case. I decided not to tell Tiffany about how I was feeling and, most importantly, not to act on how I thought I felt about her.

One day, short of a year from when Finn and my sister began dating, Finn came to the house to ask my parents for their blessing and received their blessing to ask Amy to marry him. Finn proposed on his and Amy’s first anniversary, and she accepted. I was stunned when Amy asked me to be her maid of honor, but I happily accepted.

My sister was engaged, Melissa was engaged, and Tiffany was dating a fellow teacher named Brad and doing well. It made me feel lonely, especially since I had no prospects in sight, but it wasn’t a bad thing. I believed I was completely over my heartbreak from Brianna until I randomly bumped into her almost a year after she broke up with me while at the mall shopping with my friend and coworker, Mary. I wasn’t completely over Brianna because I never received closure.

Mary and I were walking when I thought I saw Brianna walking toward me. It wasn’t until Brianna walked closer to me that I realized it was her. She looked different. Brianna was extremely thin, and her hair color and hairstyle were different, but I knew it was her when she stopped walking and stared at me.

“It’s my ex,” I said to Mary.

“She looks like she wants to talk to you.”

“Can I have a minute?”

“Of course.”

I walked to Brianna and flashed a smile. She flashed a smile and said, “It’s been a while. You look great.”

“You do, too.”

“I know I don’t, but how have you been?”

“Okay.”

“How are your parents?”

“They’re good.”

“How is Amy?”

“Engaged.”

“Tell her I said congratulations, although I know it won’t mean anything to her. It was nice seeing you. Take care.” Brie said.

I hadn’t seen Brie since the day she ended our relationship, but the way she looked at me confused me. I saw the same love in her eyes, and seeing it made me emotional. I felt that she still loved me and that I still loved her.

She began walking away from me when I said her name. She stopped walking, and I walked up to her. “The last thing I said to you was that I hated you. I don’t hate you.”

“You have every right to hate me, but thank you. Is the pretty girl you were walking with your girlfriend?”

“No, she’s a friend. We work together, and I’m not seeing anyone, but it’s not by choice.”

“I don’t doubt that you’ll find happiness.”

“I was happy with you.”

“I know you were, and I was the same. I don’t want to rehash the past, Jessica. I’m so sorry. I never meant to hurt you, and I know that I did. I hope that you can find it in your heart to forgive me.”

“I forgive you, Brie.”

“Thanks for that too, Jessica.”

I wanted to tell Brie that seeing her again made me realize that I still loved her and could tell that she still loved me. I wanted us to have a second chance, but I didn’t say anything about those things. Instead, I said, “It was nice to see you again. Take care, Brianna.”

“Likewise.”

I was twenty-five, single, still living at home, and still working a job I disliked, but I wasn’t entirely unhappy. Mary was one of the many friends I made at work. Tiffany and I were still the best of friends, and I was spending a lot of time with Amy, helping her plan her engagement party.

It was a Friday night. Mary, me, and a few other friends from work went out to happy hour at a bar not too far from the office. The drinks were going down smoothly, and little by little, people began leaving. It was only a little after nine at night when Brittany told me she was heading home.

I had no desire to go home, so I remained sitting at the bar alone for a while. I was about to leave when I heard a familiar voice say my name. “Hey, Chris,” I responded.

“What are you doing here drinking alone?” she asked.

“I came here for happy hour with a few friends from work and was about to leave. What are you doing here?”

“I came to have a few drinks and wait for Pam. Drinks are on me.”

“Okay.”

It had been a few months since I’d seen Chris. I hadn’t seen her or Pam since partying with them at Finn’s bar a few months prior. Despite Amy’s sexual past with Chris and Pam, they remained friends, and Finn didn’t have an issue with it.

“I can’t believe Amy’s engagement party is getting so close.”

“I can’t believe Finn doesn’t have an issue with you and Pam attending the engagement party.”

“Finn is awesome and could care less about the past,” she said in a fake Irish accent, mimicking Finn, which I found to be humorous.

“Where’s Pam?” I asked.

“She went to pick up a friend of ours,” she said with a wink.

“Who’s the friend?”

“Her name is Thais. You should see the girl. She’s a smoking hot Brazilian.”

“I don’t understand how your relationship with Pam works.”

“Pam and I love each other, and we love sharing girls. Besides, it’s not like we do it all the time. There aren’t many girls who are down for a threesome with a committed couple.”

“Neither of you gets jealous?”

“Nope. It’s only sex.”

“Was my sister the first girl you and Pam shared?”

“Yeah.”

“Okay. I need to know. How did it happen?”

“You don’t know?”

“If I knew, I wouldn’t be asking.”

“Amy and I didn’t stop having sex when we broke up. We had our issues, but the bedroom was not one of our issues. I met Pam, and we started sleeping together, but Pam knew I was still sleeping with Amy.

Pam and I discussed becoming serious, but I made it clear that Amy and I would remain friends. Pam wanted to meet Amy before she agreed, so I introduced them. After they met, Pam was all for it because they got along so well. They started hanging out and meeting for drinks, and Pam confessed that she was attracted to Amy.”

“You were okay with that?”

“I was beyond okay with it. I was still sleeping with Amy, and it was my idea for the three of us to get together. I talked to Amy about it, and she was in. We did it until Amy became involved with Tiffany. We started up again when Amy and Tiffany’s relationship started to head downhill.”

“You and Pam agreed to become serious, yet you and she were having sex with my sister?”

“Yup.”

“Different strokes for different folks.”

“I can drink to that,” Chris responded.

Chris and I drank a few shots of Tequila and continued talking. Chris checked her cell phone and said, “Change of plans. I should have known better than to send Pam to get Thais after three drinks. Pam is now having a party at her apartment. I need to stop at a liquor store and then head to Pam’s. Want to come?”

“Yeah, okay.”

We left the bar and took a cab to a liquor store. I waited in the cab for Chris, and she got back into the cab with a bag filled with liquor bottles. The cab took us to Pam’s apartment building. Chris and I entered the building and got into the elevator.

There were ten people inside Pam’s apartment when Chris and I entered. Pam greeted me with a kiss on my cheek and a hug. Pam introduced me to everyone. Chris wasn’t exaggerating about Thais. She was indeed a smoking hot Brazilian girl and was extremely friendly toward me.

I had been hit on before, but not how Thais hit on me. “She likes you,” Pam told me with slurred speech as Chris nodded in agreement. As the party went on, the more aggressively Thais hit on me. I’d be lying if I stated that I didn’t enjoy it.

It was about three in the morning, and the only people remaining inside Pam’s apartment were me, Pam, Chris, and Thais. “I love this song,” Thais said when she began dancing. “Dance with me,” Thais said.

“I can’t dance,” I responded.

“Dance with the girl!” Pam shouted.

I began dancing with Thais, but the dancing quickly turned into Thais feeling me up. Within seconds, Thais and I were kissing with our tongues and feeling each other’s bodies. I was so into the moment I forgot that Chris and Pam were there and that I was inside Pam’s apartment.

Thais and I had removed each other’s shirts and bras and were grinding against one another as we kissed. The next thing I knew, I was on the couch with Thais, pulling off my pants and panties.

I was nude with my legs resting on Thais’s shoulders as she went down on me. Watching Pam and Chris kiss and undress each other as they undressed each other with Thais eating my pussy felt erotic and exciting.

Pam had her legs resting on Chris’s shoulders as Chris went down on her, and Thais continued going down on me. Pam and I were sitting so close together that my right arm was pressed against her left arm. It felt amazing when I felt Pam’s left hand caress my tits.

I used my right hand to caress Pam’s tits as I enjoyed the feeling of Thais eating my pussy. Pam and I began kissing, and I was so into the moment that I didn’t realize that when Thais stopped going down on me, Thais and Chris had switched places.

All I knew was that it felt different. I didn’t realize what happened until Pam and I stopped kissing, and I saw Chris between my legs. “Eat her pussy, baby,” Pam moaned as Chris devoured my pussy.

Not for a second did I think about the fact that my sister’s ex-girlfriend was eating me out while I again kissed Pam. I hadn’t had a one-night stand before and never imagined I would have a threesome, let alone a foursome. I thought I had the most intense orgasm ever until I had the most intense orgasm I ever experienced when we took the encounter into the bedroom.

I placed myself over Thais’ face. I didn’t know if it was Chris or Pam eating my pussy with her and didn’t know whose tongue was licking and fucking my asshole. All I knew was that the feeling of three soft and wet tongues giving me pleasure resulted in me having the most intense orgasm I had ever experienced.    

At times throughout the encounter, I knew what I was doing, but I didn’t know who I was doing it too. I didn’t know if I had fallen asleep or passed out from exhaustion or intoxication. I awoke nude and alone to the sound of people talking. I sat up in the bed and looked around the room while trying to focus on the time on the clock.

I heard a door open and close when Pamela entered the bedroom nude. She jumped into the bed, spread my legs, and began going down on me. “Oh my God, Pam!” I exclaimed when Chris entered the bedroom nude.

Chris placed herself beside me and kissed me while Pam ate my pussy until I had an orgasm. After I orgasmed, Chris and Pam switched places. Chris went down on me while I kissed Pam until I had another orgasm.

After sleeping for a few hours, Chris, Pam, and I went at it again. The only time we stopped having sex was to eat and shower, which lasted for about three hours. Thais, came back that night, and the four of us fucked each other until none of us could move.

I didn’t awake until three in the afternoon on Sunday. Pamela was passed out on the sofa, and Chris was on the phone with Thais when I exited the bedroom. After I showered and dressed, Chris drove me home.

“Amy can never find out about this.”

“Had I known you didn’t want Amy to know, I wouldn’t have told her.”

“You told my sister about what we did?!”

“I posed it as a hypothetical, and when she told me that she wouldn’t care, I told Amy it happened.”

“So, Amy didn’t freak the fuck out?”

“Not even for a second.”

I was worried when Amy called me that night, but I answered her call. “I would ask you how your weekend went, but I already know. What I need to know is how you feel.”

“Satisfied and a bit slutty,” I admitted.

“How was Thais?”

“Extremely talented.”

“I’m jealous. That girl is ridiculously hot.”

“You met her?”

“If I weren’t madly in love with Finn, I would have done it.”

“You could have?”

“Yeah, and I didn’t. It made me realize that Finn was my person.”

Tiffany couldn’t believe it when I told her what I had done a few days later. Tiffany told me that she never thought I would do anything close to what I had done. I told her that I didn’t either but that I didn’t regret it, and if I could do it again, I would.

I didn’t have sex with Thais, Chris, and Pam again, but I did have sex with Pam and Chris again. I had lots of sex with Pam and Chris again. Pam or Chris would call me to ask me if I had plans, which I rarely did. If I didn’t have plans, I would be invited to Chris or Pam’s apartment and then spend the entire night and many mornings fucking.

When I was having sex with Pam and Chris, my romantic feelings toward Tiffany were absent. I didn't know why my romantic feelings toward Tiffany stopped when I was in a relationship or having sex, only that they stopped when I was involved with anyone in one way or another.

I arrived at work on Monday after having an alcohol-fueled fuck fest with Christine and Pamela. When the Monday morning meeting was announced, Mary and I looked at one another and sighed. The staff entered the large conference room, and our boss entered. I thought it would be the usual motivational speech, but it wasn’t.

“As you all know, the company has been going through financial difficulties. We were confident that we could turn things around. It brings me great sadness to admit that we’ve been unable to turn things around. I want to thank you all for your hard work and dedication to this company, and I wish you all great success in your future endeavors.”

I disliked my job, but it was a job that paid me well enough. I could have sought employment elsewhere for a higher income, but I had made so many friends. We were more like a small work family than friends, but it was over. I was again unemployed.

I had been an automotive finance manager and an account executive for an online marketing agency and had no idea what to do next. I decided that whatever my next line of employment would be, I would take my time and not settle for something as I had with my previous job.

I’d been home and unemployed for a few weeks. I was online and searching for jobs when the doorbell rang. I got up from my seat and walked to the front door. I opened it and was completely surprised by who was standing outside.

“Susan?”

“I didn’t think you’d remember me.”

“I remember you, but why are you here?”

“May I come inside?”

“Yeah, sure.”

Susan entered the house, and I closed the front door.

“Can I get you anything?”

“No, thank you.”

“Susan, why are you here?”

“I need to give you something. Brianna made me promise that I would hand deliver it to you, so that’s why I’m here.”

