

Lorelai “Lori” Kelly is smart, bubbly and loads of fun. She’s caring, sincere and the best person I know. She’s been my best friend since my family moved from Queens, New York to Plainview, Long Island when I was in the sixth grade. She’s only five feet two inches tall, has dark black eyes, dirty blonde hair and is physically fit. She’s an elementary school teacher, is 23 years old, lives at home with her parents, is working on being a reformed party girl and I’m in love with her. It’s taken me quite some time to come to the realization since I’ve loved her for as long as I can remember. Of course, there’s a huge difference between loving someone and being in love with someone.

I’m sure you’ve heard stories about childhood best friends falling in love as teenagers or young adults who go on to live happily ever after. They get married, buy a house in the suburbs, have kids and grow old together. I personally love these stories and want nothing more than to make this a reality, minus the kids, with Lori but there’s one slight complication. Come to think of it, it’s not a slight complication, it’s a huge complication. I’m a lesbian and she’s straight.

Part of me thinks that there’s absolutely no chance that we can ever be together. She’s never kissed a girl, been with a girl and has never dated anyone but guys. However, the other part of me thinks that the reason she has the worst luck with guys, going all the way back to high school, is because we’re meant to be together. Maybe she’s bisexual and just hasn’t realized it yet? All I know is that I’m tired of seeing her hurt time and again. It’s always the same thing! She meets a guy, she’s into him, they get serious and she gets hurt. I can’t stand to see her this way and I can’t take being her shoulder to cry on anymore.

I’ve replayed the outcomes over and again in my head for what seems like an eternity. I’ve narrowed the outcomes down to two. Outcome number one, I confess my feelings to her and she confesses to me that she feels the same. We make passionate love, tell our family and friends that we’re now a couple and we live happily ever after. Outcome number two, I confess my feelings to her, she screams in terror and jumps out of a window to her death as I scream out, “No, Lori!” I dress in black for the rest of my life and I die alone if I don’t count the ten cats I live with who eat my decaying corpse. Okay, I’ll admit the second outcome may seem a bit farfetched to you but not so much to me.

To make matters a bit more complicated, we’re supposed to be moving in together in less than a month, into a two-bedroom, two bathroom apartment in Great Neck. I have two choices at the end of the day. I can either tell her how I feel, or I continue to hide my feelings toward her. All I can say for sure is that I’m torn. I can’t imagine her not being a part of my life. I can’t imagine not talking to her every day and seeing that beautiful smile of hers. I can’t imagine not hearing her voice. It terrifies me to think that if I do confess my feelings and she doesn’t feel the same way what I can’t imagine could very easily become my reality. If I don’t tell her how I feel how long will it be before I snap and tell her anyway? A month, two months, a year, her wedding day? I’ve pictured myself getting drunk at her wedding reception and confessing my feelings as I yell into a microphone with slurred speech to the horror of her family, friends, her and her new husband. All I really do know is that I’m running out of time.

I don’t want to give you the wrong impression. It’s not like I’ve always felt this way toward her. It’s not like I took one look at her, fell in love and have been wanted her since we were kids. The reality of the situation is that I had never seriously thought of being with Lori until New Year’s last year. Remember I told you how Lori has the worst luck with guys? Well, I have the worst luck with girls. Our stories are almost identical. I meet a girl, am into the girl, we get serious and then disaster. The only difference is that instead of Lori crying on my shoulder I instead cry on hers.

I had just gone through another breakup and attempted to drink myself into oblivion. I thought to myself why can’t the love of my life be more like Lori? Why can’t I find someone who I can have the type of relationship I have with Lori. Why can’t I find someone who I can open too completely and have that person open up to me as Lori and I do? Why can’t I be with someone who is always honest and hides nothing from me like Lori? As the clock struck midnight and I looked at Lori from across the room as she smiled, laughed and raised her champagne glass I thought how awesome would it be to find a girl who's just like Lori? None of the girls I’ve ever dated or tried to have a relationship with have ever compared to Lori!

As if getting punched in the gut and having the wind knocked out of me I had an epiphany. Everything I’ve ever wanted in a relationship I already had with Lori. Every failed attempt at a relationship with girl after girl would never and couldn’t ever compare to Lori because none of them are Lori! Everything I want and need I have with Lori. I may as well be with Lori since I’ve never going to find anyone that can compare to her. I should be with Lori. I should be with Lori! I should be with Lori!? I couldn’t believe what I was thinking. I chalked it up to being drunk as a skunk and emotional over my most recent failed attempt at love.

I remember lying in bed that night with the room spinning as I stared at a picture of Lori that I had taken, my favorite picture of her, that stands on my desk next to my bed to this day. I took it the summer we graduated together from Syracuse, me with a degree in photography and her with a degree in elementary education. She’s standing on the corner of our block wearing a blue, long sleeve half shirt that exposes her fit stomach and a pair of short, ripped jean shorts. She’s smiling with that beautiful smile of hers while wearing light pink lipstick. Her long dirty blonde hair is draped across her shoulders but is also being blown lightly by the wind. Her thumbs are resting inside of the belt loopholes of her jean shorts and she’s wearing her watch on her left wrist. Her image is in perfect focus with the image of our block blurred in the background. As I laid there in bed with the room spinning I became fixated on the picture.

I awoke in the early afternoon with my head pounding and said to myself laughingly, “I should be with Lori?” as I again became fixated on the picture. “What is wrong with you Kristen?! She’s your best friend and you must be losing your mind!” I yelled to myself in my head as I slid out of bed and into the bathroom for a shower. I again laughed to myself and said in my head, “I should be with Lori. To be with anyone you need to be attracted to them and there’s no way that you’re attracted to Lori in that way. How could I be? It’s Lori. Then again, she is beautiful, and she has an amazing body” I finished my shower and sat on my bed. I again became fixated on the picture. As I gazed at the picture I say to myself in a low voice “Well, she’s definitely attractive but I’m not attracted to her. Her tits look huge in that shirt and they’re not even that big. Hmm…I wonder what kind and color panties she’s wearing under those shorts?” I became angry at myself for having those thoughts about Lori as I shook my head and thought that I must still be drunk.

I threw myself back onto my bed as I stared at the ceiling and heard my cell phone ring. I smiled and answered the phone. “Hey,” I said into the phone.

Lori said, “Good morning Kristen. You must feel like walking death” with laughter. “You were so shit-faced last night,” she said again with laughter.

“I do feel like walking death and yes I was shit faced last night. Trying to drink my sorrow away again” I replied.

“I’m sorry about Veronica,” she said with sincerity.

God, I love her. How can she be so sincere when I know that she couldn’t stand Veronica? Come to think about it, I don’t think I’ve ever dated a girl who Lori was fond of. She always had one reason or another as to why she didn’t particularly like any of them.  She would often become very jealous, but I knew it’s because of how close we are. Then again, I never really like any of the guys, she dated either. 

I let out a laugh and replied, “Thank you but it’s not your fault she’s an evil, lying bitch. That’s what I get for dating a bisexual.”

“Anyway, I need you to get dressed and come over right now,” she said. By the tone of her voice, I already know that she had an argument with future ex-boyfriend Tim and I wasn’t in the mood.

“Lori, I’m too hungover to listen to you vent. I’m staying home and watching movies today” I replied.

“You could but then you wouldn’t be able to enjoy these, hangover cure chocolate chip pancakes I’m making as we speak” she enticingly responds.

“I’ll be there in five minutes,” I said to her as I threw on a pair of sweatpants, a hoodie, my sneakers, and my jacket. I made the short walk to the end of the block and into Lori’s house through the back door as my pancakes were already awaiting me on the table.

I gave her a kiss hello on her cheek as she did the same to me. “You speak, I eat,” I said as I sat at the kitchen table and prepared for a lengthy tirade about Tim.

“Tim was such an asshole last night. It’s not like I don’t like him because I do but he’s acting crazy jealous. He accused me of having the hots for Joe last night” she explained with disgust.

“Joe as in my brother Joe?” I asked with disgust of my own.

She nodded her head and replied, “Yes, that Joe. I asked him how he was recuperating after his surgery and if any teams had reached out and invited him to spring training! I only talked to him for like ten minutes, maybe fifteen but I could feel Tim glaring at me. At the end of the night, Tim was all like, I’ve heard stories about that guy and flat out asked me if I had ever done anything with Joe! We argued for over an hour until I finally told him to leave.”

I couldn’t help but laugh. Yes, my brother is a professional baseball player, a struggling one at that but there would have never been a possible way for him and Lori to do anything with each other.

Lori looks at me and asked, “Maybe it’s me but was it, kind of weird to see Brianna and Joe together in the same room again after so many years?”

As I try to eat another pancake I feel nauseous. I thought for a moment and replied, “Yeah, but I don’t think it was weird that they were together in the same room again. I think it was weird that they spent the night looking at each other like they did. It’s been almost eight years, but they looked at each other the same way they did that first time” I replied.

Lori was no looking at me with a quizzical look. “You don’t think they still have a thing for each other, do you?” she asked.

I shrugged my shoulders and replied, “I don’t know but anyway, what are you going to do about Tim?”

“I don’t know. I guess I’ll wait until he calls me and take it from there” she replied.

Of course, that’s how she replied. Tim was an okay guy, but I couldn’t see why they were even dating. I didn’t think she was that into him but Lori being Lori could never bring herself to be the one who ended things. She was just too sweet and nice.

“Thank you for the pancakes but I still feel like death. I’m going to go home and watch movies while I slip in and out of consciousness” I said to her.

Don’t do that! Don’t look at me that way! There it was, the puppy dog eyes.

“We both have to go back to work tomorrow and then it’s back to crazy ass schedule time. Me with work and then school at night and you at work and then working on Friday and Saturday nights at the hall. So why don’t me and you watch movies together here?” she asked.

“Or you can just come to my house” I replied as she smiled and said, “Great, okay.”

That afternoon we both watched our favorite movie, “The Notebook.”

That night as I tried to mentally prepare myself for the grind that was to come that was my life, I laid in and thought to myself, “I should be with Lori” as I laughed.

What happened that night as I slept was the furthest thing from laughable. I had a dream that would change everything.

“Do you think there’s someone out there who could ever love me the way Noah loved Allie?” Lori said to me as I replied, “I know there is.”

She smiled and asked, “Who would that be?” as I looked at her seductively and replied, “Me.”

Lori with tears in her eyes asked, “You?” as I replied, “Yeah, me. I love you.”

She smiled at me with tears streaming from her eyes as I leaned in and kissed her. We kissed passionately as we began to undress each other and then I heard the faint sound of an alarm in the background. As I tried to figure out what the sound was I awoke to the sound of my alarm clock. I was drenched in sweat and my heart was racing. I just had an erotic dream about me and my best friend.  All I could think about was that this dream was like history repeating itself.

My sexuality was something that I had struggled with from a young age. I felt that something made me different but couldn’t quite put my finger on what exactly it was.  Whereas my friends had crushes on boys I never really did but I did get along with them better than I did with most girls. As a result, I was popular with the boys which made a lot of girls not like me. Girls not liking me made me upset, especially Francesca not being too fond of me. I didn’t know what it was, but I really liked being around her the most and it made me upset that she was best friends with Jessica. I wanted nothing more than for her to like me the way she liked Jessica.

My brother, Joe, is two years older than me. He and his best friend, Kendrick, would watch movies, shows, and music videos and would talk non-stop about how hot a girl was. I was doing homework in the living room as Joe and Kendrick watched a “Black Eyes Peas” video and went on and on about how hot Fergie was. I remember looking at the music video and thinking to myself, “I know exactly what they mean” which bothered me beyond belief. My friends loved the Jonas Brothers and would go on and on about which one was the hottest. I would give an answer, but I didn’t really think it if that makes sense. However, here I was agreeing in my head with my brother and Kendrick over Fergie!

I used to watch “That 70’s Show” nonstop. I couldn’t get enough of it. One night I went to bed and had an erotic dream of Mila Kunis. I didn’t think much of it at the time but when she became the recurring star of my nightly dreams I knew that something wasn’t quite right. I never had dreams like that where the star was a guy but here I was having steamy dreams of me with Mila Kunis.

I had an attraction to girls, not all girls of course, but girls nonetheless the way my brother did. I had an attraction to girls the way my friends had an attraction to boys. I was attracted to girls and it bothered me. I hoped that somehow or someway that this would go away. All I wanted was to be like my friends. I wanted to be able to look at a guy and say without a shadow of a doubt, “I would let him do…” whatever but I couldn’t. I could only feel that way when I was thinking about a girl. Ten years later I feel that way about Lori!

I don’t know what I imagined my life to be but I’m sure it wasn’t this. There’s nothing more I love than photography, but I can’t help but feel that I pissed away my parent’s money by majoring in it at college. It’s a dying field and a person won’t ever become rich from it but it’s what I do. Well, kind of sort of. I work as a full-time retail sales manager at a camera store in Syosset, Tuesday through Saturday and work as a party photographer for a catering hall that specializes in weddings on Friday and Saturday nights.  My job is not to concentrate on the bride and groom but rather the family and friends. The catering hall charges almost a thousand dollars for the service but I make a whopping $225 a night. It’s not about the money for me, it’s about art. I don’t especially like working on Friday and Saturday nights when most people my age are partying hard. Let me take that back, I hate working Friday and Saturday nights, especially Friday nights since I must open the store at 10 AM on Saturday mornings!

There’s nothing like spending six hours on your feet running around and snapping picture after picture of people you don’t know who are mostly drunk out of their minds. It’s oh so great to one drunken idiot after another hit on you nonstop while you’re trying to work. If you can’t tell, it’s called sarcasm. I hate it. My feet are always killing me, and drunk guys spend the night chasing me around. The only thing that makes it somewhat bearable is my friend Flora. Sometimes in life, you meet someone and just hit it off from the start. That someone in my life is Flora.

She has a heavy British accent, is hysterically funny and just turned 26. She was born in New York but raised in London to an international corporate lawyer and a bitch. Not my words, hers. Her dad wanted her to go to law school, but she didn’t want to. Instead, she decided she wanted to go to the U.S. and open a bar. Her dad cut her off and here she is. She works as a server and bartender at the hall and works as a bartender at a dive bar in Levittown when she’s not working at the hall. We’ve been friends since I started working at the hall about a month after graduating from college.

“Look at this wonky nutter,” she says to me as she shakes her head in disgust as I laugh. “He’s fucking plastered already and there’s still four hours to go.”

I smile at her and say, “Picture time” as I snap a picture of him sipping on a drink.

“How’s Jess?” I ask as Flora lights up and replies, “Fantastic.”

“Any prospects,” she asks me with sincerity as I shake my head and reply, “Not one.  All I want is to have what you have.”

“We can’t all be so lucky, I guess” she replies with a comical tone.

The wedding wrapped up a little before midnight and I’m exhausted. I have no desire to open the store in the morning but know that I must. Flora looks at me and says, “Walk me to my car” as we exit the hall.

“Okay, enough of the pity party. Jess and I are going to this new bar after we get off on Saturday night. Come out with us” she says to me with excitement.

“Thanks, but I don’t want to be a third wheel. Besides Jess, doesn’t even like me.”

“She does so” Flora quickly replies as I shake my head and reply, “She so does not.”

“Regardless I think I’m just going to rest after work on Saturday night,” I say to her as she shakes her head and gives me a hug as we arrive at her car.

“I’ll give you a bell in the afternoon, okay?” she smiles as I smile back and reply, “Okay.”

If you haven’t guessed it, my friend Flora is a lesbian. She’s been with her girlfriend, Jessica for almost three years. Jessica is a head hunter in the city, lives in Long Island City, Queens and for whatever reason is not my biggest fan. It’s not like she’s mean to me or anything because she’s not. It’s hard to describe. It’s almost like I make her feel uncomfortable. The only time I don’t get that vibe from her is when me, Flora, Jessica, and Lori are hanging out.  

If you’re thinking the only reason me and Flora are friends is that we’re both lesbians, you would be so wrong. It may be the biggest thing we have in common but it’s far from the only reason although it does help. Yes, Lori is my best friend in the world but there are certain things that I can’t talk to her about. Let me take that back, I can talk to Lori about anything, but she can’t always provide me the insight I need whereas Flora can. I need Flora’s insight now more than ever, especially since I can’t talk to Lori and ask her, “I think I’m in love with my best friend. What should I do?” I’m just not sure how to bring up the subject to Flora and I’m not sure if I want anyone to know yet.

I arrive at home and park my car. It’s almost 1 AM and I’m more than surprised to see Joe’s car sitting in our driveway. I walk into the house through the backyard to find my brother and dad in what seems to be a serious conversation.

“Joe! What are you doing here? I thought you left for spring training already!” I yell out with surprise. Joe gets up from his seat in the living room and gives me a hug hello.

“No, I’m leaving on Tuesday morning,” he says with that tone in his voice that tells me something’s wrong.

“Are you okay?” I ask with concern. “You’re not hurt again, are you?” I continue.

He smiles and shakes his head. “No, I’m fine physically” he replies.

My dad looks at me and then looks at him. “Joe, maybe you want to talk to your sister about what we’ve been talking about?” he asks.

“No, it’s fine. Kristen here has to be up early so I don’t want to keep her up” Joe responds.

“Kristen is fine,” I say with sarcasm. “Why don’t you fill me in big brother?” I ask with concern and anticipation.

Joe takes a seat next to my dad and says, “I was telling dad that if I don’t make the team I’m as close to one hundred percent sure that I’m hanging them up.”

“If you don’t make the team, you’re quitting?!” I reply with shock.

I can’t help but feel terrible for him. He’s loved baseball his entire life and I can’t imagine what it’s been like for him to be so close to achieving his dream and then having it ripped away time and again. He and Kendrick have had it so different. They were both offered full-ride scholarships to countless colleges and universities but when they were both drafted, Joe in the 2nd round and Kendrick in the 5th round they both decided to skip college and begin their baseball careers in the minor leagues. Both Kendrick and my brother were advancing quickly, Joe with the Twins and Kendrick with the Dodgers. The major difference being that Kendrick stayed healthy and Joe not so much. As a 20-year-old, Kendrick was called up and has been playing in the majors since. He became rookie of the year and has been an all-star player since.  After the upcoming season, Kendrick is going to become a free agent and may very well wind up being one of if not the highest paid players in the game. My poor brother, on the other hand, was close to getting called up before Kendrick. He was playing in Triple-A and having an amazing season. It would only be a matter of time before he was pitching in majors. Then the injuries started to happen. Oblique strains, tendinitis in his elbow, torn hamstrings, arm weakness and more. When he was released as a 22-year-old it may have been the worst time in his life. He was signed to a minor league contract by the Mariners but was released again midway through the season when he again began to have issues with his arm. A year later he was again signed to a minor league contract, this time by the Braves. A few short starts into the season he tore his UCL and underwent Tommy John surgery. He missed an entire season rehabbing and didn’t get one invite to spring training the following year. However, he did get picked up by the Nationals and started in Double A. He went as far as Triple-A but even when the rosters were expanded he didn’t get called up.  Now he’s heading off to spring training as a free agent with the Mets, his favorite childhood team.”

“I’m not getting any younger and my window is just about closed. I can’t take another season in the minors. If it doesn’t happen for me now it’s never going to happen, so I need to face the facts” he replies solemnly.

“Did you talk to Kendrick about this?” I ask with concern.

Joe lets out a laugh and replies, “Of course I did. He thinks I’m crazy.”

I look at him with a serious gaze. “I guess you only have one choice then” as he looks at me as if he has no clue as to what I’m saying. “What would that be Kristen?” he asks.

“Make the team!” I say with pride.

He laughs, gets up from his seat and hugs me tightly. “I guess you’re right” has says as he kisses me on the cheek and says, “Go to bed. You have a long day tomorrow” as I smirk and reply, “Yes sir. Goodnight Joe, goodnight dad” I say as I go into my bedroom.

As I shower I can’t believe what Joe just told me. From my earliest childhood memories, it’s been Joe and baseball. If it weren’t for baseball, he would have never become so close with Kendrick. They’re like brothers to this day even though Kendrick lives on the other side of the country. I finish showering and lay in my bed. I know he’s serious. That tone to his voice. I’ve only heard it one other time, the day that Brianna broke up with him. As I lay here thinking about my brother I can’t help but think. For as much as he loves baseball, I think he loved Brianna more.

It was 4th of July weekend and closing in on one year since my family moved to Long Island. Joe and I went out grocery shopping with my parents to get ready for what would become my dad’s annual 4th of July party. When we arrived home there was a moving truck parked in front of the house next to us. “Looks like the new neighbors are moving in,” my mom said to my dad.

As we removed the groceries from the car a man and woman came walking into our driveway and looked at my dad. “Hi, I’m Danny Hazleton and this is my wife Anna,” the man said to my dad.

My dad extended his hand and said, “Great to meet you, Danny. I’m Richard. This is my wife Stacie and my kids, Joseph and Kristen.”

They made small talk when Danny yelled out, “Brianna, come here and meet the neighbors!”

There she was, Brianna Hazleton. I remember seeing her for the first time and thinking how pretty she was. She was only around five feet four inches tall, had long flowing blonde hair and dark blue eyes. She was thin but developed if you know what I mean. As she approached us her mouth opened, and she got a deer in the headlight’s kind of look. I thought how odd that she had that look to her until I turned my head and looked at Joe. He had the same exact look on his face. With his voice cracking he looked at her and said, “Hi, I’m Joe” as she smiled shyly and said, “Hi Joe, I’m Brianna.” I distinctly remember my mom looking at my dad with this look of terror on her face as my dad looked at my mom and let out a small chuckle.

Brianna and her parents came to our 4th of July party and that was it. From that day forward, Brianna and Joe spent practically every waking second with each other. It always made me wonder if it was love at first sight. Was it possible for two 14-year old’s to immediately fall in love without saying a single word to each other? I’m unsure but I would like to think so. Joe, Brianna, and Kendrick were like the three amigos. By the time junior year of high school started, it was no secret that they were sexually active. I can’t help but laugh thinking back. My dad came home early from work and walked in on them in Joe’s room. Thank God my mom wasn’t home. She would have had a coronary! I can hear my dad’s words crystal clear as I heard him yell at Joe, “If you get that girl pregnant I will cut your dick off and then shoot you!”

Joe and Brianna were so cute together. They never argued and were so thoughtful toward one another. My brother was so happy when he was drafted. I remember him running out of the house and going to Brianna’s to give her the news. He came back into the house a little over two hours later with a look on his face that I had never seen before. That look made me nervous, so I followed him into his bedroom. He looked pale and his eyes glassy. He looked at me and with that same tone of voice I heard earlier today and said, “It’s over…she broke up with me.” He was never quite the same after that. That day happened a little over seven years ago, but he’s never had a serious relationship since. I do know that to his day he carries a picture of her in his wallet. I wonder if they still speak, especially since she was at the New Year’s party last year. As I close my eyes I hope beyond hope that Joe will make it.

Time waits for no one and I’m certainly not the exception. I only have a little over two weeks until I’m supposed to move in with Lori. I’m watching television with my mom in the living room when I receive a text message from Lori that reads, “We need to talk. Can I come over?” I reply. “Come over now.” As I wait for her I’m thinking it must be about our upcoming move.

She looks nervous and I can’t help but wonder why. “Are you okay?” I ask as she flashes a quick smile and shrugs her shoulders.

“Can we talk in private somewhere?” she says with her voice breaking as I nod my head and walk with her into my bedroom. I close and lock the door behind me.”

“I don’t know how to say this Kristen so I’m just going to come out and say it. I’m so sorry, but I can’t move in with you” she says.

“Why not?” I ask with concern and shock.

She’s now pacing in my room. “Blake asked me to move in with him and I said yes,” she says with a weird tone to her voice.

“Don’t you think you two are moving too fast. It’s only been six months” I say with concern and a bit of anger.

“Maybe we are but I’m almost positive that I’m in love with him” she explains.

I feel like I just had the wind knocked out of me. She’s almost positive that she’s in love with him? She’s can’t move in with me because she’s moving in with him?! I’m just looking at her now when suddenly I feel a sense of calm come over me. If we’re not moving in together that means I don’t have to say anything to her about how I feel. Here I was thinking that the clock was ticking but now it doesn’t matter. I’m no longer forcing myself to come clean. I feel relieved.

“Wow. If that’s what you want, then great” I reply.

Lori looks surprised. “You’re not mad at me?” she asks with amazement.

I smile and shake my head. “Not at all. To be honest I was worried about paying so much rent. If I keep living at home I can keep saving the little money I do make so no, I’m not mad at all.”

She looks so happy. She hugs me tightly and I can’t help myself from enjoying the scent of her hair and the feeling of her body pressed against mine.

After she leaves I get a sick sort of feeling in the pit of my stomach. If Lori is falling for Blake that means I’m not even on her radar. How could I possibly confess my feelings to her knowing that her heart belongs to someone else? There’s no possible chance that she could feel the way toward me that I feel toward her. With her living with Blake and not living so close to me it will do me good. I won’t be able to see her as much which means that it will give me time to get over her.

That was my initial thought, but I guess the saying that distance makes the heart grow fonder is true. Lori has been living with Blake for a little over a month against her parent’s wishes and I’ve never thought of her more. This is insane! What is wrong with me?! I can’t stop thinking over and again. It, kind of sums up the way I felt when trying to come to terms with my sexuality.

It became a daily struggle for me to deal with my feelings. In high school, I knew that what I felt was not going to go away anytime soon. It was solidified when I started dating. As bad as I wanted to be physically attracted to guys I simply wasn’t. When I held hands with a guy and when I had my first kiss I knew that what I suspected of myself was indeed reality. I found myself making excuse after excuse as to why I wouldn’t get serious with a boy. The excuse that I found myself using the most was, “Look at Joe and Brianna. Why start something serious when I’m going to be going away from college?”

This fact of life didn’t stop Lori from getting serious with a boy named Christian. He was super cute, athletic and popular. She started dating him in our Junior year of high school, but it was over, and she was heartbroken midway through our senior year.  He cheated on her with our friend Jennifer. I felt terrible for her and beyond angry at Jennifer. Jen was part of our group and she not only betrayed Lori but in doing so practically said that our friendships meant nothing to her.

The summer between graduating high school and leaving for college was close to the most difficult time for me dealing with my feelings. I felt suffocated and felt like I was living breathing lie.  I wanted nothing more than to not have the feeling that I did. I felt abnormal and kept thinking that I could somehow force myself not to feel the way that I did. The fact of the matter was that I was terrified. What would people think? What would my parents think of me? What would Joe and especially Lori think of me? When I looked at myself in the mirror I didn’t like the person I saw. If I don’t act on my feelings I don’t have to deal with this I would think over and again. I foolishly thought that I willingly chose to have the feeling that I did. Like I could somehow force myself not to have the feeling that I did. I was confused and was starting to hate myself.