Susan removed a sealed letter envelope from her purse and handed it to me when I said, “Why would Brie send you here instead of giving this to me herself?”

“She can’t. Brie passed away last night.”

“Brie died?!”

Susan nodded and began crying. I was in shock, felt numb, and felt tears leave my eyes.

“I don’t know what she wrote to you, but I want to tell you that she loved you so much.”

“How did she die?”

“Ovarian cancer. Brie was diagnosed a few weeks after her thirty-eighth birthday. It was advanced, and she was told that the likelihood of her beating it was not impossible but improbable.”

“Is that why she broke up with me?” I asked while sobbing.

“Yeah. Brie knew if she had told you that, you would have stayed, and she didn’t want you to see her wither away. We’re having a life celebration for Brie on Saturday night. You’re more than welcome to attend if you like.”

Susan gave me her contact information, hugged me goodbye, and exited the house. I held the sealed envelope in my shaking hand. I wanted to open the envelope, but I couldn’t do it. Tiffany didn’t have classes that night, so I texted her to tell her that I needed her to come to my house straight from work and that it was an emergency.

Not even half an hour later, Tiffany entered my house. “I left work early. What’s going on?” she asked with concern.

I handed Tiffany the sealed envelope and said, “I need you to please open the envelope and read the letter for me.”

“Who is this letter from?”

“Brianna. Susan came by earlier today to give it to me. Brianna passed away last night,” I cried.

“Oh God. I’m so sorry.”

“Tiff. Please open it and read it to me.”

“Okay.”

Tiffany opened the sealed envelope, took hold of the letter, and read it out loud to me. I won’t tell you every word that Brianna wrote to me in that letter because many of the things she wrote to me in that letter are still painful to this day. I thought I had closure when I bumped into Brianna at the mall, but that letter truly gave me closure.

I thought I understood why she broke up with me, but the truth was that Brianna didn’t break up with me because of our age difference. Brie didn’t break up with me because she never wanted to feel how she felt after she lost Fiona. Brianna broke up with me to spare me from dealing with what she had dealt with when she lost Fiona.

In that letter, Brie told me how much she loved me and how much our short time together had meant to her. She apologized for keeping her illness from me and wrote that she hoped that I would forgive her for doing so. I attended Brianna’s life celebration with Amy, Tiffany, and my parents.

When Brie and I were together, I felt that she had been hiding me, but that wasn’t the truth. The only friend of Brie’s I had met was Susan, but it was like everyone in attendance knew who I was. People whom I never met prior to that night told me how much I had meant to Brie and how much she loved me.

I cried my eyes out when I looked at the photograph of me and Brianna. It was a photograph of Brie and me when we first began dating. We were at the beach, and her chin was resting on my shoulder. Brie’s arms were around me, and my hands were resting on her hands. It was amazing to hear the stories her friends told and how much she meant to so many people.

Brianna left me her luxury condominium in Long Island City, the car that I had sold to her the first day we met, and a six-figure sum of money. Brianna also left me a house that she had purchased in Brooklyn, which she had never got around to renovating to sell.

My Dad had always wanted the car that I had sold to Brianna, but he never purchased one because he couldn’t afford it. I gave him Brianna’s car. I used a decent portion of the money Brianna left me to pay off my student loans and listed the condominium for sale. I planned to sell the condominium and use the proceeds to renovate and then sell the house in Brooklyn.

It was about a month after Brianna had passed away. I went to Pamela’s apartment to meet with her and Christine for the usual reason, but it didn’t happen. I was sitting in between Pam and Chris and alternating between kissing them. I was there to have sex with them, but something felt off. “What’s wrong?” Pam asked.

“I need to leave.”

“Did we do something we shouldn’t have?” Chris questioned.

“No, it’s nothing either of you did. It's that I realized that I don’t want to do this anymore.”

“Anymore, as in ever again?” Pam asked.

“Yeah,” I answered.

Brianna and I had been broken up for over a year, but knowing why Brianna broke up with me and how she felt about me until the day she died greatly affected me. I felt like I had lost her all over again, but worse. I felt cheated and angrier. Statistically, Brianna and I didn’t stand a chance, but in my heart, I felt that had she not become ill, we would have made it. As I had said to my Mom, Brie and I weren’t statistics. We were people. We were people who loved each other.

Brianna’s relationship with Brad had become serious enough that it was time to introduce him to her friends. I had met Brad in passing a few times, but I didn’t know him. The extent of our interactions was nothing more than saying hello to one another. I wouldn't say I like saying this, but it’s the truth.

I felt that Tiffany was too attractive for Brad. It wasn’t that Brad was a bad-looking guy, but he was the type of guy who people would look at and wonder why Tiffany was with him. I wouldn’t say that I disliked Brad when I met him, but I felt that they weren’t a good fit.

Tiffany received a lot of attention from guys no matter where she went. Guys would stare at Tiffany and smile at her. The night I met Brad was no different. Tiffany was a few feet away from Brad and me. She was standing at the bar with Melissa, Kim, and a few friends from her previous school in Queens.

A handsome guy approached her and said something to her. Tiffany said something to him, and the guy walked away. It was easy to tell that Brad didn’t like the attention she received. He struck me as jealous and insecure, and I felt it necessary to talk to him.

“If you’re going to be with Tiffany, you need to get used to it.”

“I know I do, but it’s not easy for me. The truth is that Tiffany is out of my league, and I keep waiting for her to realize that she is.”

I agreed with Brad’s statement, but I didn’t want to be rude and tell him that I agreed. Additionally, if Tiffany had felt that way, she wouldn’t have been dating Brad. She liked him enough to introduce him to her friends as her boyfriend, so I decided to take the high road and encourage him.

“Tiffany and I have been friends for most of our lives. We talk all the time. Since she started dating you, Brad, we’ve mostly talked about you. Don’t overthink things. If she weren’t into you, you wouldn’t be here tonight.”

“I understand that, but her past is intimidating to me.”

“What about her past?”

“Your sister. It isn’t easy competing with other guys, but I feel like I’m also competing against girls.”

“In all fairness, my sister is drop-dead gorgeous. If you were to see us standing beside one another, you wouldn’t think we were sisters. That was a phase in Tiffany’s life and nothing more. You have every right to feel how you feel, but she’s with you for a reason. Embrace it, and if you don’t, you won’t make it.”

“Thank you for that, Jessica.”

“Brad, please call me Jess. I’m referred to as Jessica if someone is angry with me. Usually, my parents and my ex call me Jessica.”

“I’m sorry. Tiffany told me about her, and I can’t imagine what it was like for you.”

“It’s all good, Brad. Now, go over to Tiffany and inject yourself into the group.”

“Why?”

“I’m giving you a pointer, Brad.”

“Much appreciated,” he responded.

I woke up to the sound of my cell phone ringing and answered the call without opening my eyes. “This is Jess,” I answered.

“Coffee at my house now,” Tiffany responded.

“I rubbed my eyes and looked at the time. I sighed and responded, “It’s so early.”

“I know, but I need to talk.”

“Give me five minutes.”

I got out of bed, brushed my teeth, and washed my face. I put on a robe and my fluffy slippers and dragged myself to Tiffany’s backyard. I hadn’t sat down yet when Tiffany asked, “What do you think about Brad?”

“He seems nice.”

“Do you like him?”

“He seems okay.”

Tiffany smiled, but it was her fake smile. “What’s wrong with him?”

“Nothing is wrong with him.”

“Jess, don’t beat around the bush and bite your tongue. You’re my best friend, and your opinion matters to me more than anyone’s opinion.”

“How about you let me sleep for a few more hours, and then we reconvene and have this conversation?”

“Jess, please.”

“I know how much you like him, but I don’t see it. Brad is a nice guy. You and nice guys don’t mix well.”

“Historically, yes, but I’ve seen the error of my ways. I’m older and wiser now.”

“You’re too hot for Brad.”

“He’s not ugly, Jess!”

“I didn’t say he was ugly. Brad is cute in a geeky, insecure, and puppy kind of way, but you’re too hot for him.”

“Brad is adorably cute and intelligent, and he makes me laugh.”

“Okay, great. Marry Brad and have babies. I’m going back to bed.”

“You don’t like him.”

“I don’t like him for you, Tiff. The only reason you’re with him is because you spend so much time with him. You see him every morning and have lunch together every day. You work all day and night, and it’s worse when you have classes. He’s into you, and you like it. That’s all this is.”

“Ouch.”

“You told me not to beat around the bush and not to bite my tongue. I’m going back to bed.”

“Jess. If you need to talk about Brie, I’m here no matter how busy I am.”

“I know, and I’m fine.”

“You’re not fine.”

“Jess, I’m fine. I’m hungover and exhausted, so may I please go back to bed?!”

“Jess. Talk to me.”

“I don’t want to talk, Tiff!”

“Talk to me, Jessica!”

“I’m fucked up, Tiff! I feel cheated and angrier than I’ve ever felt! I want to forgive Brie for breaking up with me, but I’m struggling with it! Had she told me that she was sick, I would have been by her side! I would have taken her to the doctor’s appointments and for treatment, and she would still be here! Brie would have beaten the fucking cancer! Had she told me everything would be different, Tiff!” I cried.

“Jess, it’s what you want to believe, but that isn’t what would have happened. Brie ended your relationship because she knew that she wouldn’t make it and didn’t want to put you through that. You know that’s true, and you need to accept it.”

“I loved her so much!” I sobbed.

Tiffany embraced me and said, “I know you did, and she knows you did. You need to let go, Jess.”

I knew that Tiffany was right. I needed to let go, but I wasn’t close to letting Brianna go. The life I was living was because of Brie, and it was a constant reminder of what I had and would never have with her again. I was struggling and decided to do something I never imagined I would ever do. I decided to attend therapy.

I began seeing my psychologist to deal with my Brie issues, but attending therapy made me realize I had a lot of issues that I needed to resolve that I hadn’t realized. I had Mom issues and more Amy issues than I would have ever realized on my own. I had a major issue with my sexuality when I didn’t think I did.

Deciding to see Doctor Bob was the best decision I could have made. I found him online and did as much research as I could before feeling comfortable enough to book my first session. It was an odd feeling when I met him that first afternoon. I struggled with meeting people for the first time, but I immediately felt comfortable with him.

His small office had the warmth and feeling of a home and didn’t feel like an office. His wedding picture was predominately displayed. His wedding picture was surrounded by various photographs of his children, friends, and family members.

I had completed a form prior to meeting with him, but we didn’t discuss the questions I had answered. We talked about his family and mine and nothing more. He didn’t charge me for the visit.

He said, “Now that we’ve learned more about one another, I hope you feel comfortable enough to come see me again.”

“I do.”

“I’m already married, Jess, but thank you.”

I laughed at his response and booked my next visit on the spot. I began looking forward to my hourly visits with Doctor Bob, which always went beyond an hour. He never asked me for more money, not once.

When I attended therapy, it didn’t feel like I was attending therapy. It felt more like I was visiting a friend and having deep and meaningful conversations. Through my sessions, I realized my Mom issues had everything to do with Amy, and my Amy issues had nothing to do with Amy.

“I have five children, Jess. They don’t look identical, but they have similarities in their physical appearance that make it easy to see the genetic connection. When I look at the photograph of your sister and then look at you, it’s the same. You and Amy may not look identical, but don’t look as different as you think you do.”

“Amy is a drop-dead gorgeous, and I’m not. I’m average at best.”

“She’s taller, and although you don’t share the same hair color, you have the same colored eyes. It’s easy to tell that you and she are siblings and both attractive young women.”

“She’s always been hotter than me.”

“Has anyone ever said that statement to you?”

“No, but I live in reality. People would look at me and be surprised that Amy and I are sisters.”

“Do you attribute that to her being more attractive than you or because of the difference in your personalities?”

“Attractive.”

“Do you think it’s possible that people were surprised that you and your sister were sisters not because of your difference in looks but because of your difference in personalities?”

“I guess it’s possible.”

“Guessing and knowing are different.”

“I don’t know.”

“Think about it, and we can discuss it during our next session.”

That conversation played in my head over and over and made me feel it necessary to call Christine and have her meet me for drinks. I met Chris at her apartment, and our conversation made me realize that Doctor Bob was onto something.

“Did you love Amy?”

“Amy and I said those words to one another, but it wasn’t love. It was a sexual attraction that we mistook for love. The crazy thing is that I would have answered differently if I never met Pam. I truthfully believed that I was madly in love with Amy when we were together.”

“After Thais, you, me, and Pam kept it going. Why did you and Pam want to keep seeing me?”

“You’re a hottie, Jess.”

“I’m not anywhere close to as hot as Amy.”

Chris laughed and said, “Pam and I have always liked that about you.”

“Liked, what about me?”

“That you’re hot and don’t act like your shit doesn’t stink. You’re so humble about your appearance, and it makes you so fucking desirable.”

I had always felt below Amy, but it had nothing to do with Amy and everything to do with how I viewed myself. All it took was for Michelle in high school to ask me a question that I felt had everything to do with looks and not personalities for me to believe how I viewed myself was how everyone else viewed me.

I was at the beginning of attending therapy when I panned and had Amy’s bachelorette party. I rented a party bus, and we bar-hopped across Manhattan. I didn’t plan on going to Finn’s bar, but that’s where we wound up because that’s where Amy wanted to end the night. It was well after four in the morning when we arrived.

“I’m sorry, Finn. She wouldn’t take no for an answer.”

“No need to apologize. Having Amy here is perfect,” he responded with a smile.

It was supposed to be their last nights of partying with friends separate and apart before they married, but seeing them together made me realize that the perfect ending to their night was for them to be together.

In my head, Amy was always calm, cool, collected, and confident, but being with her the night before she married Finn made me realize that I didn’t know her as well as I thought I did. She was a mess. Amy was anxious, worried, and filled with doubt.

“He’s not going to show up. I’ll be standing at the altar waiting for him, but he won’t be there.”

“Finn will be standing at the altar waiting for you to show up, Amy.”

“I’ll say I do, and then he’ll say he doesn’t.”

“Amy. Finn will say his vows first.”

“I can’t believe this is happening, Jess. I can’t believe Finn wants to marry me. Most men wouldn’t want to marry me, but he does.”

“Finn loves you, and you love him. That’s all that matters, Amy.”

“Maybe Finn thinks he loves me, but he doesn’t, and he’ll realize it in the morning and call it off.”

“What is going on with you, Amy?”

“There isn’t a thing he doesn’t know about me, yet he wants to spend his life with me. He knows how I am. I can be an utter bitch at times, yet he wants me. If I were him, I wouldn’t marry me.”

“Why not?”

“I’m an extremely flawed individual.”

“Everyone has flaws, Amy.”

“Finn is the best person I’ve ever met or known. He’s the total package, and I’m me. I’m afraid that he’ll realize that he can do so much better than me.”

That conversation with Amy was an eye-opener. I had always looked at Amy as being so different from me, but deep down inside, she and I were very much alike. It took that night of me hearing her doubt herself and Finn’s love for her for me to realize it.

She was always the one to give me advice while I hung on to her every word, but our roles were reversed that night. I was Amy’s voice of reason, and when I spoke to her, she hung on to my every word. I had times when I thought I couldn’t have felt closer to Amy, but that was the night I felt the closest I ever had to Amy.

“Finn has his flaws, and you accept those flaws the same way he accepts your flaws. You love each other and are an imperfect, perfect fit. I hope that one day I’m as blessed as you are to find the person who loves and accepts me for me, flaws and all. I do not doubt that you and Finn will have an amazing life together as a married couple.”

“Thank you, Jess. I feel better.”

“You’re welcome, Amy.”

Their wedding went off perfectly and, to this day, was one of the best times I’ve had. Not to toot my own horn, but I nailed my speech. I had people in tears and also filled with laughter. I will never forget how tightly my sister hugged me and the look of happiness, pride, and love she had for me in her eyes.

Tiffany and Brad’s relationship ended not too long after Finn and Amy married when Brad accepted a higher-paying position in a different school district. It wasn’t too long after Brad and Tiffany broke up that Brad moved on and became engaged to another woman within six months of their relationship ending.

Tiffany took it hard, and I was her shoulder to cry on. It was during that time that my romantic feelings toward Tiffany came bubbling back to the surface, but it was different because I had Doctor Bob to talk to about it.

“I’ve always loved her. I’ve loved her as my friend and, at times, more than a friend, which is where I am now.”

“Have you discussed these feelings with Tiffany?”

“When I found out about her relationship with my sister, I told her Amy how I felt about Tiffany. I kept my distance, but it upset Tiffany and had a negative effect on their relationship. Amy forced me to tell Tiffany, and I did. Telling Tiffany how I felt almost ended our friendship.”

“Why?”

“I understand. Tiffany was hurt and upset that I kept my feelings from her.”

“Had you ever discussed entering into a romantic relationship prior to her becoming involved with your sister?”

“Kind of. It was our last year in college. Tiffany told me that she was curious about having sex with a girl and wanted to have sex with me. I couldn’t do it. I was afraid that if I had sex with Tiffany, I would never be able to remain friends with her.”

“That’s interesting.”

“Why is it interesting?”

“You’ve come to terms with the fact that you’re as attractive as your sister. Some people may state that you are less attractive, while others may state that you’re more attractive for whatever reason, but it’s no longer an issue for you. Correct?”

“Correct.”

“Have you ever considered that Tiffany entering into a sexual relationship with your sister Amy was Tiffany settling for Amy because she couldn’t have the experience she sought with you?”

“No. I never thought about it.”

“You’ve told me that you attribute these on and off again feelings toward Tiffany to you not being involved with anyone else. When you're involved with someone, you don’t have those feelings, but when you’re not involved, you do.”

“That’s always been the case. It’s like as soon as I’m not with anyone, I latch onto Tiffany.”

“Do you think the reason you don’t have those feelings toward Tiffany when you’re involved with someone else is because those feelings leave you or because you suppress your feelings by focusing your energy toward that person or persons and away from Tiffany?”

“I don’t know,” I admitted.

“Think about it. We can talk about it the next time we meet.”

I thought about it. It was the only thing I could think about. The more I thought about it, the less sure I was of my answer. The only answer I had was that I didn’t know the answer. I needed to talk to Doctor Bob about it further.

“I attempted to answer the question you asked at the end of our last session, but I couldn’t answer it.”

“When did you accept your sexuality, Jess?”

“High school. By the time I was in high school, I knew I was gay.”

“Why did you think you accepted your sexuality in high school?”

“I had a huge crush on Tiffany, and I was jealous that she had a boyfriend. I chose not to deny my sexuality any longer because I wanted to do the things that Tiffany did with her boyfriend. When I realized it, I chose to accept who I was.”

“You didn’t have a crush on anyone else during that time?”

“Not anyone in real life. I had crushes on girls before Tiffany, but not anyone I ever met until Maria. Maria was more than a crush. She was my first girlfriend and one of two girls I’ve ever truly loved.”

“The other.”

“Brianna.”

“Maria and Brianna are the only girls you ever truly loved. Are you sure?”

“I was a kid, but I loved Maria, and I know she loved me. You know all there is to know about Brianna. My answer is yes, I’m sure. Brie and Maria are the only girls I’ve ever truly loved.”

“I think you have the answer to my question, Jess.”

After that session, I was positive that the on-and-off-again romantic feelings I had for Tiffany were due to me not being involved with anyone. It made perfect sense, and I felt at ease and peaceful.

My parents allowed me to come and go as I pleased, but I was in my mid-twenties and wanted to have a home to call my own. When the renovations in Brooklyn were completed, I decided not to sell the house. The neighborhood had everything I could want within walking distance, and I could jump on the subway and be in midtown Manhattan in less than half an hour.

The house was a three-family home. I moved out of my parent's home and into my own. They didn’t try to talk me out of moving out. They told me that they supported my decision and that their doors would always be open if I wanted to come home. I moved to the bottom level and rented the above two floors for a ludicrous amount of money.

I was unemployed, but the only housing expenses I had were utilities and groceries. The rental income I received was more than many people earned working full-time. I had plenty of money in the bank and decided that I would enjoy the life that Brianna had afforded me until I made my next move.

It was much more expensive than I thought it would be to furnish my new living accommodations. It took me over a month to furnish my home, and I received much of what I needed for daily living at my housewarming party. I was truly on my own for the first time in my life, and I enjoyed it.

I was still attending therapy, but I had made a lot of progress. I was no longer the shy and introverted girl I had been. I no longer had Mom and Amy issues. I felt like a completely different person. I felt beautiful, confident, and comfortable with who I was as a person.

My cooking skills consisted of microwaving and air-frying frozen foods until I attended cooking classes. It was a lot of fun, and I was proud of myself for leaving my comfort zone and initiating conversations with strangers. I made friends with a young married couple, Tony and Kara, because I attended the classes and put myself out there.

Tony and Kara rented an apartment around the block from my house and had been living in the neighborhood for years. They introduced me to the friends they had made, and I became friendly with many of those people. I was attending get-togethers and having get-togethers and couldn’t have been in a better emotional state.

Kara told me about the salon she went to and how much she loved it, so she took me there when I wanted to have my hair taken care of. My stylist, Larissa, was awesome. I told her I wanted a new look, and she delivered. I was no longer platinum blonde. I went back to my natural black hair color and loved my new look.

Chris and Pam weren’t able to attend my housewarming party because they were on vacation at the time. I invited them over on a Friday night and took them to a wine bar a few blocks from my house. It was great to see them and to spend time with them, but old habits die hard.

Within minutes of us arriving at my place, I was nude in my living room with Chris eating my pussy while Pam ate my asshole. It had been a long while since I had been laid, and being with Pam and Chris was better than I remembered. We spent Friday night, all day Saturday, and until Sunday evening fucking each other silly.

“That was so much fun. We need to do this again sooner than later,” Pam said as I walked her and Chris to their Uber.

“I’m all for it,” I responded.

Chirs and I French kissed, and then Pam and Frenched kissed. I slapped both of their asses before they got into the Uber and drove off. I stood until I watched the car turn left when I noticed a guy standing a few feet away from me with a blank expression on his face.

His eyes and mouth were opened wide, and he was holding a bag full of trash. The guy was handsome and muscular, but I didn’t know who he was or why he was standing in my driveway holding a bag full of trash.

“That was the greatest thing I’ve ever seen in my life.”

I shook my head and responded, “I’m happy for you. Who are you?”

“I live here. I moved into the top floor last week.”

“Oh, you’re Erick.”

“I’m Erick, and you are?” he replied.

“Your landlord.”

“It’s great to meet you.”

“Jess. My name is Jess.”

“It’s not my business, but are they you’re girlfriends?”

“You’re right. It’s none of your business.”

“Sorry. It was nice meeting you.”

It was the strangest feeling I’d ever experienced. I had never seen Erick before or talked to him prior to that night, but there was something about him that made me feel comfortable and safe. When I heard his stomach grumble, I asked if he was hungry.

“Starving.”

“Are you a fan of breakfast for dinner?”

“A huge fan.”

“Would you like to have breakfast for dinner with me?”

“Sure.”

Erick placed the garbage bag into the garbage can and followed me into the house. I didn’t expect to have anyone over that night and was horrified that he immediately noticed the two strap-on dildos on the floor in my living room.

I immediately grabbed the strapons and tossed them onto my bedroom floor before slamming my bedroom door shut. “Sorry about that. Pam is a freak.”

“Pam?”

“Purple highlights.”

“No need to apologize.”

“Eggs, bacon, pancakes, and sausage, okay?”

“More than okay.”

I’d never seen anyone eat so quickly. It was like Erick was starving and hadn't eaten in days. “That was delicious. Thank you so much for dinner.”

“You seemed to be a bit hungry?”

“I didn’t get a chance to eat today or yesterday.”

“There’s always time to eat.”

“Not after what it cost me to move into this place.”

“I’m below market rate.”

“I know, but it’s still expensive. I knew New York was pricey, but wow.”

“Where are you from, Erick?”

“Ohio. A suburb of Cincinnati. I relocated for work.”

“What do you do, Erick, from a suburb of Cincinnati?”

“Heating, ventilation, and cooling. My grandfather wants to retire, and he wants me to take over his business, so here I am.”

“Welcome to New York.”

“I feel like a fish out of water.”

“You’ll be fine. You’ll be having bacon, egg, and cheese sandwiches for breakfast before you know it.”

“Would it be okay for me to park my work van in the driveway? It would save me a ton of time and money.”

“Not a problem.”

“Thank you, Jess.”

“You’re welcome.”