I didn’t know it then, but college was the ideal place for me to come to terms with my sexuality. I had never kissed a girl before or did anything with anyone for that matter. In fact, I was still a virgin. This would all change a little over a short month later. Lori was already gaga over this guy Brenden who she had a couple of classes with. It was a Thursday night as in party night in college. Brenden told Lori about a rave party that was happening at a frat house so of course, she had to drag me along. It was a huge house not too far from campus. The music was ear-piercingly loud and alcohol was flowing. The house was dark except for laser lights and what seemed like a never-ending amount of strobe lights providing the only light. I was having a great time even though Lori and Brenden for lack of a better term flat left me. A cute guy asked me to dance so I did but after we danced he was handsy and I felt uncomfortable.

“Stop it!” I yelled at him as he replied, “What’s wrong baby” and tried to touch me again as I pushed him away from me. “Hey, asshole, leave her the fuck alone” I heard a girl’s voice say. The guy shook his head and yelled out, “Fuck this! I’m out of here you fucking tease!” I was buzzed and became angry at his words, so I yelled out, “Fucking asshole. Nothing was going to happen, you have the wrong equipment dick head!”

I looked at the girl and felt an immediate attraction to her. She was about an inch taller than my five-foot-five height and was hot! She had long black hair and light brown eyes. “Thank you for saving me,” I said with sincerity as she smiled and replied, “Not a problem. By the way, I’m Jenna!” she yelled out over the music. “I’m Kristen!” I yelled back over the music. “It’s too loud in here!” she yelled out and continued, “It’s giving me a headache! I’m going to head to another party! Want to come?!”

I smiled and yelled back, “Sure, but I’m here with my friend! Let me tell her I’m leaving!” I found Lori and told her I was leaving. “Be careful, we’re not in high school anymore!” she yelled out.

I smiled and replied, “I know but I’m not leaving with a guy!” as she gave me a hug and told me she would see me back in the dorm.

I walked outside to find Jenna waiting for me outside. “My ears are ringing,” I said to her as she smiled and responded, “Mine too.”

“So where to?” I asked as she quickly replied, “My frat” as we walked a few short blocks to another large house. As soon as we walked through the front door, the crowd yelled out, “Jenna!” as she threw her hands in the air and yelled out, “Woo!”

“This is Kristen!” she yelled out as the crowd inside yelled out, “Kristen!” she grabbed me by my hand and walked me into a large kitchen where there was a crowd of people drinking out of red cups with two kegs of beer sitting a few feet from each other. She grabbed two cups, poured two beers and handed me one.

“Thank you again for saving me back there,” I said as she smiled and said, “Guys can be assholes.”

We talked for what seemed like hours, but it seemed like I was the only one talking. She was asking me question after question as I provided answer after answer. I looked at my cell phone and looked at the time. It was just past 2 AM and the party was starting to wind down.

I was feeling good. I was drunk but not totally wasted. I couldn’t take my eyes off Jenna. She had these amazing full lips and her body was shaped like a genie bottle. She smiled at me and said, “Come with me” as I followed her up the stairs and into a large bedroom with two beds.

“Do you smoke?” she asked as I asked her, “Smoke what?”

She laughed and replied, “Weed” as I shook my head and replied, “I’ve never smoked it before.”

“Well, I’m going to smoke so feel free to join me,” she said to me. I had never smoked weed before, but I figured why not? It’s not like I was going to do lines of coke or something and I had always wondered what it would be like, so I looked at her and said, “Sure.”

She went into a drawer and pulled out a small bowl. She placed some weed into it, lit it and took a hit. She handed it to me and I placed it into my mouth. “Pull,” she said with a laugh as she lit it and I pulled. In seconds I was coughing my head off as Jenna laughed. She took a hit and I took another hit.

“I want to give you a shotgun,” she said and continued, “When I pull I’m going to hold the smoke in my mouth. You open your mouth and I’m going to blow it into your mouth.” I shrugged my shoulders and replied, “Okay.”

She pulled from the bowl and held the smoke in her mouth. She leaned in as I opened my mouth. As she had said, she blew the smoke into my mouth and then kissed me. It was her lips pressed against mine but within seconds I felt her tongue touch mine. As we French kissed I felt a sensation come over me that I had never felt before. I pulled away from her and looked down at the bed shyly.

“I’m sorry, was that not okay?” she asked with confusion. “I thought you were into girls” she continued.

I smiled awkwardly and replied, “I am.”

She laughed and responded, “Well good then.”

I let out a laugh as she put her hand under my chin and raised my head. She again kissed me, and I kissed her back. I remember thinking how good and right it felt. I had never felt like this when kissing a guy, but I liked the way it felt to kiss Jenna.

She stopped kissing me and started to kiss and lick my neck. Before I knew it, she was kissing me as she laid her body on top of mine. I was completely turned on but nervous. I stopped kissing her and turned my head away from her.

“Did I do something wrong?” she asked as I gazed into her light brown eyes and replied, “No, it’s just that I’ve never, you know?” I said with my voice quivering.

The way she was looking at me was making me excited and nervous at the same time. She smiled at me and looked at me seductively. “I promise I’ll be gentle,” she said with lust in her voice.

We again started to kiss as she placed her hand underneath my shirt. When she went under my bra and touched my breast I felt my body shudder. She stopped kissing me as she pulled my shirt off and unhooked my bra. She looked at me with lust filled eyes as she removed her shirt and bra and tossed it to the side of the bed.

She again laid on top of me. The feeling of her breasts pressed against my own felt amazing. At that moment I knew that I wasn’t going to stop whatever was going to happen between us. She stopped kissing me and smiled at me as she moved her body off mine and now laid to the left of me. She again kissed me but as we kissed I felt her hand go to my waist as she unbuttoned my shorts. She slowly placed her hand inside my shorts and touched me over my panties. I gasped for a moment and then kissed her more passionately as she rubbed me over my panties.

She stopped running me and gently tugged on my shorts as I pushed them down toward my ankles. She got off the bed and pulled my shorts off. I slightly raised my butt off the bed as she slid my panties down and past my ankles. I now laid on the bed completely nude in front of a girl for the first time in my life.

Jenna smiled and removed her shorts and panties and then laid herself to the left of me again. As she kissed my neck I closed my eyes as I felt her touch me. “You’re so wet,” she said with lust in her voice as she gently rubbed my vagina and then began to rub my clitoris with two of her fingers in a circular motion. I moaned in pleasure as she touched me. We French kissed as she pleasured me with her fingers. She took hold of my hand and placed it on her vagina. I begin to touch her in the way that she was touching me.

I don’t remember how long we touched each other, but I do remember as if it were yesterday that I felt like I was going to lose complete control of my body. It was like I felt my body was becoming filled with pressure when she stopped touching me. It felt like the pressure was leaving my body, almost like air from a flat tire.

She smiled at me seductively as she moved herself to my legs. She picked up my right leg and placed herself into a position where our vagina’s, was touching. “Is this okay?” she asked as I nervously nodded my head. In slow, gentle motion she began to move her vagina across mine. It was a slow rhythmic and sensual motion. The look on her face turned me on so much. She was biting down on her lower lip as she caressed my leg as she slowly ground against me. Our dripping wet vaginas rubbed against each other. The feeling was like nothing I had ever experienced before.

She slowly began to pick up the pace. I was sweating and so was she as I felt like my body was going to explode. The pressure that I had felt earlier was now building within me again. I felt a rush come over me that I never experienced as I moaned and felt like I wanted to scream at the top of my lungs. My entire body started to shake as Jenna began to move faster and faster until I exploded! I tried my best to silence myself, but I couldn’t. Jenna was now moving quicker and quicker until she too exploded.

She removed herself from in between my legs but laid herself on top of me as we kissed. She stopped kissing me and smiled. “Was that okay?” she said with a grin as I kissed her and replied, “That was amazing. I had a sense of calm to me that I hadn’t felt in what felt like an eternity. We laid in bed kissing and cuddling for a while until Jenna looked at the clock and said, “I need to shower up and hit the road.”

I was confused and asked, “Where are you going?” She giggled and replied, “Home. I have to work on Monday and it’s a long drive back to Indiana.”

I swallowed hard and asked, “Indiana? I thought this was your fraternity?”

Jenna let out a laugh and replied, “It always will be, but I graduated last year. I’m just visiting.”

“Oh, okay. I should go” I responded.

“You don’t have to go. I need a quick shower and a few hours of sleep. Stay” she said with a smile.

“No, it’s okay. My roommate is probably worried about me so I’m just going to go.”

She gave me a soft sensual kiss and said, “Kristen, you’re amazing. Thank you for a great time.”

I smiled as I began to put my clothes on and responded, “No, thank you.”

I remember making the walk from Jenna’s frat house back and thinking that a few short hours ago I had never kissed a girl but now I had, smoked pot for the first time and had my first ever sexual encounter. Thinking back, I kind of wished that I was completely sober and not high as a kite, but I don’t think I would have gone through with it had I not been. I remember clear as day that it felt like the weight of the world was lifted from my shoulders. I was a lesbian and there was no getting past it. I couldn’t stop myself having the feeling that I did because those feelings made me who I was. There would be no more lying to myself. There would be no more looking in the mirror and not liking who I saw. I could now be honest with myself, but could I be honest with everyone else? 

The way I feel now is almost identical to the way I felt when I was still in the closet. The way I needed someone to know about me being gay is how I feel now in needing someone to know how I feel about Lori.

As I said earlier, being in college was the best place to come to terms with my sexuality and did I ever. It seemed like there was a never-ending opportunity for me. I came to terms with the type of girls I was attracted to, girly girls. I liked long hair, lipstick, and makeup. In other words, I liked girls who dressed and acted like girls. Girls like Jenna. Butch girls were a huge turnoff for me. I didn’t want to be with a girl who dressed and acted like a guy. I wanted girls who knew they were girls, dressed as girls and acted like girls who just so happened to like other girls. Girls like me.

The first time I had ever done anything sexual with a girl without the use of alcohol was an eye-opener for me. There was this girl, Ellen, who I had met at a party. We hit it off from the start and started hanging out from time to time. We would grab lunch, catch a movie and study together. One night while studying in her dorm room she confessed that she thought she was attracted to me and was curious about what it would be like to be with a girl. I took the bait, hook line and sinker and we wound up messing around. We kissed, and I gave her orgasm by playing with her. After we had finished messing around she thanked me. Let me say it again, she thanked me! She told me that she had been curious and now she wasn’t anymore and knew that she was straight! It seemed that college was full of more curious girls than gay girls and it was more than difficult to navigate the waters. Thankfully Lori was like gay girl bait. They were always hitting on her. I can’t tell you how many girls I hooked up with because I watched so many girls hit on Lori and get turned away. Once she turned them away it left an opening for me.

Freshman year of college felt like it was flying by. I had hooked up with a ton of girls by the time the second half of school began. By this point, Lori and Brenden were no longer which meant that Lori wasn’t going out as much. While she was dating Brenden, it was much easier for me to do the things I was doing but now it was getting to become more and more difficult. It was hard for me not to tell Lori that I was no longer a virgin. We always told each other everything but now I felt by not telling her that I was doing something wrong. I was scared beyond belief that if I told her I was a lesbian she would want nothing more to do with me. Lori, knowing me as well as she did and still does knew that something was going on, but she didn’t know what it was. She kept asking me over and again if there was anything that I needed to talk to her about, but I kept answering no. When I met Tonya, I knew that at some point I was going to have to be honest with Lori, no matter what it meant.

Tonya was the first girl I ever had true feelings for. She was intelligent, had a great sense of humor and was extremely sexy. Long hair, great body and always dressed to kill. In other words, a girl who knew she was a girl who liked other girls, my ideal girl.

I met her midway through February of my freshman year at a party. We had both been dancing with guys but somehow wound up dancing with each other. We danced for a long while. Had drinks, talked and hit it off from the start. We didn’t have to ask each other if either of us were into girls. Our body language on the dance floor and chemistry when we talked spoke volumes in of itself. We exchanged numbers that night and the very next day we were hanging out. Our physical attraction to each other was off the charts and we could barely keep our hands off each other. I couldn’t hide how happy I was which made Lori want to know who was responsible. For the first time in my life, I blatantly lied to her. I told her I was seeing a guy named Tony. I made it almost a month before Lori became so angry at me for not introducing her to Tony that we had a huge argument. We never argued! We never argued but here we were arguing because I was scared to tell her that Tony was Tonya and that I was gay.

She stormed out of her dorm room and slammed the door so hard behind her that I thought she broke it. I felt so bad and was so mad at myself that I couldn’t stop myself from crying hysterically. I cried so long and so hard into my pillow that day that I felt like I didn’t have tears left. Lori came back into our room a little over an hour later. As soon as she walked in I popped up from my pillow and looked at her. I could tell she had been crying too which made me upset.

“Kristen, just tell me why you won’t introduce me to Tony. Give me one good reason and I’ll drop it for good” she said to me.

“I’m afraid to tell you,” I said with my voice breaking.

“You’re my best friend in the world. There is nothing that you can’t tell me. You know this so just tell me why” she said with conviction.