As I walked Erick to the door, he stopped short. He was fixated on a photograph for a moment before he began walking again and exited. I didn’t think anything of it at the time, especially since I didn’t know which of the many photographs I had that caught his attention.

Erick worked a lot. He left early in the morning and arrived home late at night. It was easy to tell that Erick was lonely and homesick when I spoke to him, so I would go out of my way to say hello to him and spend a while talking to him when I heard his van pull into the driveway.

“Do you ever get a day off?”

“My grandfather’s business is a mess. He’s losing it. At least he realized he was, but I had no idea what I was getting myself into. I’ll straighten things out. When I do, I’ll take some time off.”

“It must be difficult for you to have upended your life to take over your grandfather’s business.”

“Much more difficult than I thought it would be. I miss home, but I needed to do this.”

“For your grandfather.”

“Him and me.”

I could tell from his tone and demeanor that he had suffered from a broken heart at some point.

“What was her name?”

Erick smirked at me and responded, “How do you know?”

“I’ve been there.”

“Her name is Jamie. We were high school sweethearts and broke up when she left for college. A few years after she graduated from college, she moved back into town, and we reconnected. I thought she was the one. I was close to buying a ring.”

“Why didn’t you?”

“When I told my best friend, Adam, that I was going to buy the ring and propose, he confessed that he and Jamie were together.”

“Together?!”

“For a while. I had no idea. I didn’t think anything of Jamie and Amy hanging out all the time. I was working a lot and trusted her and him. I never imagined that they would do what they did. I lost the girl who I thought I would spend the rest of my life with and my best friend who was like a brother to me.”

“Not many people would ever recover from that.”

“I don’t know if I truly have. I’ve dated here and there, but I have major trust issues, and that doesn’t bode well for relationships. When my grandfather told me he wanted me to leave Ohio, it felt like the right thing to do. I was stuck and needed a change.”

“Change can be difficult.”

“It’s been extremely difficult. All I’ve been doing is working. I haven’t made a single friend since I’ve been here.”

“We’re not friends?”

“I stand corrected. I’ve made one friend.”

“When you get some time off, you’ll be able to make a lot of new friends. I’ve made a lot of great people since I’ve been living here, and I would be happy to bring you into my groups of friends.”

“I’ll look forward to it. In the meantime, good night.”

“Good night, Erick.”

Erick began walking away from me when he stopped and turned around. He walked back to me and said. “Thank you, Jess.”

“I don’t know why you’re thanking me, but you’re welcome.”

He smirked and walked away. I liked Erick because he was genuine, sincere, and a good person. There was something about him that told me he was meant to be in my life. I didn’t understand why I felt that way, but I did.

I was living happily in Brooklyn, while Tiffany continued living at home, working and attending college at night to earn her Master’s degree. We talked and texted, but her schedule didn’t allow for us to spend time together until the summer. Tiffany and I hadn’t seen each other in person for over five months until that summer.

Tiffany ended her work year on a Thursday and was at my place that Friday night. “I forgot what you looked like with black hair. You look amazing!” she shouted.

“I feel amazing.”

“Have you been exercising?”

“Every day with my friend Kara at a fitness place a few blocks from here.”

“I’ve missed you so much.”

“I’ve missed you too, but the most important thing is that you’re here, and we’re going to party our asses off.”

“Hell, yes!”

It was like Tiffany and I were back in college that week. We went out at night and partied, slept the afternoons away, and did it again. We went to Manhattan to hang out at Finn’s bar and went to a Broadway show.

Tiffany had only been to my home once prior to that week when she attended my housewarming party. She was attending college in Manhattan that summer, so Tiffany began staying at my place since it was closer to her college than going back home. When I introduced Tiffany to the friends I had made in the neighborhood, she loved the area even more.

“I understand why you’re happy living here. You have an amazing home, and the neighborhood couldn’t be more convenient, but you’ve met a lot of awesome people. You’ve grown a lot, Jess, and I couldn’t be more proud of you.”

“That means a lot coming from you. I have grown a lot, and it has a lot to do with therapy,” I explained.

Tiffany and I were spending more time than we had in what felt like forever over the rest of the month. It was great spending so much time with Tiffany. I hadn’t realized how much I missed spending that amount of time with her. We had gone out to dinner and planned to lounge around my house and have a few drinks afterward.

We were two blocks away from my house when the sky opened up, and it began to rain buckets. We removed our shoes and ran barefoot to my house, but we were drenched when we entered. Tiffany looked hot, with her hair soaking wet and her clothes clinging to her body. I wanted her and wanted her bad.

I thought the days of having romantic feelings toward Tiffany and wanting to place my face between her legs were behind me, and it was an unsettling feeling to have the thoughts I was having. I made myself a drink that I quickly drank while Tiffany dried off and changed her clothes. After she dried off and changed, I did the same.

After changing, I made myself a drink and made Tiffany a drink as the rain pelted my windows while the thunder cracked between moments of lightning. We clinked glasses when the lights turned off. I walked to the light switch and flicked the switch as if that would have accomplished anything.

“Blackout!” she shouted.

“How are we supposed to make drinks if I can’t open the freezer to get ice?”

“We’ll need to drink warm drinks until the electricity comes back or just drink shots,” she responded.

“Shots it is,” I responded with a wink.

Tiffany and I remained in my kitchen, where we finished our drinks and then began to drink shots. “Are you still going to therapy, Jess?”

“Yes, but I’m down to once per week every other week.”

“I’ve never told you this, but I wanted you to attend therapy.”

“Why?”

“I thought you needed it because I know for a fact that I would have needed it had I gone through what you did.”

“I had so much anger inside of me that I didn’t know what to do with it, so I decided to be a big girl and seek the help that I needed.”

“Do you still think about her?”

“All the time. The only reason I can call this house my home is because of Brianna. The only reason I can live how I live is because of her. I felt so guilty that I didn’t realize she wasn’t well the last time I saw her. All I could think about was how badly I missed her and wanted to be with her. What I could have said, but I’m at peace with it now.”

“Tis better to have loved and lost than to never have loved at all,” Tiffany emotionally responded.

“Please don’t start crying.”

“I’m not going to cry, but I will if we keep talking about this.”

“I’m happy to talk about anything else.”

“I’m game. What would you like to talk about?”

“Have you talked about me in therapy?”

Tiffany and I drank two more shots each, and I wasn’t thinking when I replied how I did.

“A lot, and I will be discussing you further with Doctor Bob after what I was thinking about tonight.”

“What do you need to discuss with him about tonight?” she asked as lighting illuminated my kitchen.

I shook my head, poured myself another shot, and drank it. Tiffany poured herself another shot, drank it, and again asked, “What do you need to discuss with him about tonight?”

I couldn’t answer and tried to change the subject, but Tiffany wouldn’t allow me to do it. “Jess. Please don’t tell me.”

I poured two more shots and looked at Tiffany as the lighting again illuminated my kitchen. She shook her head, so I drank both shots. I sat on my kitchen counter, and Tiffany sat beside me. I looked at her and smirked because, at that moment, I wanted to know if what I had discussed in therapy was true.

“Doctor Bob and I discussed you being with Amy. I agree with our conclusion, but I want to know if we were right or way off base.”

“Not a problem.”

“Did you have sex with Amy the first time because you settled for having the experience with her because you wanted to have it with me and didn’t?”

“Was was your agreed upon conclusion?”

“You did.”

Amy got off the counter, poured a shot, and drank it. She again placed herself beside me and said, “I did.”

“Why did you do it?”

“I told you that if I were ever to have a lesbian experience, it would need to be with someone whom I felt comfortable being around and trusted. I would have preferred it to be with you, but I felt that way toward Amy, so it happened. Anyway, it doesn’t matter. Things happened how they did, but why are we talking about this?”

“Since you answered my question, I’ll answer your question. During my next therapy session, I’m going to discuss that when we arrived here earlier, I wanted to strip you need and have my way with you.”

“I love you, Jess, but enough of this shit!”

“What shit!”

“I don’t know what is about me! We discussed it, and I told you what I thought, and we were fine! Fuck therapy! Let’s fuck! You want to fuck me, so let's fuck!”

Within seconds of Tiffany saying those words, the lights came back on. She removed herself from my kitchen counter and proceeded to remove her shirt and shorts. Tiffany was standing in front of me, topless and wearing nothing more than her panties.

I was frozen in place and didn’t know what to do, but I didn’t take my eyes off Tiffany’s bare breasts for a second. Tiffany’s bare tits looked better than I imagined, but I still couldn’t move. She pulled me off my seat on the kitchen counter and pulled me into her.

“What are you waiting for?” she asked.

I couldn’t move a muscle or bring a word to my lips. Tiffany grabbed me, pulled me into her, and kissed me with her tongue. I placed my hands on her ass and kissed her back, but it didn’t feel right. Nothing about that moment felt right.

I pushed her away from me and stared at her. She removed her panties and threw them at me. Tiffany was butt-ass naked in my kitchen and throwing herself at me, and I didn’t know what to do or say. She pulled me into her again and kissed me, and I again pushed her away from me.

“Jess!” she shouted as we locked eyes.

“I don’t want to do this!” I shrieked.

Tiffany stared at me with a serious expression, and then she smiled. She put her shirt back on and picked her panties from off the kitchen floor. Tiffany put her panties on and asked, “How was that for you?”

“It felt like I was kissing Amy. I’ve never kissed Amy, but I feel like that was what I would have felt had Amy and I kissed. I feel gross.”

“You feel gross?”

“I’m so sorry.”

“Don’t be because I feel the same.”

“I’ll be talking about this in therapy during my next session.”

“That needed to happen.”

“I know it did, but you do have great tits.”

“I know, but I can’t say the same about you,” she laughed in response.

I flashed Tiffany, and after I did, we laughed our asses off. What happened that night between Tiffany and me needed to happen for me. Tiffany knew it, which was why it happened. After that night, I never thought about Tiffany in that way again.

Tiffany was finished with college classes, and it was a few weeks before the new school year began. She was spending the weekend with me, and we had plans that Friday night to hang out with Tony, Kara, Vanessa, Troy, Marcelo, and Travis.

It was the grand opening of Marcelo and Travis’s LGBTQ+ lounge. They were an older married couple who lived a few houses down from mine. We hit it off when they saw me saying goodbye to Pam and Chris after one of our many nights together.

I introduced them to Tony and Kara, who introduced them to Troy, who lived in the same building as Tony and Kara. There were plenty of LBGTQ+ establishments in the area. Tony, Kara, and I didn’t think it was a good idea to open the place, but we kept it to ourselves and needed to attend the grand opening to support our friends.

Tiffany and I were leaving my house while Erick backed his van into my driveway. We were holding hands when she looked at Erick, and then she squeezed my hand so tight that it hurt. “Tiff!”

Erick parked his van and exited. He was drenched in sweat so bad that his teeshirt stuck to his body. Tiffany and Erick looked at one another, and it was as if they were both in a daze. “You’re home early,” I said to Erick.

He looked at me, stared at Tiffany, and then looked at me again. “It was a light day.”

Tiffany let go of my hand and began walking to the curb. Erick didn’t take his eyes off her for a second. He may have thought he wasn’t talking aloud, but I clearly heard him say, “It’s her.”

It took a moment for Erick’s words to sink in. At that moment, I realized that whenever Erick was at my place and stopped short before exiting, it was because of the photograph of Tiffany and me.

“I’ll assume you’re working tomorrow.”

“No, I’m not. Why?”

“It’s the grand opening of Travis and Marcelo’s place.”

“Who?”

“The gay married couple who live across the street two houses down.”

“There’s a gay married couple who live across the street?”

I shook my head and replied, “Yes. If you don’t have plans, come out.”

“What kind of place is it?”

“It’s a gay bar.”

“I’m not gay.”

“No shit, Erick, but it will be a good time. Besides, she’ll be there.”

I watched as a smile appeared on his face. “Good to know,” he responded and then said, “Please excuse me for a moment.”

Erick walked away from me and walked toward Tiffany. I watched as Erick and Tiffany spoke to one another. I waited until I thought they finished their conversation before walking toward Tiffany. As I walked toward Tiffany, Erick walked toward me.

“See you tonight,” he said as we walked past one another.