I felt like I was going to be sick. There was no way out of this. I had to stop the nonsense and come clean. My heart was pounding in my chest so hard I could hear it. I took a deep breath and slowly exhaled.

I had thought I didn’t have tears left but I was wrong. With tears streaming down my cheeks and with my voice quivering and breaking at the same time I locked onto Lori’s face and said the words I needed to say.

“You haven’t met Tony yet because Tony’s real name is Tonya. I’ve been dating a girl. Lori, I’m gay” I said to her as I closed my eyes tightly and slowly opened them.

“Kristen, you’re gay? Are you sure?” she asked with shock.

“Yeah I’m 100% positive” I quickly replied.

“How do you know for sure?” she asked with an inquisitive tone.

I looked at her and with all the courage I could muster said, “I lost my virginity last semester. Her name was Jenna and I met her at that rave party we went to.”

“You lost your virginity and you didn’t tell me! I told you the night I lost mine!” she screamed out.

“I’m sorry but I was afraid!” I yelled back at her.

My words must have hit her hard. She looked at me with concern and replied, “You were afraid? Why would you be afraid to tell me?” with tears in her eyes.

“I was afraid that you wouldn’t want to be my friend anymore. I was afraid that if I told you that I would lose you.”

With tears streaming from her eyes she took a seat next to me on my bed and hugged me tightly.

“There is nothing that you could ever tell me that would stop me from being your best friend. I love you, Kristen” she said with a reassuring voice.

“So, you don’t care that I’m gay? I asked through sobs as she shook her head.

“How long have you known?” she asked me as I quickly replied, “For a while.”

That night I told Lori everything that I had been going through. How I had thought I could be gay in junior high school and how by the time we had graduated high school that I was almost sure but didn’t like myself because of it. How I tried to force myself to stop having the feeling that I did but how I couldn’t because deep down inside I knew I was gay. How I had dated guys in an attempt to hide who I was and how I miserable I was. That when I met Jenna and did what we did how everything finally made sense to me and I knew without a doubt that I was a lesbian. How I wanted to tell her but how scared I was, to be honest with her. How that by not telling her I felt like I was lying.

She didn’t say much but rather listened intently. When I finished telling her everything I asked, “So you still love me and we’re still best friends?”

She smiled at me and replied, “Always. I’m so sorry that you went through everything on your own. I wish you would have talked to me. I could have helped” she said with sincerity.

“I know. I wish I would have talked to you too” I said with sincerity of my own.

To be honest, I felt so dumb after telling Lori. How could I think that she would not want anything to do with me because of my sexuality? I didn’t give her enough credit then and kind of feel like I’m doing the same thing now, but this is different. It’s one thing to tell your best friend that you’re gay and have her understand but it’s something else to tell your best friend that you’re in love with her and have her understand. I need to get this off my chest!

Here I am again on yet another Saturday night at the hall snapping picture after picture of party goers. Lori is now living with Blake in an apartment in Wantagh and even though we haven’t seen much of each other we still talk and text daily. I feel like I’m just living the same days over and again but my feelings for Lori have never been stronger. I feel like I’m going to have a break down if I don’t tell someone!

“That wanker grabbed my ass!” Flora vents as I shake my head in disbelief. “He’s arse over tit drunk!” she vents.

Flora is looking at me with a weird kind of look on her face. “Kristen are you alright?” she asks with concern.

“Never better” I reply with a solemn tone.

“Something on your mind, love?” she asks.

I nod my head and reply, “Yeah, is there ever.”

“Me and you after work,” she says with a smile.

“I’m sure Jess would love that,” I say sarcastically.

She smiles and responds, “Jess is out of town and even if she was in town I have a friend in need.”

“Okay,” I reply. Why not tell Flora? If anyone would understand it would be her. She’ll be able to give me honest advice and I know she won’t hold anything back.

After work, I ask, “Where too?” as she smiles and replies, “I know just the place.”

Flora grabs her cell phone as I ask, “What are you doing?”

She smiles and replies, “Friends don’t let friends drive drunk and drunk is what we’re both going to be in a bit. Thank God for Uber” with a laugh.

Before I know it we’re at the bar where Flora works. “Why isn’t it open?” I ask.

“Closed for renovations but I, of course, have keys.”

“Your boss won’t care?” I ask with concern. She laughs and replies, “Probably but’s he a wazzock and I need to save as much money as I can. He’ll never know” as we walk around to the back door of the bar. She puts in a security code and unlocks the door. She locks it behind us and turns on a light.

“So, what are we drinking?” I ask. Flora smiles and replies, “That depends on what we’re going to talking about.”

“I’m in love with Lori” I reply as a matter of fact.

Her eyes become huge as she shakes her head and slams a bottle of Tequila onto the bar. She pours two shots and slides one to me. We clink shot glasses as she says, “Bottoms up.”

“Say that again,” she says to me as I repeat, “I’m in love with Lori.”

“Have you gone mad Kristen! She’s your best friend and she’s not gay!”

“I think I have gone mad and I know she’s not gay, but it doesn’t change how I feel. I want what you have with Jess and I want it with Lori” I explain to Flora.

She pours another two shots and we drink them down. She pours two pints of draft beer and slides it over to me. We again clink glasses and each takes a sip of beer.

“You can’t have what I have with Jess with Lori because she’s not gay, Kristen!” she exclaims.

“Maybe she’s bi and she doesn’t know it yet. Maybe if I tell her how I feel she’ll confess that she feels the same. Maybe she doesn’t know but she wants to find out” I calmly explain.

“You have gone mad! She’s not gay and she’s so not gay that she’s living with her boyfriend. I’ve been down this path and I can assure you that it won’t end well” she says.

“What do you mean you’ve been down this path?” I ask with surprise.

“As I said, been there done that. It didn’t end well” she quickly replies as she takes a sip of her beer.

“Back home, my best mate was a girl named Abigail. I don’t know if we were as close as you and Lori, but I too found myself in your predicament. Long story short I fell for her, told her how I felt, and we’ve never spoken again as in ever” she tells me.

“Were you nervous when you told her?” I ask.

She laughs and replies, “I had the collywobbles for sure but if I had it to do again I would not have done it. It wasn’t worth the price and I know now I would have gotten over her eventually.”

“How do you know you would have gotten over her?” I ask as she looks at me with amazement.

“Jess! I still would have met and fallen in love with Jess, but I would have Abigail in my life as well. I miss her terribly, but I can’t ever take back what I said to her. To this day, I wish I hadn’t said a word” she tells me.

“Flora, I love her!” I exclaim as I take a big sip from my beer.

“I don’t doubt that you do. I can’t blame you, she is a fine bird, but it doesn’t change the fact that she’s not gay!” she exclaims back to me.

“So, I shouldn’t tell her?” I ask knowing what Flora is going to say.

“Absolutely not!” she yells out as she chugs her beer. “Bottoms up, love!” she yells as I also pound my beer. She pours two more drafts and two more shots. We drink the shots, and each takes a sip of beer.

“I knew I would getting honest advice from you and you have given it to me so thank you,” I say with a smile.

“You love are very welcome” she replies with a wink.

“What do you want to open a bar?” I ask.

“Changing the subject, are we? I have my reasons” she coyly replies.

“Duh, that’s why I’m asking,” I say with sarcasm.

“Very well. I want to make a ton of bloody money and I love the feeling of community. A bunch of strangers getting together to have a good time or a bunch of regulars who enjoy my company. It’s all the same to me. A family of sorts but family none the less. If I had the money I would buy this place, but I’ll make my dream come true at some point” she says with confidence.

“This place is for sale? How much?” I ask with curiosity.

She laughs and replies, “All in at a little over $2 million for the business and the building. He’ll never get it but as I said, he’s a wazzock.”

I can’t help but laugh. In the years I’ve known Flora it’s taken me some time to understand her British slang, but I find myself getting more and more familiar with it. “Wazzock as in idiot” I proudly say.

She laughs and replies, “One and the same, love.”

I’ve known Flora long and well enough to know when she’s hammered and hammered she is. She has that look of giddiness to her.

“You’re a fine bird Kristen so why Lori? You’re a catch if I’ve ever seen one and I know that you’ll find your very own Jess one day” she says to me.

“Why Lori? I don’t know, I guess the heart just wants what it wants. Better question, why Jess? I don’t see it. You’re you and she has a stick up her arse” I say with laughter.

“She does not stop it!” she replies with laughter. “We may be a bit opposite, but opposites attract and most important is that I love her, and she loves me” she replies.

“How drunk are you?” I ask as she giggles and replies, “I’m plastered.”

“Why doesn’t Jess like me?” I ask really wanting to know the answer.

She smiles and replies, “She likes you fine, she’s just a bit intimidated is all,” she says factually.

“I’m not intimidating at all!” I exclaim with disbelief.

“You can be. Truth be told when we first me I was a bit intimidated myself” she confesses.

“But I’m so nice,” I say factually.

“Yes, you are but it doesn’t change that you look the way you do,” she says with a confident tone.

“What in the hell are you saying?” I ask really, really wanting to know.

“Kristen, you are smoking bloody hot. Don’t you look in the mirror? Long black hair, dark blue eyes and an amazing body even though you don’t even work out” she explains to me.

I roll my eyes and reply, “You practically described yourself” with laughter. 

“Makes sense since I’m bloody hot myself” she laughs in reply as she spins herself around behind the bar and places her finger on her butt as she makes the sound of a piece of raw meat sizzling on a grill.

We spend the rest of the night getting shit faced drunk and telling each other how much we love each other until we decide to pack it in at just past 6 AM.

I awake from a deep coma-like sleep a tad past 4 PM. I’ve had plenty of hangovers in my life, but this is not close to being, a hangover. I’ve slept for close to nine hours and I’m still drunk! How much did we drink?! I spent close to an hour in the shower as I feel the onset of a hangover come over me. I now feel like walking death as I get dressed and walked downstairs into the living room.

What in the hell? I ask myself as I hit the bottom landing of the stairs to find my mom, dad and Joe having drinks in the living room. “Joe!” I yell out as I run to him and jump into his arms as he stands up.

“Great to see you too sis,” he says to me as he hugs me and puts me down.

“What’s going on?” I ask with confusion.

Joe smiles and pours a glass of champagne. He hands it to me and says, “Please drink that in celebrating the fact that I am a major leaguer” he says.

“You made it?!” I exclaim as a quick drink the champagne. “I thought you were going to get released!” I yell out.

Joe laughs and replies, “You haven’t been paying attention.”

“After your first two starts, I stopped paying attention. You were awful” I say factually.

“That was until they moved me to the bullpen,” he says with a joy that I hadn’t heard in so long.

Joe told me that after he got lit up twice as a starter that the manager wanted to see him come out of the pen since he had been throwing as hard as he ever had. He said that as a relief pitcher it was like his mind was clear and he just pitched. He didn’t give up another run all spring and that he was signed for the season at the league minimum, but he was going to live his dream and pitch in the majors. That he was moving back in temporarily until he could get settled.

I’m so happy that my big brother is going to the majors and I feel the onset of the worst hangover of my life, so I call my boss and tell him that I’m sick and can’t open the store in the morning. I never call in sick, so I can’t hide the fact that I’m pissed off when he gives me a hard time about not coming in. At this moment I seriously think about quitting until I realize that a crappy paying job is still a job.

I spent the rest of the early evening taking 20-minute power naps as I watched reality shows. I must have taken a much longer power nap as I awake close to 1 AM with a dry mouth and my body in pain. I brush my teeth and head downstairs to a dark house. I go into the kitchen, turn on the light and make my way toward the fridge for ice water. Why is the outside light on? I think to myself. I open the back door with my ice water in hand to find my brother sitting outside at the patio table drinking a beer and staring at a picture. “Hey, Kristen,” he says with slurred speech.

“Hey, Joe. Still celebrating I see” I say with a sarcastic tone.

“Drinking alone sucks. Have a drink with me” he says as he opens a beer.

I shake my head and reply, “No way. I’m fighting a hangover” as he laughs and says, “The best way to fight a hangover is to keep drinking.”

I roll my eyes and grab the beer as I take a seat next to him. I take a sip, but it feels like glass going down my throat. “Chug, chug, chug!” he yells out as he laughs. I pound the beer and immediately regret it as I feel like I’m going to hurl.  

He opens another beer and hands it to me.

“What are you doing out here by yourself?” I ask.

“It’s fucking crazy. I feel like if I sit here long enough Brie will come walking out” he replies slurring his words.

“Joe, it’s been like forever since you two were a couple,” I say with concern as I grab the picture and look at the image of Brianna.

He smiles drunkenly and responds, “Yeah it has been, but it doesn’t change the fact that I never stopped loving her and I that I can’t move on. How does a person move on from the one person their meant to be with?”

I knew that he always carried that picture, but I never realized why. The realization just hit me like a ton of bricks. At this moment I’m trying to comprehend if Lori means to me what Brianna means to Joe and I can honestly say I don’t know. He’s been through so much yet on the day on which he should be the happiest he’s in misery.

He starts to laugh hysterically but instead of joining him I can’t help but become concerned. He looks at me and smiles. “If I had it to do all over again I would have chosen her. I could have accepted a scholarship to her college and still got drafted but I didn’t. I chose a fucking game. No wonder she broke up with me. I would have broken up with me too” he says with sadness.

“Do you talk to her at all?” I ask. He nods his head and replies, “Here and there but not so much. Sometimes I call her when I know she can’t answer so I can get her voicemail, just so I can hear her voice.”

“Where is all of this coming from?” I ask with concern.