It was an amazing night. When I texted my sister, Pam, and Christine about the grand opening, I didn’t think they would come, but they did. I was surprised to see Finn enter with Chris, Pamela, and Amy, but I was happy he was there. Amy and I laughed our asses off when Finn went behind the bar and yelled at Marcelo for overpouring drinks and showed him how to ensure proper pouring of drinks.

I told Tiffany that Erick was going to attend, but she kept looking at the door as if she were waiting for him to arrive because she was. Erick cleaned up nicely. When he arrived, I almost didn’t recognize him. He greeted me, and I introduced him to Amy, Finn, and the rest.

I felt no pain that night and remembered having a conversation with Brad about how Tiffany liked confident guys. I knew Erick well enough to know he was nervous about approaching Tiffany, but he approached her.

They spent the entire night drinking, talking, and laughing. At that moment, I believed the reason I felt that Erick was supposed to be part of my life was for Tiffany. I was convinced of my belief when Tiffany and I stumbled into my home. We hadn’t changed out of our clothes when we jumped into my bed.

“Erick asked me out.”

“Are you going to go out with him?”

“If told him to call and ask when he was sober.”

“When he does, will you go out with him?”

“Definitely.”

Tiffany was more into Erick than I had ever witnessed her being more into anyone. When Erick and I spoke, it seemed like every other word out of his mouth was Tiffany. Tiffany didn’t care that he worked as much as he did, and Erick didn’t care that he needed to drive all the way from Williamsburg to the border of Nassau and Suffolk counties to see her.

“Oh my God, Jess. Erick drove so long to see me so we could have coffee and pie and talk at the diner. He drove me home and then drove all the way back to Brooklyn for me.”

I liked Erick. I liked Erick for Tiffany and her for Erick. They were happy and falling in love, and I couldn’t have been happier for them. A month later, Erick told me that he was in love with Tiffany and made me promise that I wouldn’t tell her because he hadn’t told her. Erick told Tiffany how he felt about her two weeks later, and Tiffany told Erick that she loved him too.

Tiffany and Erick were serious about one another. Tiffany introduced him to her parents, and it went extremely well. Tiffany’s parents took an immediate liking to Erick, and Debra talked to my Mom about Erick nonstop because of how happy she was that Tiffany had met him.

Erick took Tiffany to Ohio for Thanksgiving to meet his family, and it went as well as it did when Erick met her parents. Tiffany couldn’t have hit it off better with Erick’s older sister, Julia. Julia was also an elementary school teacher, and she and Tiffany began speaking a few times per week on the phone.

It seemed like everyone was in a great place in their lives. My parent's relationship was as strong as ever. Finn and Amy were doing great and had plans to go to Ireland that summer to have a ceremony for Finn’s family. Kara and Tony were good, as were Marcelo and Travis, despite their business struggles. Kim, Rachel, Melissa, and Taylor were all in relationships and happy. It felt like everyone that I knew was either married, engaged, in a successful relationship, or seeing someone. 

I was content because I was still getting together with Pamela and Christine, but that ended when they decided to relocate to Las Vegas. It felt like I was a constant third wheel when I went out with my friends. I didn’t realize how lonely I had become until I found myself home alone without anything to do because every one I tried to make plans with had plans with their significant others.

I had a girl's night with Kara because Tony had a boy's night with his friends. Kara and I were at the bar getting wasted when Travis placed our round of drinks in front of us.

“Why so glum lately?” he asked.

“I’ve been down in the dumps since Chris and Pam moved away.”

“I highly doubt that you’ll have any trouble getting laid.”

“I want more than sex, Travis. I want someone special in my life.”

A huge smile suddenly appeared on Kara’s face, and she shouted, “I have the perfect girl for you!”

“Let me guess. You know a gay girl, and since she’s gay and I’m gay, we’re perfect for one another.”

“Give me credit than that. I know how particular you are.”

“I’m listening.”

“She’s twenty-three, gorgeous, single and looking.”

“Who is she?”

“Her name is Beth. She’s a friend of a friend, but I’ve met her more than once. She’s pretty and has her shit together.”

“Do you have a picture of her?”

“We’re friends on Instagram,” Kara responded and handed me her cell phone.

Beth was my type, so I told Kara to see what she could do. I didn’t expect Kara to see what she could do at that moment. To make a long story short, Kara invited me out the next weekend with her friends so that Beth and I could meet.

Beth and I had instant sexual chemistry, but that was all we had. Beth and I wound up having a heated argument about politics, and that was it. After Beth, my friends made it their mission to set me up with someone. I didn’t see anyone I was set up with more than once.

Marcelo set me up with a girl named Tara, who was incapable of having a conversation. I’d ask her a question, and she responded with a one-word answer. The date didn’t go well, but I didn’t expect her to excuse herself from using the bathroom and not returning.

Tony set me up with a girl named Kirsten. I have never met such a shallow and rude person in my life. She immediately judged women based on what they were wearing and couldn’t have been more rude to our waitress. I ended the date and felt so bad for the waitress that I left her a generous tip.

I was getting my hair done and talking to Larissa about how bad my dates had been when she told me that she wanted to set me up with someone. Her name was Emily, and we talked on the phone before deciding to meet. I find tattoos to be a major turn-off, and the girl was covered in tattoos, so that didn’t go anywhere.

I decided that I was finished with my friends trying to set me up until Tiffany, of all people, told me that she had someone in mind for me. “Nancy is amazing, and I think you two would hit it off.”

“I appreciate it, but I’m finished with being set up.”

“No one knows you better than me, Jess. I don’t know Nancy too well, but what I do know of her makes me feel that you two would hit it off. There is no pressure at all. Erick and I are hosting a dinner party at his place, so come upstairs and join us for dinner.”

“Fine, but if this winds up how I think it will, I won’t ever allow anyone else to set me up.”

Nancy was a first-year teacher at Tiffany’s school, and she was amazing. She was pretty, well-spoken, intelligent, and sweet, but I had no sexual attraction to her, and she felt the same toward me. I wasn’t her type, and Nancy wasn’t my type.

I had tried online dating in the past with no success, and having my friends set me up with girls hadn’t gone anywhere. I decided that the likelihood of me finding my special someone was slim, and if it were to happen, it wouldn’t be anytime soon.

I knew Marcelo and Tyler’s business was in a horrible financial position. Still, I didn’t know to what extent until I was sitting inside their lounge with only three other people inside on a Saturday night. It wasn’t even eleven when I was the only patron remaining.

“It’s over, Jess. Marcelo and I can’t afford to keep this place going.”

“How bad is it?”

“We’re two months behind the rent, and our landlord said if we don’t settle up at the end of this month, he’s going to start the eviction process.”

I was stunned that in addition to being behind on the rent, they were also behind on invoices from their suppliers. I had the money to bail them out, but if I chose to bail them out, I felt that all I would be doing was buying them time. The business wasn’t working, and giving them my money would have meant me losing my money.

Something needed to change, but I had no idea how to change their business to make it successful. I loved drinking and hanging out in bars, but I didn’t know the first thing about running a bar business. However, I knew someone who did. I went to Finn for help.

I spoke to Finn, and he agreed to meet with Marcelo and Tyler to look over their financials and help figure out how to turn the place around. Finn didn’t hold anything back, and I felt bad for Tyler and Marcelo.

“The two of you are out of your bloody minds. The neighborhood is full of bars and bars catering to the LBTQ+ community. If this were a horse, I’d take it out back and shoot it.”

“Is there anything we can do?” Marcelo asked with tears in his eyes.

“There’s plenty you could do if you had spondulicks.”

“Spondulicks?” Tyler questioned.

“Cash,” Finn responded.

I went with Finn so we could speak in private. “Do you think you can turn this place around?”

“I know I can, but they can’t afford to do what’s necessary. The place needs a new name so it can be rebranded, redesigned, and needs to serve food.”

“They’re my friends, and I have the money.”

I thought I had the money until Finn gave me a ballpark figure of how much money would be needed. It was practically all the money I had in my name, and it was too risky for me.

“Would you go in with me on this place, Finn?”

“I understand Tyler and Marcelo are your friends, but they have no business being in this business. The only way I would go in with you is if we had a controlling interest and you managed the place.”

“I don’t know how to manage a bar.”

“It’s not rocket science, Jess. You bring in more money than you spend.”

“What are you thinking?”

“I’ll go in half with you if we own seventy percent.”

“Seventy percent?!”

“I’m being rather generous. Marcelo and Tyler get fifteen percent each from a successful business, or they can keep one hundred percent and go under. Those are my terms, Jess.”

Finn left, and I went back inside to talk to Tyler and Marcelo. It was easy to see the desperation in their eyes. I told them what Marcelo told me about what the bar needed to be turned around and Finn’s terms.

They looked at one another and then looked at me. “Okay. We’ll do it.”

“Are you both sure.”

“Positive and thank you.”

Tyler, Marcelo, and I did everything that Finn told us to do. It took a month to redesign and relaunch the bar as Spectrum Social. I never imagined I would ever get into the bar business, but I was in the bar business.

I’d never been so tired after work as I was after the grand opening. I ran around all night long like a chicken with a head, and my entire body hurt, especially my feet, but the grand opening was a success.

I went from going to the gym, hanging out with friends when I could, and collecting rental income for a living to working seven days a week. The bar became extremely profitable, and when it did, Marcelo and Tyler began to regret their decision.

My friendship with them began to change over time, and it was getting to the point where it was like we were no longer friends. Things went from bad to worse when Finn and Amy went to Ireland that summer. They felt that with Finn away, I would allow them to make the changes they wanted to make, but I wouldn’t.

“Guys, you the rules. We do what Finn wants, and that’s it.”

“Finn isn’t here!” Tyler shouted.

“He’s only away for a few weeks. The answer is no. Everything stays as it is.”

“This was our idea, and we’re making less combined than you are!” Marcelo yelled.

“You two were weeks away from closing. You didn’t need to take the offer, and it wasn’t like I needed to talk either of you into doing this. Finn and I threw you two a lifeline, and you took hold of it.”

“It’s like we’re employees instead of owners!” Marcelo responded.

“I’m here more than you two combined! If you two want to be treated like owners, then act like owners!”

Tyler crossed his arms and said, “We’re trying. All we want to do is make a few changes. If we were owners, we wouldn’t need to ask permission to do anything!”

“The agreement is the agreement!”

“Fuck this! We’re out of here!” Tyler screamed.

Tyler and Marcelo walked out and hadn’t returned by the time Finn and Amy arrived home from Ireland. During those weeks, they wouldn’t answer my calls or text messages. I explained to Finn what happened while he was away.

“I told you before we did this that those two didn’t belong in the bar business. Now they won’t be any longer.”

“What are you talking about, Finn?”

“They’re in breach of contract, and there are consequences to breaching our contract. They’re no longer part of our business.”

“Finn, we can’t do that to them. We need to fix this before things get out of control.”

“We didn’t do anything to them. They choose to do as they did. It’s not personal, Jess. It’s business.”

Finn gave them an opportunity to return. He had his attorney send them a letter detailing the breach of contract and that nothing would happen if they chose to comply with the partnership agreement moving forward. They didn’t, which forced us to sue them. The result was that Marcelo and Tyler were no longer involved in the business, and our friendship was over.

Marcelo and Tyler moved out of their apartment a few months later. As is often the case when friendships end, mutual friends choose sides. Most of our mutual friends chose their side, but it was a life lesson I would never repeat. I would never again go into business with friends, but I was in business with my brother-in-law.

It was supposed to be a fifty-fifty partnership between Finn and me, but it wasn’t. I was running the bar by myself, and I became frustrated with Finn. The only time he came in was to go over the financials, pay bills, and cut checks, and it wasn’t fair. Of course, Amy took his side when I vented to her, which frustrated me more.

I had lost two of my closest friends, mutual friends, and my relationship with Finn was becoming strained. I was working nonstop, had no social life, and was close to my wits end. I didn’t think my life could become more difficult until it did.

Tiffany and Erick were engaged. She was teaching, and Erick was operating his grandfather’s business. When Erick’s grandfather passed away before he was able to retire, Erick was devastated. Erick wasn’t in a good place mentally or emotionally.

Erick’s grandfather was the only family he had in New York. Since his entire family was in Ohio, he had a memorial service for his grandfather in New York but had the wake and funeral in Ohio. I wanted to go to Ohio, but I couldn’t because I needed to tend to the business. Tiffany and Erick spent a week in Ohio, and when they returned, Tiffany broke the news to me.

“Erick is going to sell the business.”