“I’m home now” he replies.

“What does that mean, Joe?” I ask as he smiles and responds, “Never mind. I’ve clearly had too much to drink so I’m going to sleep off whatever the fuck it is I’m going through right now” as he snatches the picture of Brianna off the table.

“Goodnight Kristen,” he says to me as I reply, “Good night.”

He starts to walk into the house and then turns around to face me. “Opening day in Queens in a week and a half. Don’t make plans. I want you there” he says as I reply, “I wouldn’t miss it for anything.”

When I wake up in the morning I feel so much better. “Kristen, phone!” my mom yells out as I try to think who would be calling me on my house number. I jump out of bed and grab the phone from my mom as I ask, “Who is it?”

My mom replies, “Good morning to you too sweetheart. It’s Lorelei.”

“Lori?” I say into the phone as she replies, “Yes! You didn’t text me back at all yesterday and I kept getting your voicemail. I was worried, so I called your house.”

I walk into my room and look at my cell phone. I quickly realize that it’s completely dead. “Sorry, I forgot to charge it” I reply.

“Why aren’t you at work?” she asks as I reply, “Why aren’t you?” knowing she should be in her classroom at this time.

“Mental health day” she laughs in reply. “Want to grab lunch?” she asks as I reply, “Are you asking me out?”

“Yup so….” She begins to say as I interrupt and say, “Pick me up.”

I quickly get dressed and head downstairs to wait for Lori as my mom kisses me goodbye and heads off to start her 12-hour shift at the hospital. My brother must have left for his flight to California and my dad must still be at the precinct working on another case I think to myself. My heart leaps with joy as I hear the honking of Lori’s car outside.

My joy turns to concern as soon as I get into her car. Her eyes are puffy, and she looks upset.

“Where to?” she asks as I reply, “Let’s just go to the diner.”

We enter the diner and take a seat at our usual booth. The waitress walks over to our table and asks, “Ladies, what will it be?”

Lori looks at me and smiles. “I’ll have a bacon cheeseburger, medium well, a side of disco fries and a vanilla shake, extra thick. She’ll have a BLT on rye toast, extra crispy bacon with extra tomatoes and a diet coke” she says to the waitress.

She read my mind but that’s so us! How could I not be in love with her? She knows me better than anyone on Earth. My internal happiness turns to despair as I realize what she just ordered. It’s her self-pity meal of choice. Fuck!

“What’s wrong?” I ask knowing I’m about to get an earful.

I’m stunned as she looks at me and says, “I made a huge mistake and I’m going to move back home if my parents will let me.”

“What happened?” I ask with concern.

“He’s a lying cheater. You were right, it was too fast. I should have listened to my parents, but I didn’t. On the rare occasion he did come home sober we did nothing but argue. It was more like having a shitty roommate than a live-in boyfriend. He expected me to cook, clean, do the laundry and wait on him as if I were his mother. Last night he didn’t come home so I called his cell phone and a half-asleep girl answered. It’s so over” she explains.

“Not even two months,” I say with sarcasm as she rolls her eyes and says, “Not even two months.”

During lunch, I did my best to be compassionate but inside I was jumping for joy. Another failed relationship! This is my opening. I can tell her how I feel, and she’ll realize the reason things never work out is that she should be with me!

We finished eating and got into her car. She tries to start the engine, but it won’t start. “You have to be kidding me!” she yells out as she looks at me with despair.

I can’t help but laugh. “Let’s go next door and see if someone can take a quick look,” I say calmly as we both exit the car and walk across the parking lot to the repair shop next to the diner. We walk inside to find no one behind the counter so I ring the bell that’s on the counter.

Holy shit! I’m a one hundred percent full-fledged lesbian but this guy is fucking hot! Neat blonde hair parted to the side and a bit of stubble on his face. He’s ripped to shreds and is wearing a white tank top tee-shirt and a pair of jeans. He must be close to six feet tall if not taller. Wait a minute? I’m a lesbian and this is what’s going through my mind. What the hell is going on in Lori’s head?!

“Howdy, ladies. How may I help yawl?” he asks with a heavy southern accent.

“My car won’t start, and I don’t know what’s wrong. It’s in the parking lot next door so I was hoping you might be able to take a quick look at it” Lori replies.

He smiles and replies, “Sure ma’am, not a problem.”   

I can’t help but ask myself why Lori is looking at him that way. Wait a minute, get a grip. Lori is splitting with Blake and is moving out of their apartment. This guy is hot, and it looks like theirs a mutual attraction, but I know Lori and there’s no way she would date another person so soon after a breakup.

We all walk together to her car as he takes the keys from Lori’s hand. He attempts to start the car but nothing.

“I know what it is,” he says with confidence. “Here those clicking sounds? That’s your starter. I’m a little backed up and all but I can get her fixed and back to you in a couple of days” he says to Lori.

“Just need your phone number so I can call you when she’s ready,” he says as hands Lori a little notepad that he removes from his shirt pocket with a pen.

Lori writes her name and number and hands it back to the guy. He looks at her writing and says, “Lorelai, pretty name. My name is Kyle.”

“Thank you so much, Kyle,” she says with a smile.

Lori looks at me and says, “Looks like we’re walking back to your house.”

“I can give you ladies a lift. It would be my pleasure” he says.

“Are you sure?” Lori asks as he smiles and says, “Yeah, I was about to close up for lunch anyway so It’s not a problem.”

Kyle gives me and Lori a ride back to my house and drops us off.

Lori looks at me with that look in her eyes that she always gets when she finds a guy to be attractive. “Oh my God, he’s so hot!” she exclaims.

I shake my head and reply, “You haven’t even moved your things out of your apartment with Blake yet” with sarcasm.

She laughs and says, “I didn’t say I wanted to do anything with the guy, I just think he’s hot is all.”

A couple of days later, Lori and her dad moved her things from the apartment back to her parent’s house. She and Blake were no longer an item and although they weren’t together for that long I know she’s upset and hurt over the way things went. If there was ever a time for me to confess my feelings it was now.

However, the more I think about this the more I’m starting to think that Flora is right. If I don’t say anything to Lori at some point, I’ll get over her and move on. I’ll find someone who loves me who I also love, and I can still have Lori in my life. The problem I have is that the person I want to love me is Lori and I can’t imagine being with anyone else.

It’s now the day before Joe’s major league debut and my dad is beyond excited. He’s been up since 9 AM with his Mets gear on and has been watching Sports Center on a continuous loop as the sportscaster talks about the Mets 25-year old rookie pitchers who hasn’t allowed a baserunner or hit in six appearances. My dad never misses a day at work. He’s gone in sick as a dog and even injured but he’s taken four days off, so he can watch his son realize his dream in person instead of in highlights on television. He’ll be attending all three games of my brother’s first series at home.

A little past noon my brother comes walking into the house with someone I haven’t seen in what seems like an eternity. “Kendrick!” I exclaim as I run to him and hug him tightly. He looks so different! He seems taller to me and he’s as muscular as I have ever seen him.

“Hey, Kristen,” he says to me as he smiles with his big bright smiles. “You look fantastic,” he says as I spin myself around and reply, “Thank you but so do you.”

He laughs and says, “You must be beating guys away with a stick” as I reply, “Not so much” and let out a nervous laugh.

Kendrick doesn’t know I’m gay. In fact, the only person who knows is Lori as I haven’t come out to anyone else. I had an internal battle with myself over this for years until I decided that it was no one’s business but my own. At least that’s what I told myself. The truth is that I’m too scared to deal with the reactions of the people that I love most. It’s not a big deal anyway. I mean, I haven’t found my special someone yet so why deal with something now that I may never have to deal with?

“How’s Los Angeles?” I ask Kendrick. He shrugs his shoulders and replies, “L.A. is alright. It’s not home though. I would have never thought that I would miss it around here so much, but I can’t complain.” We caught up for a little while until Kendrick left to go see his parents.

It’s the day of the game. I awaken from my sleep by the constant ringing of my cell phone. “Hello,” I say as I answer the call.

“Kristen where in the hell are you?! I had to open the store myself!” my boss Frank yells out.

“Frank, what are you talking about? I told you I was taking the day off for a family event” I reply with confusion.

“No, you didn’t! Get over here now!” he yells out.

“I told you over a week ago. I’m not coming in!” I yell back.

“Kristen, I’m going to say this one time! If you don’t get over here now don’t ever come here again!” he exclaims.

“What?! Are you serious?! I told you about this a week ago. I’ve come in sick, I’ve come in on off days for you and this is how you treat me?!” I yell into the phone.

“If you’re not here in 10 minutes you’re fired, Kristen!” Frank yells.

I can’t believe what’s happening right now. Can I close the store at 9 PM and make it to Queens before the game is over? I don’t know, and I can’t take the risk. I need to be there for my brother and if I wasn’t he would never forgive me.

“Frank, my brother is pitching for the Mets tonight for the first time ever at home. I can’t miss it” I explain.

He laughs and replies, “Record it. The longer you’re at home talking to me on the phone the longer it’s taking you to get to the store. Come in, now” he says calmly.

“You know what? I am going to record it just, so I can save it for memories, but I am not missing the game and I’m not coming in today. I quit!” I yell out and end the call.

It was a dead-end job anyway so what are the chances that I won’t be able to find another dead-end job? I can just talk to Sergio at the hall and ask if I can pick up another shift or two.

A little past 4 PM, my parents, Flora and Lori are at my house getting ready to leave. I look at Flora and ask, “Where’s Jess?”

“Baseball’s not her thing,” she says with a look that tells me she’s a little upset.

Being at the stadium was almost like a high school reunion of sorts. Kendrick and Joe’s friends from high school are seated around us, drinking beers and acting rowdy. The Dodgers jumped out ahead, the Mets tied the score, the Mets went ahead and then the Dodgers tied the score. 5-5 game in the 7th inning and I’m dying of thirst. I look at Flora and Lori and ask if anyone wants a drink as Flora says, “I’ll take a walk with you.”

We’re online at the concession stand when I think I hear a familiar voice a few feet in front of me at the concession stand ordering a soda and a hot dog. I look at Flora and say, “Deja vu” as she looks at me with curiosity. “Holy shit! Is that who I think it is?!”

“Brianna?” I say as who I think is Brianna passes by me. The woman turns and faces me. “It is Brianna!”

“Kristen?” she says with amazement as I smile and ask, “What are you doing here?”

She smiles and says, “He’s worked so hard and had so many setbacks to get here. I wouldn’t miss this for anything.”

“How are your parents?” she asks as I smile and say, “They’re great and they, of course, are both here.”

“Lori?” she asks as I smiled and reply, “She’s here too.” “How are you? I would think with your parents still living next door I would see more of you” I say.

“You would think so, but my schedule is insane. I’ve been meaning to see my parent’s, but something always seems to come up.”

“What are you doing with yourself?” I ask with curiosity.

“I’m an account executive for an advertising agency in the city,” she says to me.

“How rude of me. Brianna this is my friend Flora, this is my brother’s Brianna, I mean Brianna” I stumble.

“Nice to me you Flora,” Brianna says as Flora replies the same.

“Well, it was nice to see you. Tell Joe I said hi, will you?” she asks.

“I could do that, or you could do that yourself. He’s staying at home for a while until he gets settled” I explain.

“He is?” she asks with an intrigued tone to her voice as I smile and nod my head.

“Maybe I will,” she says with a smile as I reply, “Please do. I know he would love to see you” I say as she smiles brightly and walks away.

Flora looks at me and asks, “That’s the woman whose picture your brother still carries with him?” with a smile as I nod my head and reply, “One in the same.”

My brother was put into the game in the 8th inning, 3 up and 3 down. The Mets won the game in the 10th. We waited for Joe after the game with the stadium practically all but empty. My brother exits the dugout in his street clothes and smiles. I take a picture of my dad and my brother embraced in a tight hug a few feet from the pitcher’s mound. As they let go of their embrace and begin to walk toward the seats I see Joe look up and toward the right. I look in the same direction to see Brianna who waves at him, smiles and walks away.

We all get back to my parents’ house a little past11 PM and start to party. My parents, Joe, Kendrick, Flora, Lori and a few of Kendrick and Joe’s friends from high school.

Kendrick looks at Lori and says, “Damn girl, you look fine. You know in the day I had a rule about dating younger girls but now I can make an exception.”

Lori laughs and replies, “You’re so full of shit. I can’t even keep track of the number of times you asked me out in high school. Besides, aren’t you dating a runway model or something?” Kendrick laughs and replies, “Yeah, something like that but enough about her, let’s talk more about you. What color panties are you wearing?”

Lori laughs and asks, “What color panties should I be wearing?”

Kendrick looks like he’s deep in thought. He smiles and replies, “Red thongs” as he nods his head.

Lori shakes her head and replies, “Assuming I’m even wearing panties” with a flirtatious tone to her voice.

Kendrick’s eyes open wide as he asks, “Well, are you?”

Lori is trying to control her laughter but can’t as she begins to laugh. She looks at him seductively and replies, “Wouldn’t you like to know” as he nods his head and says with laughter, “That’s why I’m asking” as they both laugh.

As I watch Kendrick and Lori interact it feels like we’re teenagers again and as if nothing has changed. Kendrick and Lori have always had this joking flirtatious sexual banter since Joe and Kendrick started hanging out nonstop all those years ago and it continues all night long.

As we’re all hanging out and enjoying drinks Kendrick appears on the television as one of his many commercial endorsements plays on the screen, this one for Gatorade.