“Why would he sell the business and go work for another company in New York, Tiff?”

“He’s not, Jess. When he sells the business, he’s buying out his Dad and taking over the company. We’re relocating to Ohio?”

“You’re moving to Ohio?! What about your career?!”

“While I was in Ohio, Erick’s sister got me an interview at her school. I was offered the position and took it.”

“What if Erick can’t sell the business by the time the next school year starts?”

“I’ll go ahead of him until he does, but he doesn’t think he’ll have any issue selling the business.”

“You know how your parents will feel about you moving in with Erick before you’re married.”

“I’m going to move in with Julia, and Erick will be moving back home with his parents until we purchase a home. After we get married, Erick and I will move into the house.”

Erick and Tiffany had only been in Ohio for a week but had everything figured out. Tiffany and I hadn’t been spending much time together, but we still spent time together. Regardless of how little or how much Tiffany and I saw each other, she was always close by. Tiffany would be moving to Wyoming, Ohio, and I would remain in New York.

“Relax, Jess. You and Tiffany will remain best friends. You won’t get to see each other much, but you’ll be fine,” Amy explained.

“Same as you and Jenna, right?”

“Jenna and I were different. We were best friends in high school and grew apart. That won’t ever happen to you and Tiffany.”

I hoped that Amy was right, but the more I thought about it, the more I believed she was right. Tiffany and I had been best friends since we were eight, and being over six hundred miles apart would never change that. We’d been through too much together to let a distance of over six hundred miles end our friendship.

Only five months remained before Tiffany left New York for Ohio, and I wanted to spend as much time with her as possible. Working my ass off seven days a week wouldn’t allow me to do that. With only three months remaining until Tiffany left, I reached my breaking point when Finn came to the bar to do his usual.

“I’ve had enough Finn! Tiffany is leaving in three months, and all I’ve been doing is working my ass off while you take half the profits.”

“Are you not in charge of this place?”

“Yeah, I am!”

“It’s a lot of work, isn’t it?”

“Is the sky blue?”

“Depends on the time of day,” he laughed.

“There isn’t anything funny about this, Finn. Our partnership isn’t the same as when Marcelo and Tyler were involved. We’re family.”

“Who is in charge of Connor’s Irish Pub & Restaurant?”

“You are!” I shouted in frustration.

“Ultimately, but what about the day-to-day operations?”

“Riley and Ronan, depending on the day.”

“Who are they?”

“Your general managers!” I shouted with building frustration.

“Why don’t we have one general manager here?”

“Because I’m doing the fucking job!” I fumed.

“Jess. If you want to be a business owner, start acting like one,” he said with a smirk.

“Are you fucking kidding me?!”

“Family or not, it’s business. I needed to make sure you were all in, and I know that you are. I expected you to take the reigns and do what needed to be done, and you have. It’s time to hire managers, Jess.”

Finn had been teaching me a business lesson the entire time, but I was too caught up in things and emotional to realize what he had been doing. It was why Amy wouldn’t allow me to vent to her and why she continuously took his side. She knew what Finn was doing.

I didn’t realize how much of a control freak I had become until I hired Reggie. I hired him to manage the bar four nights per week while I would manage the bar for the other three nights. He was beyond qualified, but I found myself in the bar when I shouldn’t have been.

“Is everything okay?” I asked.

“Is anything happening to make you think that everything isn’t okay?” Reggie responded sarcastically.

“No.”

“I understand that you’ve been running this place by yourself for the last year, but I thought you hired me for a reason.”

“I did, and you’re doing an amazing job. I’m sorry. I’ve been doing this alone for so long that it’s not easy to take a step back.”

“You’re burnt out, Jess. You need to hire someone for your nights and take a well-deserved vacation.”

“The thought of interviewing any more people makes me cringe.”

“I’m happy to assist. It’s technically part of my duties here, and of course, I wouldn’t make a hire without discussing it with you and Finn.”

“Forget me and Finn. Interview and hire who you feel is best for the position.”

“My pleasure, Jess. Take some time off, and I’ll cover your shifts until you get back unless I hire someone while you’re away.”

“Deal.”

It wasn’t easy not being at the bar and running the show when I felt I should have been there, but I managed to keep myself at home and not call Reggie once during the first shift he covered. After the second shift he covered, I felt at ease.

“Tiff. You’ll be leaving sooner than later, and it’s almost spring break. How about we take a girl's trip, just you and me?”

“That would be great, but where should we go?”

“Punta Cana!” I shouted.

Tiffany and I booked a five-night stay at an all-inclusive resort in Punta Cana. I knew I needed a vacation badly but had no idea Tiffany needed it as well. “This was the best idea ever,” she said with slurred speech as we drank by the pool.

“You have no idea how badly I needed this,” I responded.

“You and me both,” she responded with tear-filled eyes.

“What’s wrong, Tiff?”

“I’m leaving my parents, you and my friends in New York and moving to fucking Wyoming, Ohio is what’s wrong.”

“You don’t want to go?”

“No, I don’t want to go. I thought I would always live in New York.”

“If you don’t want to go, why are you?”

“Because I love Erick and want to spend the rest of my life with him. Additionally, I know if our roles were reversed, he would do it for me.”

“Does Erick know how you feel?”

“Yeah, and I feel bad that he feels I’m sacrificing my life to be with him.”

“You are, Tiff.”

“No, I’m not. I’m making a compromise.”

“Do you think you’ll be happy there?”

“I don’t know, but I’ll try my best to adjust. Heck, I may even prefer it after a while.”

“I hope so.”

“I hope so, too.”

That trip did more for me than give me much-needed time off. It was truly the first time I wasn’t with anyone and spent time with Tiffany without having any romantic feelings toward her. Not once did I think about ripping her out of her bikini and having my way with her.

Tiffany and I hadn’t drunk that much in such a short period in our lives, not even in college. We both felt like death when we arrived home. I was in such bad shape that I didn’t think to connect with Reggie to find out if he hired someone. If he hadn’t, I was supposed to work that night but instead went to bed.

I called Reggie when I woke up late the next day. He told me that he had hired someone the day after I left, and she was doing an amazing job. “I know you’ll be happy.”

“Thank you so much, Reggie.”

“You’re welcome. I’m glad you had a great trip.”

I hadn’t even asked Reggie who he had hired. All I knew was that he had hired someone, and she was doing an amazing job. I put Reggie in charge of hiring someone because I trusted him, but I needed to check in on her that night.

I arrived at the bar a few hours after opening and greeted the servers and a few of the regulars when I entered. “Where is the new manager? I asked Nadia.

“Right over there,” Nadia responded and pointed over my shoulder.

I turned around and couldn’t believe my eyes. My initial thought was that it wasn’t possible, but it was. It felt like I was having an out-of-body experience as we locked eyes. I slowly walked away from Nadia and toward the new manager.

“Hi, Maria,” I said with a huge smile as I stood in front of her.

“Jess,” she said in a low tone and then asked, “What are you doing here?”

“I own this place. Technically, I own half the place.”

“I thought it was a coincidence that one of the owner's names was Jessica Morgan.”

“You look great,” I responded.

“You do, too.”

Maria did look amazing. It was like she hadn’t aged at all. We stood across from one another and stared at each other when I said, “What in the hell are you doing in Williamsburg, Brooklyn?”

“Working.”

I laughed, she laughed, and we both smiled. I looked at her left hand and noticed the ring on her finger. “You’re engaged, Maria?”

“Not even close.”

“Why are you wearing an engagement ring?”

“I’ll tell you why when we have time to talk. I need to get back to work, boss.”

“Please do,” I responded.

It felt like it took forever for closing time to arrive and for the staff to exit at closing time. Only Maria and I remained when I said, “We need to have a drink.”

“You allow employees to drink on the job?”

“You’re off the clock, and drinks are on me.”

“This is insane!” she shouted with a look of disbelief.

“What can I get you?”

“I’ll have a Rum and cola, light on the cola.”

“Coming right up,” I responded and made us drinks.

“I never imagined you would own a bar,” she said.

“Me neither, but I do. Where do you live?”

“Jersey City. I rent an apartment with a friend from college.”

Maria talked and drank while I listened and drank.  I learned that her college softball experience didn’t go as planned. She spent more time recovering from injuries than playing but earned a degree in hospitality and hotel management. After college, she moved home to Houston, Texas. Maria then moved to Miami and then to Phoenix. She went from Phoenix to New York and from New York to Jersey City.

“You’ve lived a nomad lifestyle,” I said.

“I didn’t have much of a choice but to move back home after college. I was in Houston for about a year when I met someone. I was young, dumb, and in love, and I disliked living in Houston, so when she told me that she wanted to move to Miami, I decided to go with her.

When we broke up, I stayed in Miami and lived with my aunt for a while, and then I moved to Phoenix for a job. I met someone a few months later at work, and to say that it was a mistake to become involved with her would be an understatement.

After that relationship ended, I left Phoenix and moved to New York to live with my cousin. When my cousin decided to relocate to Los Angeles, I moved to Jersey City, and here I am. How did you wind up in Williamsburg?”

“An ex-girlfriend left me a house not too far from here. I was going to renovate and sell it, but I fell in love with the neighborhood and decided to stay. Two friends of mine owned this place and weren’t doing well. My brother-in-law, Finn, and I bailed them out, and the relationship went sideways, resulting in Finn and I becoming the only owners, and here I am.”

“Did you still keep in touch with Tiffany?”

“Yeah. I was in Mexico with her on vacation when Reggie hired you. She’s engaged and moving to Ohio with her fiance in a couple of months.”

“It’s getting late, and I need to work tomorrow, but we need to do this again.”

“Definitely. Can I give you a ride home?”

“Thanks for the offer, but I’ll jump on the train and be home in under an hour.”

Maria and I locked the bar, and I walked her to the train station. “Why the engagement ring?” I questioned.

“It’s a deterrent.”

“I get it,” I responded and watched Maria enter the subway station.

I called Tiffany as soon as I woke up and said, “You’ll never guess who Reggie hired while we were in Mexico.”

“If I can’t guess, tell me who he hired.”

“Maria!”

“Maria, who?”

“Maria Mancuso!”

“Your high school girlfriend?”

“Yeah, my Maria!”

“No way!”

“Yes, way!”

“How does she look?”

“Amazing. Maria is prettier now than she was in high school. We talked for almost two hours after closing the bar.”

“It would be great to see her.”

“She’s working tonight. Come and hang out with me tonight.”

“Sounds like a plan.”

I arrived at my bar, and Maria smiled at me. “What are you doing here?” she asked.

When Maria saw Tiffany walk into the bar, she shouted, “No way!”

Tiffany and Maria shouted with glee and embraced one another. “I’ll hold the fort down. You two catch up,” I said.

Erick arrived a few hours later. Tiffany introduced Erick to Maria, and after  I closed the bar, the four of us sat and talked for about an hour. Maria said goodnight and exited the bar, leaving me with Erick and Tiffany.

“This is insane,” Maria said with slurred speech.

“How drunk are you?” Erick asked.

“Drunk enough to let you do that thing I don’t often let you do.”

Erick picked Tiffany up, put her on his shoulder, said goodnight, and carried Tiffany out of the bar. I locked the bar and went home. When I got into bed, I started going through a shoebox of pictures of Maria and me when we were a teenage couple. 

I was at the bar the next night and again wound up talking to Maria after we closed the bar for the night. I said, “You told me about two girls you were with after college. Were you with anyone during college?”

“Yeah, but not until my third year. It was a complicated situation.”

“What made it complicated?”

“I was in a triad.”

“You were dating two girls at the same time?”

“Melissa and Rebecca. It was only supposed to be sex. I never imagined I would have a threesome, but when I had the opportunity to have the experience, I took it. To make a long story short, we wound up in a triad relationship.”

“Why did it end?”

“I wanted Melissa to myself, and Rebecca did too. Melissa decided that she didn’t want to be with either of us. It ended a few weeks before we graduated.”

“It’s a horrible feeling to want to be with someone who doesn’t want you.”

“You have experience with that?”

“Two girls in college but not at the same time like some people.”

“I take it you’ve never been with two girls at the same time.”

“Oh no, I have, but it was just sex.”

“With whom?”

“My sister's ex-girlfriend and her new girlfriend.”

“Seriously?”

“Yeah.”

“Amy didn’t have an issue with you having sex with her ex-girlfriend?”

“Nope. Amy was doing the same thing with them before I started doing it. It was before and while she and Tiffany were together.”

“Wait! What?!” Tiffany and your sister were in a relationship?!”

“They were, and it almost ended my relationship with Tiffany.”

“Why?”

“I thought I had feelings toward Tiffany of more than friendship. It’s been something I dealt with on and off for years, but it turns out it wasn’t what I had thought. Extensive therapy and one kiss was what it took to make me realize it was never what I thought.”

“Did you decide to attend therapy because of Tiffany?”

“No. I went to therapy to deal with my emotions after my ex-girlfriend passed away.”

“The ex-girlfriend that left you the house?”

“One in the same.”

“You must have meant a lot to her if she left you her house.”

“I did. I didn’t know how much I meant to Brianna until after she died. She broke up with me when she was diagnosed with late-stage cancer, but I didn’t know that was the reason. I didn’t find out until after she passed. Attending therapy was the best decision I’ve ever made. I had a lot more issues than I knew I did. I have what I have because of her.”

“You’re the same but also different, Jess.”

“How so?”

“You’re more confident and outgoing than I remember you being.”

“Thanks to Doctor Bob.”

“Do you still attend therapy?”

“No, and I haven’t for a while, but I have his number on speed dial just in case.”

“Great talking as always, Jess. Good night.”

Maria was about to leave the bar when I asked, “Do you have plans for Thursday night?”

She stopped walking, turned around, and walked back to me. “No, I don’t. Why?”

“Erick is a huge Reds fan, and I got a luxury box as a going-away present as a surprise. It’ll mostly be his employees, but Tiffany and a few of my friends from the neighborhood will be there. I know how much you loved baseball unless you don’t anymore.”

“I still love baseball and would never pass on going to a game.”

“I have no issue picking you up.”

“It wouldn’t make sense for me to come get me. I’ll take the train.”

“I’ll send a ticket to your phone.”

“Great.”

I handed Maria my phone, and she entered her phone number into it. I texted her so that she would have my cell phone number. “I’m looking forward to it. Good night, again.”

“Good night, Maria.”

It was such a great day. Erick was completely surprised and couldn’t have been happier. Maria got along well with Kara and Tony, and it felt great to be able to spend time with Tiffany. The game went back and forth, as did my Dad and Erick when the Yankees or Reds were ahead. I wasn’t pleased that the Reds won the game, but I was happy that Erick was able to see his team play and win at Yankees Stadium.

Erick was trashed when we arrived home and went straight to bed. Tiffany and I met outside in my backyard to hang out. As soon as she sat beside me, she stared at me with a grin. “Why are you grinning at me like that?”

“Maria looked hot today. Wouldn’t you agree?”

“She always looks hot.”

“I know it hasn’t been long, but have any old feelings come back?”

“It’s not like that at all. Anyway, I’m surprised Erick got as wasted as he did when he needs to work tomorrow.”

“Erick is finished working. He agreed to sell the company earlier today. His employees have off until the company officially changes hands. It’ll be a done deal sometime next week.”

“So that it’s. You’ll both be on your way to Ohio next month.”

“Yeah. My friends from work are throwing me a going away party in a few weeks. Please come.”

“I’ll be there.”

That night, Maria texted to thank me for inviting her to the game and told me how great of a time she had. I texted her back, which resulted in us texting back and forth for over an hour until I decided to call her. Maria and I talked until the early morning.

It was like nothing had changed from when we were teenagers, although nearly a decade had passed since Maria and I had parted ways. She was as easy to talk to as I remembered, and it made me happy that she was back in my life. 

Maria and I began talking and texting on a nightly basis when she wasn’t working. When she was working, I would go to the bar a couple of hours before closing, and we’d spend hours talking to one another. Maria and I then began hanging out and doing things together on her days off. I couldn’t have been more grateful to have Maria back in my life when Tiffany left for Ohio.

Tiffany drove to my house to pick up Erick. He put a few things into her car, and then we said goodbye as Maria said goodbye to Tiffany. Maria said goodbye to Erick, and Erick got into the driver's seat. Maria went into my place so Tiffany and I could say goodbye to one another.

Tiffany and I looked at one another and immediately began crying. “What am I supposed to do without you?” I cried.

“You will always have me in your life, Jess,” she cried in reply.

We hugged each other tightly and didn’t let go of one another until Erick honked the horn. “I love you, Jess.”

“I love you too, Tiff.”

I watched her get into the car, and as Erick pulled away, I shouted, “Drive carefully!” Erick waved through the open window as Tiffany looked back at me through the rear window. They drove off, and I cried hysterically. 

I walked into my place sobbing, and as soon as Maria saw me, she hugged me. I held onto Maria as if I were drowning and she was a life preserver. I talked to Maria all night long about how much I would miss Tiffany and told her stories about Tiffany and me growing up. Maria couldn’t have been more understanding or kind that night.

It was a strange feeling. Tiffany and I had gone months without seeing each other in the past, but knowing she was so far away somehow made me miss her more. It was two weeks since Tiffany had moved to Ohio, and I was at my bar with Kara while Maria was working.

“Tony and I are moving out of the neighborhood.”

“Why,” I moaned.

“Our lease is up, and our lovely landlord offered us a new lease with a twenty percent monthly increase. We can't afford to renew the lease, and the rents in the neighborhood are out of control.”

“I have a vacant apartment since Erick moved out. I haven’t gotten around to listing it, so why don’t you and Tony move into my house.”

“How much?”

“Three grand per month.”

“Are you shitting me?!”

“No.”

“Isn’t it two bedrooms and two bathrooms?”

“Yeah.”

“For three grand per month?!”

“Yes, Kara.”

“That would be criminal.”

“What would be criminal is for me to charge you and Tony more than I was charging, Erick. Now that Tiffany is in Ohio, you’re my closest friend, and it’ll be great to see you every day.”

Kara excitedly called Tony, and half an hour later, Tony arrived. He handed me a check for two months rent and a security deposit with a smile on his face. They couldn’t have been happier, and it made me happy that I could do that for them.

“What made your friend so happy earlier tonight?” Maria questioned.

“They were going to move out of the neighborhood but are instead moving into the third floor of my house.”

“They were that happy because they don’t need to leave the neighborhood?”

“That combined with what I’m charging them for rent. I told Kara it was the same as I was charging Erick, but it’s not. It’s a lot less.”

“Why do that for them?”

“They’re friends, and they struggle financially at times. They’ll be able to save money and hopefully one day be able to save enough to purchase a home by moving into my house.”

Maria smiled at me and said, “The one thing that hasn’t changed about you is how big your heart is.”

That smile. It was the biggest smile I’d seen on Maria’s face since she’d come back into my life. At that moment, I felt like I was back in high school and looking at her beautiful smile for the first time again. Maria’s smile was the thing that made me most attracted to her then and made me realize that I was again attracted to her.

After that night, I felt like I was again the introverted and shy girl I had been for most of my life, but only around her. I didn’t understand what was happening to me. I was a different person, and so was she, but it didn’t change the fact that I wanted to do the things I wanted to do to her.  

“Tiff, I have the hots for Maria again.”

“Shocking, Jess.”

“I don’t know what to do.”

“Make a move.”

“She hasn’t said or done anything to make me think she feels that way toward me.”

“You can find out by making a move, Jess.”

“How am I supposed to do that? Should I grab her, bring her into my office, and attack her?”

“That’s more in line with sexual harassment. When I told you to make a move, I meant to ask Maria out on a date.”

“I can do that.”

I told Tiffany I could, but I couldn’t. I didn’t have the nerve, and even if I did, I didn’t feel that there was a time that would be right. Besides, I didn’t feel that Maria was interested in anything beyond friendship with me.

“Jess! She is definitely interested in you!” Kara shouted as I snorted nasal spray and coughed with my head aching.

“Maria is not interested in me.”

“She took the train all the way from Jersey City on her off day to bring you soup, medicine, and tissues tells me otherwise.”

“You brought me medicine.”

“Yeah, but I took it out of my medicine cabinet and walked down the stairs. I didn’t travel here from another state by train. You know how horrible weekend train service is, yet she did what she did.”

I wanted to believe Kara, but I couldn’t. I wouldn’t allow myself to think that Maria could be interested in me until Maria called me that night to check on me. “How are you feeling?”

“I feel like death but no longer think I’m dying. I was even able to hold down the soup you brought for me. It was so good. Where did you buy it from?”

“I didn’t buy it. I made it.”

“That was so sweet of you. Thank you so much.”

“You’re welcome, and I’m glad you’re feeling better. If you need anything, call me, and I’ll be there.”

“Thanks.”

I still wasn’t convinced until I went to the bar a week later with Amy. Amy and I hadn’t seen each other in over two months. When she called me to tell me she wanted to hang out with me because she needed to tell me something in person, I thought the worst.

I couldn’t think of anything that Amy didn’t want to tell me over the phone other than she and Finn were separating. The only thing I knew was that they were having issues because neither Amy nor Finn would tell me what their issues were.

I believed there was a reason why Amy wanted to tell me what she wanted to tell me at my bar and not my house. Finn was her husband and my business partner. If they were separating, my personal relationship and business relationship with Finn would be different.

Amy and I entered the bar and took seats at a small table across from the bar. Amy ordered two shots of Tequila, which meant that we would race to see who finished first. As soon as Diego placed the shots in front of us, we locked our eyes. Amy winked and grabbed her shot glass, and I did the same.

I downed the shot and slammed the shot glass on the table. I was about to celebrate my victory when I noticed that Amy hadn’t drunk her shot. “Why didn’t you drink your shot, Amy?”

“I could have, but it’s not a good idea considering my condition,” she responded with a smile.

It took me a moment to realize what Amy meant. “Oh my God! Are you pregnant?!”

“I’m pregnant!” she shouted with glee.

“Drink on the house for the rest of the night!” I screamed without thinking.

The bar erupted into cheers which was quickly replaced with boos when Maria said, “One round of drinks on the house!”

My sister was going to be a Mom, and I was going to be an Aunt. I was beyond happy. I didn’t want children, but I knew how much being a mother meant to Amy. It’s no secret that I tend to get into my head at times, but what I thought wasn’t close to reality.

Finn and Amy were having issues because they’d been trying to conceive without success for longer than they expected, and Finn refused to see a doctor to find out if there was something wrong with him.

I celebrated by throwing back drinks as if I were on a mission to feel like walking death for the next week when Amber approached me. Amber was absurdly hot and a sure thing. Whenever she came into my bar, she would try her best to get me out of the bar and into her bed.

I was tempted at times and came close to giving in to her advances, but I couldn’t do it. She lived in the neighborhood and was a regular, and I had seen her leave with so many girls that I worried about contracting a sexually transmitted disease from the girl.

“You playing hard to get makes me want you more, Jess. I promise it’ll be a night you won’t ever forget,” she said as Amy looked at me with amusement and Maria came walking to our table.

Maria brought me another drink and placed it on the table. If looks could kill, Amber would have been dead where she stood when I said to Amber, “A night I will never forget is intriguing.”

It was as if Amber knew I had said what I had to her in an attempt to make Maria jealous. She looked at Maria, rolled her eyes, and then looked at me. “Let me know when you’re ready to make it happen.”

Maria looked at Amber, her nostrils flaring, and walked away. Amy laughed, and Amber said, “Good luck with that one. Unlike you, she made it clear that she would never.”

“I would never either.”

“Why?”

“All I’d ever be is another girl that you fucked.”

Amber smiled, winked, and said, “True,” before walking away from my table.

“Maria couldn’t be more jealous,” Amy said in a whisper.

“You think?”

“It couldn’t be more obvious, Jess, but if you’re not interested, you’re not interested.”

“I didn’t say that I wasn’t interested.”

Amy smiled and asked, “What are you going to do about it?”

I helped Maria clean and close the bar that night, which I had done numerous times, but Maria wasn’t her usual talkative self. Maria and I cleaned in silence until I said, “It was a good night.”

“Better for some more than others,” she said and then flashed a smile.

“What does that mean?”

“I’m surprised you didn’t leave with the stripper.”

“Dancer.”

“Dancer at a strip club is the same thing, Jess.”

“I was never going to leave with Amber.”

“You could have fooled me,” she responded and then said, “A night I will never forget is intriguing,” repeating my words from earlier in the night.

“I would never do anything with her.”

“If you say so.”

“I’m saying so.”