Lori looks at Kendrick and in mocking manner says, “Gatorade, what fuels me!” as she laughs.

“Hey, L.A. is expensive, and Ferrari’s don’t pay for themselves,” he says with a comical tone as Lori replies, “I wouldn’t think so, but Ferrari’s are out of reach for educators such as myself.”

Kendrick takes a sip of his drink and says, “Path of least resistance. All you have to do is get with a tall, dark handsome man such as me who can afford Ferrari’s and presto, you too now have a Ferrari” as Lori laughs and smiles.

“Are you trying to bribe me?” she asks with amusement as he replies, “Only if it’s working” as Lori shakes her head and laughs.

“You haven’t changed at all,” she says with a combination of amusement and seriousness as Kendrick replies, “If you omit my now devasting good looks, spectacular physique and millions of dollars then yeah I haven’t changed at all,” he says with a comedic tone.

“You’re the worst,” Lori says as Kendrick puffs out his chest and says, “Not in bed.” 

The small gathering breaks up close to 1 AM as my parents head off to bed.

“I’m going to head off now,” Flora says to me. I can tell she’s upset so I ask, “Flora, is there something you need to talk about?”

She quickly shakes her head and replies, “No, I’m fine. I’ll see you at work this weekend.”

I walk Flora to her car and give her a tight hug. She gets into her car and drives off into the darkness.

“Is she okay?” Lori asks me as I reply, “I’m not sure. Something’s up but she doesn’t seem to want to talk about it.”

Lori and I walk down the driveway and into the backyard of the house to find Joe sitting at the patio table sipping on a beer and gazing up at the sky. He smiles at both of us as he takes another sip and gazes off into the night sky again. We walk into the kitchen and begin to clean up.

“It’s stuffy in here,” Lori says as she opens a kitchen window. As we clean up I hear the gate in our driveway open and shut. I look out the window to see Brianna walking toward Joe. I turn off the kitchen light and grab Lori as we both crouch down below the opened window.

“Brianna? What are you doing here?” Joe asks with surprise.

“I bumped into your sister at the stadium and she told me that you were staying here. I figured I would stop by to congratulate you but I kind of lost track of time. I didn’t realize how late it was until I got out of my car. Anyway, congratulations Joe you deserve it. I think I’m going to go” she says.

“No! I mean you don’t have to go. Have a seat Brie” Joe says to her.

“Have one of those for me?” she asks as he smiles, goes into a small cooler, opens a beer and hands it to her.

“You look great,” he says as she replies, “Thanks, so do you.”

“I saw you after the game today,” he says as she quickly replies, “You were with your family and it looked like you all were having a moment, so I didn’t want to intrude. Is it what you imagined it to be, I mean finally making it to the majors?”

“Yeah, it’s great. After struggling to get there for so long I think I appreciate it more. I was close to hanging them up” he explains.

“You were not going to quit,” she says with surprise.

“Yeah, I was. I decided that if I didn’t make it in spring training that was going to be it” he says to her.

“Wow, I would have never imagined,” she says to Joe.

There is now total silence and it’s making me uneasy. Tell her you, idiot! I scream out in my head.

“Brie, I’ve been meaning to say something to you for a long time now,” he says.

“What would that be?” she asks with curiosity.

“I’m so sorry,” he says with sincerity.

“What are you sorry for Joe?” she asks.

“I chose minor league baseball over you. I could have gone to school with you and played baseball there, but I didn’t. I know that’s why you broke up with me, so I just needed to tell you that I’m sorry. Not a day has passed that I don’t regret doing what I did” he says.

“It’s okay Joe, it’s been a long time but thank you. I have to work in the morning so I’m going to head next door and get some sleep” she says.

I hear a chair slide across the paving stone patio and the sound of shoes clicking on the stone.

“Brie!” Joe yells out as I squeeze Lori’s arm so tight she looks at me with her eyes wide open and says, “Ow” in a low voice as I loosen my Kung Fu grip.

“What is it Joe?” she asks with her voice quivering.

“I need to say something. The day you broke up with me is to this day the worst day of my life. Not getting hurt over and again in the minors. Not getting released, it’s the day you broke up with me. Not a day goes by that I don’t think about you. I sometimes call your cell phone just to hear your voice” he says with all seriousness.

“Stalker,” she says with an uncomfortable comedic tone.

He lets out a small laugh and says, “I’m not with anyone are you with anyone?” he asks with hope.

“No, why are you asking?” she replies.

“Well, I’m home now. I was thinking If you’re not seeing anyone and I’m not seeing anyone maybe, we can see each other?” he asks.

“Joe, we’re not the same people anymore. I’m going to go” she says.

Don’t let her leave! Tell her how you feel! I scream out in my head.

As I again hear the clicking of shoes on the stone Joe yells out, “I’ve never stopped loving you!”

I hear the clicking on the stone come to a stop.

“What did you say?” she asks with her voice breaking.

“I’ve never stopped loving you, Brie. I know it sounds crazy and I know we’re not 18 anymore and I know we’ve barely seen each other over the years but it’s the way I feel. I would give this up if it means I can have another chance with you.”

“Give up? What would you give up Joe?” she asks with her voice quivering.

“Baseball! If I had to choose between you and baseball I would never play another game. All I want in this world is a second chance with you, Brie” he says. I can’t believe what I’m hearing!

“You, kind of still like me, huh?” she asks with her voice breaking.

“No, I still love you, Brie,” he says with conviction.

“I couldn’t let you quit baseball. That would be crazy” she says in a low voice. I can tell she’s crying by the sound of her voice as I look at Lori to see her eyes filled with tears.

I can’t take it anymore! I grab Lori by her arm as we both rise to our feet. We’re now both staring at Joe and Brianna through the open window in the dark.

“How can you still love me after all this time?” she asks.

He smiles, takes out his wallet, opens it, removes the picture and hands it to her.

Tears are now streaming down her cheeks. “Joe…” she begins to say as he cuts her off and says, “I know it’s insane, I know it is but it’s the truth. I still love you Brie and I want to be with you. We can take things slow but there’s a reason why you’re not with anyone and I know it’s the same reason why I’m not. We belong together, we have always belonged together” as he walks to her and places his hand on her cheek.

I look at Lori who now has tears streaming from her eyes matching the tears that are streaming from my eyes.

Joe leans in as does Brianna as they’re lips meet. They slowly pull away from each other as Brianna says, “I still love you too. I’ve followed every step of your career and even though I wasn’t with you I was always watching. When I bumped into Kristen and she told me you were here at home I knew I had to see you. Not day has passed that I haven’t thought about you. You were my best friend” she says with laughter through her tears.

“That’s the most romantic thing I’ve ever seen in my life,” Lori says lowly with tears still streaming down her cheeks.

That’s how I feel about you, Lori! We’re also best friends and I love you. I want with you what our parents have with each other. I want with you what Joe and Brianna have together. I’m so in love with you that I just can’t be friends with you anymore. Be with me! I want to say to her at this very moment, but I don’t. Instead, I look at Lori and reply in a low voice of my own, “Yeah it is.”

As I lay in bed I can’t stop thinking about Joe and Brianna. It’s been almost 8 years since they were a couple but no matter how much time has passed their feelings for each other never changed. Maybe Flora is wrong? Maybe what I feel for Lori is never going to go away. Maybe I’m never going to get over her. If that’s the case then I need to tell her how I feel. How can I just be her best friend when I’m so in love with her? I’m starting to feel as lost and scared as I’ve ever been.

It’s nice not working at the camera store but I do miss the steady check. I’ve managed to save up a decent amount of money since my parents don’t charge me rent and all my bills consist of my cell phone and car insurance, but I do need a new job. The problem is that I can’t seem to find anything in my field that I want to do. All I know is that I’m not going back to retail but at least I still have my gig at the hall.

I wake up much later than usual as I had trouble sleeping. I tossed and turned all night long and for whatever reason just couldn’t get comfortable. I’m lying in bed thinking about what to do with myself for the day when I hear my mom yelling at my dad at the top of her lungs. I jump out of bed and slowly open my door. I walk to the top of the stair and stop.

“Joe, you promised me! You promised that you’re were going to retire!” my mom yells out.

“Stacie, I promised I would retire, I didn’t say when!” my dad yells back at her.

“Richard, for once, stop thinking about other people’s families and think of your own! Your son is playing baseball professionally. Your daughter is finished with college. The house is almost paid off. We don’t have massive debt. You have a great pension and we’ll be fine financially, so why? Why?!” my mom vents.

“I’m not ready to retire damn it!” my dad yells out.

“I don’t know how much longer I can do this Richard. God knows I love you but I’m sick and tired of worrying and living around your job. I never wanted you to take the job, to begin with, but you did, and I’ve dealt with it. I’ve dealt with you not being at home for days. I’ve dealt with you getting called in and leaving the house at all hours of the night, during birthdays, special occasions and anniversaries, I’ve dealt with it. I want you home!” she cries out.

“I’m too young to retire, Stacie and I’m home all the time!” he yells out.

“Bullshit, Richard. There’s always an excuse with you! Sometimes, when you're home you’re only here physically. This job is going to kill you in one way or another and I can’t keep watching it happen to you!” my cries out.

“You know what?! Stop being an RN!” my dad yells out with sarcasm.

“Damn it, Richard, it’s not the same and you know it! 23 years is enough! This job has taken years away from both of our lives and I don’t want this anymore!” my mom seethes.

“What do you want Stacie?!” my dad asks with fury.

“I want you! Every time you’re at work and I hear about an officer being shot I become a wreck, a fucking wreck. Every time you’re at work and the phone rings I can’t help but think the worst. I can’t live like this. You’re working with borrowed time.” my mom cries out through tears.

“What are you saying?” my dad asks.

“I’m saying you need to choose. It’s me or it’s your fucking job. I love you. You know I do but if you love me you’ll retire. No more, Richard, no more. It would break my heart, but no more” my mom says with a seriousness I never heard before.

There’s silence for a moment.

“Okay, Stacie. Let me wrap up this last case and I’ll hand in my gun and shield” he says solemnly.

“Promise me. Promise me on our marriage and on our kids that when you finish this last case, you’re done” she cries.

“I promise,” my dad says.

I slowly walk down the stairs to find my parents hugging in the middle of the living room. My mom wipes the tears from her face and looks at me.

“Good afternoon. A little late for job hunting, no?” she says.

“I had trouble sleeping but I’ll be up bright and early tomorrow” I reply.

My mom kisses my dad and kisses me on the cheek as she leaves the house for work.

I look at my dad and ask, “Do you really mean what you said to mom?”

“Guess you heard that. You know your mom worries too much” he says.

“It’s not just mom, dad. It’s also me, Joe, grandma, grandpa, uncle Dave, and aunt June. So, did you really mean what you said?” I ask with concern.

My dad looks at me and nods his head. “I’m going for a walk,” he says as he gives me a quick hug and walks out the front door.

I hope beyond all hope that my dad keeps his promise.

I go to work on Friday night at the call and look for Sergio.

“Sergio I was wondering if I can pick up another shift or two?” I ask with hope.

Sergio looks at me and replies, “You know we only do weddings on Friday and Saturday nights. Your services aren’t needed for any other type of party. Believe me, I’ve tried to sell it but there are no takers. However, if we somehow manage to book a Sunday wedding than I don’t have a problem giving you the shift. I wish there was something I can do for you but there isn’t unless you want to work as a server?” he tells me.

I shake my head and reply, “I would be the worst server in the world so thanks but no thanks.”

I walk into the lobby of the hall racking my brain as to what I’m going to do for income. $550 a week isn’t going to cut it. I stop racking my brain as Flora walks into the lobby in her server outfit. She looks even more upset than when she left my house after Joe’s game.

“Hey Flora,” I say with a smile as she replies, “Hello, Kristen.”

“Are you okay? You look upset” I say to her.

She shakes her head and replies, “All is fine and dandy, love” as she walks into the main hall and into the kitchen with me following behind her.

“Well if there’s something you need to talk about you know I’m here for you,” I say as she smiles and replies, “I know.”

It’s a weird night. It just feels off. Flora is not herself and she’s so distant. She has a look of sadness on her face that I’ve never seen before. I want to help her, but I can’t if she won’t let me. No matter what I do or say to her I can’t make her laugh or even smile. I’m worried about her.

The next night at the hall and Flora seems to be a bit worse for wear. The reception tonight is out of control! The bride and groom are in the early twenties as is most of the reception. It’s loud and rowdy and a couple of fights break out as I take pictures with a combination of shock and amazement. The reception begins to break up early as the cops show up. Where in the hell is Flora? I think to myself.

I go into the kitchen and ask, “Has anyone seen Flora?!” as one of the cooks, Hector replies in broken English, “Owsigh” as he points to the fire door that doesn’t work. The cooks use it to sit outside to smoke and sneak drinks as do some of the servers.

I open the fire door to find Flora smoking a cigarette and drinking a beer as she sits on the steps and stares off into the night.

“You smoke?!” I yell out as Flora jumps for a moment and yells out, “Blimey! Kristen, you scared the bloody hell out of me!” as I laugh. From the tone of her voice and I can tell she’s drunk.

“I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to” I reply.

“I really don’t smoke but sometimes I do smoke a fag or two,” she says to me.

I take a seat on the step next to her and say, “Flora, please tell me what’s wrong.”

“Nothing is wrong, Kristen,” she says in a voice that tells me something is wrong!

“Damn it, Flora. We’re friends and as a friend, I’m here for you. Just tell me what’s wrong. I know something is wrong and you’re starting to piss me off.”

Flora flicks the cigarette to the side of her and takes a sip from the bottle of beer. She looks at me with tears in her eyes and says, “Jess and I are over.”

I’m stunned! Granted I’m not all too fond of Jessica but I know how in love Flora is with her. I thought they were both happy and I can’t imagine what happened.

“Flora, what happened?” I ask with concern and curiosity.

“We’ve been having issues for a bit. I felt like I was trying to force us to see each other. She would have one excuse after another. The drive is too long for me, the drive is too long for her, she has a ton of work she needs to catch up on and things like that. We had plans for dinner, a couple of days before your brothers, game. She called me and said she was sorry that she had to cancel but she had a last-minute business trip that she had to leave for first thing in the AM.  I told her that I would come over and help her pack her things, but she insisted that she didn’t need help. I knew something wasn’t right. I felt it in my body. After my shift at the bar, I got into my motor and made the drive to her apartment. It took me forever to find a parking spot, but I did. I walked a few blocks to her apartment and rang the bell but no answer. I know that she keeps her spare key under the desk in the lobby, so I buzzed another apartment to get into the lobby and grabbed the spare key. I let myself into her apartment, so I could surprise her. I just wanted to spend some time with her before she left for her trip. The surprise was on me. I walked into her bedroom, flicked on the light and yelled out, “Surprise baby!” She was startled but so was her boss. They were both nude in bed and spooning. It was a bloody nightmare. She rolled out of bed and grabbed her robe as I ran out of her apartment and she chased after me. She stopped me just outside the elevator as I pounded on the button. She told me that she was sorry, but she hasn’t been happy for a while. That she wanted to end things with me for some time, but she kept putting it off. That she cared about me but wasn’t in love with me anymore. That by spending so much time with Trevor she fell in love with him. I asked her how long it had been going on and she told me 8 months. 8 bloody months.”

“I’m so sorry Flora,” I say to her. She’s in so much pain that it’s making me want to cry.

“I thought I was going to spend the rest of my life with her. I thought that she loved me and wanted the same thing. For eight bloody fucking months, our life together has been a lie. A total and complete lie!”

She smashes the bottle of beer onto the steps below and begins to cry. I grab a hold of her as she cries onto my shoulder and holds onto me tightly.

“How many of those did you have tonight?” I ask.

She smiles and replies, “6 or maybe 10. I don’t know, I’ve lost count” she says.

“Come on, I’ll drive you home,” I say to her as we walk down the steps and into the back of the building. We walk to my car and begin to drive to her apartment.

As I drive she’s just staring out the passenger window and hasn’t said a word since we left the hall. I’m worried about her. She’s drunk, emotional and I don’t want to leave her alone. I park my car in front of the house she lives in and say, “I’m exhausted. Is it cool if I crash with you tonight?” she nods her head.

We exit the car and enter her basement apartment. She doesn’t have much inside but it’s always clean spotless and neat. “I sometimes think that you don’t even live here,” I say with a comical tone as she walks expressionless to the refrigerator and grabs two beers. We clink bottles as she says to me, “I don’t know if I’m ever going to get over this.” I spend the night at Flora’s cuddled in her bed with her as she cries. I stroke her hair as she cries non-stop in pain. Flora needs me and she’s one of my best friends. I’m going to do whatever I can to help her get over this. I know she would be here for me if I needed her.

I awake in the morning to a still sleeping Flora. When I get out of bed she awakes. “What time is it?” she asks.

“A little past 7 AM” I reply. “So, what do you want to do today?” I ask her.

“Not a thing. I’m going to sit here, watch the tele and go to work tonight” she replies.

“Awesome sounds like a plan” I reply.

“You don’t have anything to do?” she asks with surprise as I shake my head and reply, “Nope, I’m unemployed.”

Over the last two month, I’ve spent as much time as possible with Flora. I think she’s starting to come around. She’s joking around again and her smile is starting to come back but I know that Lori is getting jealous. Flora seems complete back to herself when she’s bartending. She has a glow about her when she talks to the patrons and she’s seems so comfortable and happy. There’s still an ever-present sadness to her but I think as the days pass it’s starting to disappear.

“So, what do you want to do tonight?” I ask Flora.

She smiles and says, “I have a date” as I open my mouth wide.

“With who?” I ask with a smile.

“She’s a friend of one of my regulars. Her picture looks good, so I figured why not.”

“Blind date?” I say as she smiles and nods her head, “A blind date indeed.”

I’m happy for her but I feel a bit upset and I don’t know why. It’s great that she’s going on a date. Maybe they hit it off and fall in love. Maybe Jess cheating on her is the best thing to happen to her. So why am I upset? Maybe we’ve just been spending so much time together that I feel that this girl is going to take up all her time? What am I thinking? One date does not equate to a relationship.

A little over a month later and Flora seems happy. She’s been seeing Francesca one and off since the blind date and seems to like her. Whenever she tries to talk to me about her I change the subject but why? Am I jealous of their blossoming relationship? I think maybe that’s it. I had become accustomed to seeing her almost every day, but I don’t so much anymore. She’s starting anew but here I am still trying to figure out what to do about Lori.

I’m home watching television on a random Wednesday night when I get a text from Lori. “I’m starving. Pick me up” reads the text. “I’m not hungry” I reply as she texts back, “So watch me eat!” I grab my wallet and keys and make the short drive to Lori’s parents’ house as she waits for me outside. A short few minutes later we’re at our booth at the diner.

“Thanks for fitting me in,” she says to me with a sarcastic smile.

“We hang out all the time” I reply with confusion.

She shakes her head and says, “Correction. You hang out with Flora all the time. I barely see you anymore. I call you I get voicemail. I text you and you text me back hours later. I’m sure Flora doesn’t get this treatment from you.”

“Whatever,” I say sarcastically as Lori places her order and I order a plate of celery sticks with blue cheese dressing.

“So, what’s new?” I ask.

“How nice of you to ask” she replies and continues, “Remember that mechanic guy, Kyle that works next door?” she asks.

“Blond hair dude that’s ripped to shreds? I have a slight recollection” I reply.

“Well, I went to work out last month and to my surprise there he was. We go to the same gym” she says to me with a smile.

“And?” I ask with curiosity.

“Well, he’s really shy but I think he likes me. He’s so different from the guys I usually date. He’s such a gentleman and he’s so polite. His uncle who owns the repair shop had a heart attack, so he left his life in Georgia to help. He’s an ASE Certified Technician and wants to open his own shop. He’s twenty-seven and is an only child. His parents own a dairy farm in Georgia that he worked on as a kid” she says to me.

“You seem to know a lot about him,” I say with sarcasm while trying to hide my jealousy and despair.

“We talk from time to time at the gym. Besides it’s nice to have someone to talk to from time to time since my best friend is always hanging out and ignoring me for some British chick” she says to me as she rolls her eyes.

“What does Flora being British have to do with anything?” I ask with confusion.

“How does her stupid accent not drive you insane?” she asks me sarcastically.

“Now her accent is stupid? This is so like you” I say as I shake my head.

She looks at with a smirk and takes a bite of her salad.

“You have plenty of friends beside me. There’s Ashley, Bernadette, Anna, Mira, Michelle and tons of others” I say with disbelief.

“True but I don’t spend every waking moment with them” she quickly replies. “Besides everyone you just named I just so happen to work with,” she says smugly.

“Lori, I work with Flora,” I say with a smirk of my one as a snap off a bit of celery.  “Why are we even talking about this?” I ask with confusion.

She smiles and replies, ‘You’re right so, do you think it would be weird if I asked him out?” she asks.

“Ask who out?” I ask as she looks at me as if I’ve lost my mind and replies, “Kyle.”

“Very weird!” I say with disgust. “If he likes you he’ll ask you out.”

“Okay, then. What’s Flora up to tonight?” she asks with a smirk.

I grab another celery stick and snap off a bite. “She’s with Francesca” I reply as I roll my eyes.

Lori laughs and looks at me as she takes another bite of her salad.

“What’s so funny?” I ask with annoyance.

“A bit jealous, are we?” she replies with a question.

“No! Not even!” I yell out as she continues to laugh.

“Whatever,” she says as if mocking me.

“You a bit jealous?” I ask with sarcasm.

Lori takes another bit of her salad and nods her head. “Honestly, yes a little bit. You’re supposed to be my best friend. I feel like I’m being replaced.”

“Seriously? Lori, I’m sorry. It’s just that I was worried about her is all. Anyway, she seems to be back on track” I reply.

She lets out a laugh and replies, “Oh, so now I can hope that you’ll grace me with your presence again from time to time since British chick is dating again?”

I shake my head and roll my eyes.

“You know it would be nice to hang out with both of you but of course I would need an invite for that to happen. Of course, that’s If you want me around” she says with sarcasm.

“I’ve invited you” I reply with disbelief.

“Yeah like three times and all during the week. I work, and I can’t go out partying on a random night during the week. Besides I don’t know how fond Flora would be with me around anyway” she replies.

“What? We’re nothing more than friends and she’s dating?” I reply with shock.

“She’s on a date to break things up between you and Jessica. She’ll see this girl for a bit and then she’s going after you” she says as a matter of fact.

“Lori, you have lost your mind. Flora is not interested in me and even if she were it has to be a two-way street” I reply.

Lori lets out a sarcastic laugh and replies, “So you have no interest in the British chick with dark blue eyes and long blond hair who also has an amazing body?”

“No, but even if I did what’s the issue?” I replied shaking my head in disbelief.

“I don’t want to see you get hurt again is all. Honestly, I don’t see a scenario where you get with Flora and it doesn’t end badly” she explains.

“Thank you so much for your unneeded vote of confidence but no need to worry. Flora and I are just friends are there are no romantic feelings between us at all” I say as a matter of fact.

“Great” she replies as I reply, “Awesome.”

“All I want is to spend more time with you, Kristen,” Lori says apologetically.

“I know and I’m sorry. I promise that I’ll make more time for you” I say with assurance. 

After eating I drop Lori off and park my car in the driveway. As I’m walking into the house my cell phone rings. Why is Sergio calling me? I wonder.

“Hey, Sergio, what’s up?”

“Kristen, I’m just calling to let you know that you have six months off” he replies.

“Why am I getting a six-months off?” I ask with fear.

“Renovations. We’ll be closed for at least six months if not longer until the hall is fully renovated. I’ll be in touch as soon as things are almost complete” he says.

“Okay then, great” I reply.

Fuck! I just went from having two jobs to having no jobs! What am I going to do?! I yell out to myself in my head. I’m 23 and I’m going nowhere fast. I need to get my act together, but I have no idea what I’m going to do with myself. Well at least I can hang out with Lori on the weekends now I think to myself which brings a smile to my face.

I thought I would be able to hang out with Lori more, but she went ahead and did what I told her not to do. She asked Kyle out and he gladly accepted. They’ve only gone out less than a handful of times, but I know she’s into him. She’s as happy as I have seen her in a while, but it always starts out like this with guys. It’s not that I don’t want her to be happy, I just want her to be happy with me. For all the crap she had given me at dinner about me not making time for her she’s now doing the same exact thing!

A week later, it’s now a Friday. I text Lori to tell her that I want to hang out with her at Flora’s bar. She texts me back and replies, “Yes! Terrible week! Let’s get white girl wasted like back in college” with a smiley face emoji.

It’s around 7 PM when Lori comes strolling into my house. She looks hot! She’s wearing a pair of tight jeans and a tight half shirt that exposes her fit abs. Her hair has a wet look to it. I give her a hug hello. As we embrace the smell of her hair and perfume is intoxicating.

“What a shit week! The kids have been maniacs, parents are being assholes and my principal is doing nothing to help me out. Tonight, I’m drinking it all away” she says with a laugh.

We order an Uber and a little over an hour later we’re at Flora’s bar in Levittown. To my surprise, the bar is more full than usual.

“Hey Dutchess, another round!” a man at the bar yells out as I think to myself, Dutchess? Flora pours two drafts and places them in front of the man. She looks at me and Lori and smiles as she looks at two older guys at the bar and tells them to get up.

“You know, we’re regulars” one of the men states as Flora smiles and replies, “Yes, Gary you and Frank are regulars but those two are much hotter. Besides it would not be gentlemanly of either of you two make two beautiful girls stand while you two remain seated. Besides, two rounds on me for the inconvenience” she says.

Flora looks at me and says, “Yes, you remembered to bring your camera” as I reply, “Of course.”

Lori smiles at the men and says, “Thank you, Gary, and thank you Frank” as she takes a seat one of the now vacant stools. I take a seat next to her and the binge drinking begins.

I can’t help but notice how carefree Flora seems to be behind the bar. She’s cracking jokes, joke flirting with older guys and laughing hysterically. As the night progresses the bar becomes more packed. A guy orders a round of shots for the bar and yells out, “To the Dutchess. We’re all going to miss you!” as the patrons hoot and holler and slam their empty shot glasses to the bar.

“Where are you going?” I ask Flora as she shrugs her shoulders and replies, “Not quite sure yet but I shouldn’t have much problem finding another gig. The bar is being sold and the new owner is a wanker. He hit on me nonstop the day we met, and I can’t work for him so I’m leaving.”

“When?” I ask as she quickly replies, “This is it, love. Last shift.”