Maria and I went outside, and I locked up. “You’re welcome to stay at my house,” I said.

“Thanks, but I’ll be home soon enough.”

I believed Maria was again into me as much as I was into her, but I still didn’t have the nerve to ask her out on a date.  “Kara, what do I do?

“If I were you, I would forget asking her out on a date and make a move. You two hang out all the time, and it’s like you’ve been dating anyway. Hang out as usual and go for it. That’s what I did with Tony,” she said with a smirk.

“Do you and Tony want to go bowling with Maria and me?” I asked with a smile.

“Sounds like fun,” she laughed.

I called Maria and told her that I was going bowling with Kara and Tony and invited her to come. “Yeah, okay.”

“I’ll pick you up.”

“No, it’s okay. I’ll take the train.”

“Weekend train service is the worst, so I’ll pick you up. We’ll have a great time, and then you can crash at my house, so pack a bag.”

I drove to Jersey City and picked up Maria. I drove to my house to drop off my car and then Tony, Kara, Maria and I took an Uber to the bowling alley. We bowled a few games, drank a few beers, and then returned to my house.

“That was a lot of fun. Thanks for coming to get me.”

“Anytime, Maria. Can I get you something to drink?”

“Do you have beer?”

“I always have beer,” I responded.

Maria and I went into my living room with our beers, clinked bottles, sipped our beers, and then sat beside each other. “Are you ever going to take off your fake engagement ring?”

“At some point, if I’m ever ready to date again.”

“You’re not ready to date again?”

“I don’t know, Jess. I don’t ever want to go through what I went through with Tara again.”

“I don’t blame you. I don’t ever want to go through what I went through with Brianna either, but I still want to find my special someone.”

Maria and I locked eyes and smiled at one another. “I want to show you something,” I said.

I exited the living room, went into my bedroom, and retrieved the shoe box filled with pictures of Maria and me from when we were teenagers and together. I brought the shoe box into the living room and placed it on the table.

“What’s this?”

“Open it.”

Maria opened the shoe box and began removing pictures. “This is like going back in time. We were so young.”

Maria placed the few pictures she had removed back into the shoe box and placed the cover on the shoe box. “That’s it? You’re finished?”

“Yeah,” she said and took a sip of her beer.

“Are you okay?”

“I’m sorry, but looking at the pictures brought back bad memories.”

“From when we were together?”

“No, not from when we were together. From when we decided to stop talking,” Maria said with her eyes becoming glassy.

I placed my hand on top of her hand when she said, “I was heartbroken when I left for college, and being away at college didn’t change anything. I missed you so much. I was angry, depressed, and felt lost.”

“I was the same way.”

“You were?”

“Yeah, I was. If Tiffany hadn’t dragged me out with her as much as she did, I don’t know how long it would have taken me to feel normal again. Thinking back on things, I think I needed to be with Claudia at the time I was with her. I truly thought I loved that girl.”

“You didn’t love her?”

“There are two girls I’ve truly loved in my life. Brianna and you.”

“You’re the only girl I’ve ever truly loved,” she responded.

I gazed into Maria’s eyes and slowly moved my lips toward hers. Our lips were inches apart when she turned her head and said, “It’s getting late. I’m going to shower and call it a night.”

“Okay,” I responded.

Maria finished her beer, grabbed her overnight bag, and went into the bathroom to shower. I went into my bedroom, took a quick shower, and sat on my bed. I felt deflated, frustrated, and upset that Maria turned her head when I tried to kiss her.

I exited my bedroom and sat on the sofa while Maria showered. She exited the bathroom, smiled at me, and went into my guest room. She exited the guest room and went into the kitchen. I got off the sofa and went into the kitchen. Maria was drinking a glass of water as I stared at her.

She stopped drinking water, placed the glass on the counter, and asked, “What?”

“Why did you turn your head?”

“I’m not the same person I was when we were together. It was a long time ago.”

“I’m not the same person either and I know you’re not the same person. That doesn’t change the fact that I want us to have a second chance.”

“You’re my employer, Jess.”

“You’re fired then,” I said and took hold of her.

I pulled Maria into me, kissed her lips, and then kissed her with my tongue. Maria kissed me back and moaned into my mouth while we kissed. My body felt electric, and kissing her felt right. Despite the years that had passed, it felt like nothing had changed.

Maria stopped kissing me and took a step backward. “We shouldn’t.”

“There’s a reason we came back into each other lives after all this time, Maria. I have feelings for you. I have strong feelings for you, but if you don’t feel that way about me, it’s okay, but I need you to be honest and tell me.”

Maria bit down on the lower right corner of her lip and stared at me. She took a step toward me and then grabbed me. Maria and I kissed and placed our hands on each other’s asses. I was aroused and couldn’t have wanted her more. We stopped kissing and gazed into one another’s eyes.

“We should take things slow,” she said.

“Yeah, we should.”

“I’m going to go to bed.”

“Me too.”

Maria and I exited the kitchen and entered the living room. She looked at the guest room door, and I looked at my bedroom door. We then looked at one another and took hold of each other. I kissed her, and she kissed me back. We rubbed our hands on each other’s asses when I felt her remove her hand.

I felt her hand go beneath the waist band of my pajama shorts and panties and then felt her fingers touch me. I placed my hand beneath her shorts and panties and touched her. We stood in the living room, kissing and playing with one another, when I removed my other hand from her ass.

I placed my hand on the bottom of her shirt, and we stopped kissing. I removed her shirt, and she removed my shirt. Maria’s tits looked as amazing as they always had. Maria pulled my shorts and panties down to my ankles. I stepped out of my shorts and panties and then pulled Maria’s shorts and panties down to her ankles. Maria stepped out of her shorts and panties, and we stared at each other’s nude bodies.

I took hold of her hand and walked her into my bedroom. We kissed and caressed one another while standing at the foot of my bed and then sat on the foot of the bed. Maria and I moved ourselves to the center of my bed while kissing.

I licked, kissed and sucked her nipples while rubbing Maria’s clitoris as she rubbed my clitoris. Maria and I took turns licking, kissing and sucking each others tits while fingering one another. It was like no time had passed at all. We were connected and knew what each other wanted without needing to say a word.

I placed myself over Maria’s mouth and placed my face between her legs. As soon as I felt Maria’s tongue lick my pussy I buried my mouth in her pussy. We went down on each other in a sixty-nine until making each other cum, but I wasn’t close to being finished with Maria.

We cuddled and kissed with our tongues for a little while when I kissed and licked down her stomach. I went down on her and finger fucked her while sucking her clitoris. “Oh fuck, Jess!” she shouted with pleasure.

I removed my fingers from inside her pussy and stopped sucking her clitoris. I turned her over and used my tongue like a paint brush. I licked from the bottom of her vagina, across her asshole, and back down again. I tongued fucked her ass while finger fucking her pussy with her body shaking and listening to her sounds of pleasure.

“I’m going to cum!” she shrieked and then had a loud and intense orgasm.

After Maria had an orgasm, I removed my tongue from inside her asshole and my fingers from inside her vagina. It took her a moment to catch her breath, but when she caught her breath, she did to me what I had done to her. Maria, tongue fucked my ass while fingering me simultaneously until she made me orgasm.

Maria and I cuddled and kissed and between kissing stared into one another’s eyes. “I want to fuck so bad,” she said.

“You did twice,” I giggled.

She kissed me and responded, “No, I want to fuck you. Do you have a strap-on?”

“Of course I do,” I answered.

I got off the bed, walked into my closet, and took hold of my strap-on. I exited the closet, tossed the strap-on onto the bed, and watched Maria take hold of it and affix it to her body. I got onto my hands and knees and wiggled my ass.

Maria licked my pussy to ensure that I was aroused and then penetrated my pussy. She took a handful of my hair and pulled my head back. Maria proceeded to fuck me deep, hard, and fast. I enjoyed every second of every minute, and it wasn’t because I hadn’t had sex in so long.

I rubbed my clitoris as Maria continued fucking me from behind until I had another orgasm. Maria let go of my hair and removed the dildo from inside my pussy. She removed the strap-on and placed it on the nightstand to the right of my bed.

We kissed, cuddled, and played with each other’s hair while in bed. It was obvious that Maria was struggling to stay awake, so I said, “It’s okay. Close your eyes.”

Maria closed her eyes and fell asleep. I stared at her beautiful sleeping face and smiled. I closed my eyes and fell asleep. Maria was still sleeping when I woke up. I pulled up the sheets, looked at her nude body, and then looked at the strap-on sitting on my nightstand.

I quietly got out of bed, affixed the strap-on to my body, and slowly pulled the sheet off Maria. I gently pushed her legs apart and placed my face between her legs. I began going down on her and then heard her quietly moan. She placed her hand on my head and pushed my head into her wet pussy.

I stopped eating her pussy and placed the head of the dildo against her pussy. I slowly and gently penetrated her and started fucking her in the missionary position. “Harder and deeper!” she shouted and wrapped her legs around my waist. I fucked Maria deeper and harder as she told me.

“From behind,” she said.

I removed the dildo from inside her pussy and watched her get onto her hands and knees. I again gently and slowly penetrated her and began fucking her from behind. I was fucking Maria for a few minutes when she reached behind her and removed the dildo from inside her pussy. She guided the head of the dildo against her asshole and said, “Fuck my ass.”

It took me a moment to get the dildo inside of her asshole, but when I did, I slowly fucked her. “Fast, Jess! As fast as you can!”

I pounded Maria’s ass while she made sounds that confused me. It was like she was in pain but receiving pleasure at the same time. “Play with me.”

I reached around Maria’s waste and rubbed her clitoris while fucking her ass. “Don’t stop! Don’t fucking stop, Jess! I’m so close!”

Maria wasn’t joking. Not only did she cum, but she had a double orgasm. I stopped playing with her and then removed the dildo from inside her asshole. I removed the strap-on and tossed it on the floor beside my bed.

“What a way to wake up,” she said with a smile.

“Last night and this morning was the best we’ve ever had.”

“We’re not kids anymore and have both learned a few new tricks,” she said with laughter.

“What do you want to do today?” I asked.

“I want us to remain nude and fuck each other all day long until neither of us can move,” she responded.

“That sounds amazing.”

It sounded amazing and was amazing. Maria and I remained nude and enjoyed each other’s bodies until late in the afternoon. We were exhausted and took a nap. We ate, showered, and then I drove her home.

“I’ll see you tonight,” I said.

“Where?”

“At the bar?”

“I don’t work there anymore. You fired me last night.”

“I wasn’t being serious.”

Maria giggled, kissed me, and said, “Good, because I need the job.”

One month later I told Maria that I loved her and she told me that she loved me too. It was the night she removed her fake engagement ring. Two months later, Maria moved into my house. I proposed to Maria a year later. It was a year to the day that Maria and I had become intimate again. We married a year later in a small and intimate ceremony.

Maria and I have been married for five years now. I no longer own Spectrum with Finn and no longer live in the house Brianna left me in Williamsburg or Williamsburg. Finn and I sold the bar three years ago after he sold his bar in Manhattan.

Amy and Finn live in Ireland, where they own and operate a bed and breakfast. Maria and I spent a month visiting them last summer. They have two children, Liam and Alana. Kara and Tony moved to New Jersey after I sold the house. We don’t see each other much these days, but I talk to them a few times per month, and we have plans to get together soon. 

Tiffany and I are still best friends, and she and Erick are happily married. They have three children. They have two boys, Anthony, the oldest, Max, and their youngest, their daughter, Ashley. Erick’s company couldn’t be doing better, and he and Tiffany couldn’t be happier.

Maria and I relocated to Ohio and live within walking distance of Erick and Tiffany’s house. Maria and I opened a bar restaurant in Northern Cincinnati that has become the premier LBTQ+ bar and restaurant in the city. I never imagined I would ever live in Ohio with Maria and own a bar with her, but that’s my reality.

I think about Brianna a lot, and when I do, it’s with fond memories and gratitude. I will never forget her, and she will always hold a special place in my heart. If not for her, my life wouldn’t have turned out as it has. If not for her, I don’t know how my life would have turned out, but I couldn’t be happier, and I wish the same for you.

A MESSAGE FROM AUTHOR ANTOINETTE SAX

I hope you enjoyed reading “If Not For Her.” If you want to read more of my stories, you can find them at http://www.AntoinetteSax.info, which will take you to my Amazon Author page, where you can find all my stories.
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