Lori and I were having a great time as we both drink and I take countless pictures. Little by little the bar starts to clear. Lori wasn’t joking when she said she wanted to get white girl wasted. It’s now close to closing time as Lori leaves the bar and heads for the bathroom.

“So how is Francesca?” I ask Flora.

She scrunches up her face and replies, “We’re not going to see each other anymore.”

With surprise I reply, “Why not? I thought everything was good.”

She nods her head and says, “Yeah, kind of was but we’re too different. She doesn’t really get my sense of humor and she’s a bit uptight. She kind of reminds me of Jess which is a complete turnoff.”

“Oh, but how was she when you two…well you know?” I ask with curiosity.

She opens her eyes wide and replies, “Wouldn’t no! We, of course, kissed and messed around a bit but when we did I just didn’t feel anything. Either way, it was good for me. To be honest, I haven’t thought about Jess in a while so if anything, I’m thankful for that.”

Why am I so happy right now? I think to myself.

She pours two shots and says, “To new beginnings” as I reply, “Cheers, mate.”

“Mate? Really Kristen?” she says with laughter as I shrug my shoulders and let out a laugh of my own. We drink the shots and as I put my glass down here comes Lori attempting to walk straight.

Lori laughs and starts to laugh hysterically. “I’m wasted” she laughs out loud. I may be a bit drunk but not even close to Lori drunk.

I look at Flora and say, “I should get her home” as Flora looks at me like I’m crazy. She shakes her head and says, “This party is just getting started.”

It’s now just past 2:30 AM as Flora locks the door behind the last patron as Lori dances a few feet from the bar by herself, with a drink in her hand, as the jukebox plays. I can’t take my eyes off her! I turn and face Flora whose, still standing behind the bar. She looks at me, raises her eyebrows and shakes her head as her cell phone goes off with the notification of a text message.

She smiles and yells out, “Party on!” as she walks out from behind the bar and unlocks the door to the bar. From that point on a steady stream of people, mostly from the catering hall file in. I can’t help but look at Flora as if she’s lost her mind.

“Does your boss know about this?” I ask with drunken curiosity.

“What’s he going to do, fire me? This is my last shift so relax” she says with a smile.

At a little past 6 AM, Flora locks the door to the bar as we all stumble into the morning light. Lori can barely walk but she’s laughing hysterically, at what I don’t know.

I’m in rough shape but I’m nowhere near where Lori is. I can tell that Flora is feeling good but is nowhere near where I’m at.

“So, ladies, plans for today?” she asks me and Lori as I shrug my shoulders and Lori says, “Sleep. I need to sleep like right now.”

“I should get her home,” I say as Flora smiles and replies, “Or you two can go to my place. We can order some breakfast and lounge for a while.”

I look at Lori as she again laughs and says, “I want breakfast.”

“Sounds like a plan,” I say to Flora as we begin to make the short walk to Flora’s car. Lori can barely walk so I put her left arm around my neck as Flora places her right arm around her neck.

“I love you, Kristen,” Lori says with drunken laughter as she continues, “I’m so wasted” with a giggle.

We make the drive to Flora’s basement apartment in Hempstead. It’s a completely open space with a small stove, refrigerator, a few cabinets on the wall and round kitchen table. She has a queen size bed on the opposite side of the apartment and in the center a couch, love seat and a flat screen television that sits on a television stand. She has a large closet that also contains her dresser.

“Excuse the mess,” she says to us as we enter.

“This place is immaculate,” I say to her as if she’s crazy, but she doesn’t reply.

“So, what do you two want to order?” Flora asks as Lori yells out, “Banana pancakes and a side of bacon!” I go with a bacon egg and cheese on a roll as Flora goes with the same. She places a call to a diner a few miles away and plops down on the couch.

Lori goes to Flora’s bed and throws herself face down right in the middle. “Your sheets smell great,” she says with laughter as Flora smirks and shakes her head.

“Hey, the food is going to be here soon. Don’t pass out” Flora says, as Lori yells out, “Sleep sounds so good.”

I take a seat on the couch next to Flora and say, “She’s not going to make it much longer. I give her five minutes at most.”

“Kristen! Kristen!” Lori yells out as I yell out, “Yeah, Lori.”

“I love you, Kristen. You know I love you right? I love you Kris” she says drunkenly as I reply “I know you do. I love you too.”

Flora looks at me and giggles, “If she only really knew” as I open my eyes wide and glare at Flora with daggers in my eyes.

“Did she just call you Kris?” Flora asks as I nod my head.

“Yeah, she goes from Kristen to Kris to K and then lights out” I explain. Flora looks amused.

“Kris, I think I’m going to be sick,” she says as Flora looks at me with terror.

“She’s not going to become ill on my bed, is she?” she asks with concern as I smile and shake my head.

“K, I need sleep,” Lori says as I ask, “What about breakfast?”

“I don’t want breakfast K, I want to sleep,” she says in a low voice. I know she’s about to crash hard.

Not even a minute later, Lori is asleep face down on Flora’s bed. I walk over to the bed and roll her over to her side and place a pillow beneath her head. I remove her sneakers and place them on the floor. I pull the sheets from under her body and place them over her.

Flora looks at me and says, “You know her well” as I smile and respond, “Yeah I do.”

When the food arrives, I try to eat my sandwich but it’s going down like glass. Flora eats half of her sandwich and places the other half into the fridge.

“Can I ask you something?” I ask Flora as she smiles and nods her head.

“Why don’t you ever talk about your family?” I ask with curiosity.

“I guess I don’t have much to say about them” she replies with a sadness in her voice.

“Do you speak to them much?” I ask as she shakes her head and replies, “Not since I left when was 18.”

I’m dumbfounded. She told me that her dad wanted her to go to law school and when she decided not too he cut her off. I had assumed that this had taken place after she graduated from college. Come to think of it, we’ve been friends for years, but I never asked her about college at all.

“I thought your dad wanted you to go to law school?” I asked with confusion.

Flora looks embarrassed. She looks down at the floor and then locks onto my face. She takes a deep breath and says, “Sometimes lying is more convenient than dealing with the truth. I didn’t want you to judge me.”

“I wouldn’t judge you, Flora. We’re friends and friends can tell each other anything” I say with a reassuring voice.

“My mum met my father when she was twenty-two. She worked as a waitress in the city and met my dad when he was there on a business trip. He was married and fifty-two years old. He swept her off her feet. Whenever he came to New York on business they would get together. His affair resulted in me. When he found out she was pregnant he moved her into an apartment in Manhattan. Shortly after I was born he moved us into a flat in London. A few months later she left me on his doorstep and took off back to the states. His wife couldn’t have children, so I was a constant reminder of his infidelity. One would think she would have left him but being as materialistic as she is she stuck around in a loveless marriage. He was always away on business and working and she spent her time on an almost permanent holiday. My father never denied me anything except for his love. He just one of those people incapable of showing affection. I was raised by various nannies and by the time I was ten I longed for an escape. All I wanted was to be loved and to have a family but I had neither. By the time I turned 18 the only reason I had to stay was Abigail.  After Abigail, I had no reason to remain in London. I tracked down my mum’s birth certificate and hoped that I would be able to find her. The address on her birth certificate was this very house.  Using the money, I had saved from birthday’s and holidays I packed a bag and purchased a plane ticket to New York” she explains.

“What did you do when you got here?” I asked with anticipation.

“I took a cab to this address and knocked on the front door. A frail old woman answered the door. I asked the woman if she had any idea as to where I could find Gabriel Ferguson. She looked at me with stunned silence and asked what I wanted with Gabriel. I told the woman that Gabriel was my mum and that I had come from London to find her. She invited me inside and when I entered she hugged me so tightly I could barely breathe. The old woman was my nana. She asked me not to hate my mum. That my mum did what she did because she knew that my father could give me a life she could never. That she knew that my father would never leave his wife and when my mum came to the realization she decided to leave me with him. I asked my nana of she knew where my mum was. She placed her hand on my cheek and told me that my mum was with the angels.  My mum had passed away without me ever have met her. She passed away when her car was struck by a drunk driver. I had missed her by a few months” she explains with tears in her eyes.

“I’m so sorry, Flora, I had no idea. Does your nana still live here?” I ask.

Flora shakes her head and replies, “She too is now with the angels. She left me the house in her will. I live here in the basement and rent the house to a tenant. It’s enough to cover the real estate taxes with a bit left over at the end of the month. I didn’t have much time with her but for the first time, I felt what it was like to be loved and to have a family” with a tear falling from her eye.

I wipe the tear from her face and understand why Flora seems so at ease and happy behind the bar. The patrons are like family to her. The come to the bar to talk to her about their days and to spend time with her. They call her “Dutchess” and make her feel special. She works at the hall to be surrounded by people who love each other who are there to celebrate a special occasion. I feel myself become filled with sadness for her as I realize that the part of her life that brought her the most happiness is no more.

“Do you know what you’re going to do?” I ask with concern as she shakes her head and replies, “No but I’ll figure it out eventually.”

“Do you know what you’re going to do with sleeping beauty over there?” she asks as I answer, “No clue.”

“You could have told me this sooner, you know,” I say to Flora as she looks at me and replies, “I guess but like I said I didn’t want you to judge me. So, what do you think of me now?” she asks with concern.

I hug her and say, “I think you’re the strongest person I know.”

Lori and I spent the entire day at Flora’s. Flora and I watched what I found out was also her favorite movie, “The Notebook” with Lori slipping in and out of consciousness. We spent the night talking about anything and everything. For as good of a friend as Flora is and for as long as I’ve known her I never felt so close to her. Come to think of it I don’t think I ever felt this close to a friend not named Lori.

As we had lost complete track of time and Lori was still worse for wear Flora asked us to spend the night and Lori and I agreed. Lori and I shared Flora’s bed with Flora laying down on the couch. I was beyond exhausted and fell asleep quickly.

I slowly open my eyes and look at the clock that reads 3:11 AM.

“Oh God, that feels so good” I hear coming from across the room. I look next to me to find that Lori is no longer sleeping beside me. I slowly get out of bed with confusion.

“Yes, just like that” I hear as I slowly walk across the room. As I approach the couch I hear moans and groans of pleasure becoming louder.

I slowly walk around the couch to find Flora in between Lori’s legs as Flora performs oral sex on Lori! Lori is running her hands through Flora’s hair as Flora’s face is buried in Lori’s crotch. Lori looks at me as she moans and says, “She’s so talented.”

I can’t believe what I’m seeing! Flora knows how I feel about Lori! Lori is straight for God’s sake! Why is she letting Flora go down on her?!

I feel my blood begin to boil and then I explode! “Flora what the fuck are you doing?!” I yell out, but Flora doesn’t acknowledge me.

As Flora continues to perform cunnilingus on Lori, Lori looks at me and smiles with passion. “She’s just doing what you want to do to me. If you had asked me, you would be where she is” she says seductively as she kisses the air.

What the fuck did she just say?! “Flora, how could you do this to me?!” I scream out. “You know how I feel about her?!” I yell at the top of my lungs.

Lori smiles as he grabs the back of Flora’s head and demands, “Tell me how you feel about me, Kristen!” as Flora stops going down on Lori and looks at me. She wipes her face and stares at me. “Yeah. Tell Lori how you feel, Kristen!” she exclaims.

They’re way they’re both looking at me makes me scared as Lori says over and again, “Tell me how you feel about me!” as Flora says at the same time, “Tell her how you feel!”

What’s is happening! I scream to myself in my head. Why?! This is a nightmare! Suddenly I feel like I can’t breathe. I’m trying to inhale but nothing is happening. I’m starting to panic as the room begins to spin as Lori and Flora continue to say their words to me.

I suddenly awake as I sit up and take a deep breath. Me jolting awake from my nightmare awakens Lori.

Lori sits up in bed and looks at me with concern. “What’s wrong?!” she yells out as the loud question now awakens Flora whose face I see pop up from the couch.

I’m inhaling and exhaling quickly for a moment and then begin to breathe normally. “I was having a bad dream,” I say in a low voice.

“About what?” Lori asks as Flora looks at us both with anticipation.

“I don’t know…the room was spinning, and I couldn’t breathe” I explain to them both. Flora gets off from the couch, goes into the fridge and grabs a bottle of water. She opens it and hands it to me as I thank her.

Flora smiles and says, “I hate those types of dreams. They feel so real. I had a dream last week that I was falling from the sky and right before I hit the ground I woke up. I was so freaked out” as Lori nods her head in agreement.

“Yeah, that felt so real,” I say with relief knowing that I was indeed having a nightmare.

That nightmare was all I could think on the ride back home with Lori. In fact, that nightmare was all I could think about for days until I realized that Joe’s birthday was only a couple of days away.

I’m racking my brain trying to figure out what to get him. I want it to be special and personal at the same time but what could that be? It’s early in the day and I know that Lori is working, and I can’t bother her, but I’m consumed with trying to figure out the perfect gift. I decide to call, Flora and ask for advice.     

“Joe’s birthday is in two days and I have no idea what to get him. I want It to be personal and special at the same time if that makes any sense” I explain to Flora.

“What does he love most in life?” she asks.

Without thinking for a second, I reply, “Besides Brianna, baseball.”

“Okay, let’s concentrate on baseball,” she says as I roll my eyes.

“A bag of baseballs, a new glove or new cleats is not what I had in mind” I explain with frustration.

There’s silence for a moment as we’re both deep in thought.

“Didn’t you tell me that you feel in love with photography when your dad asked you to take a few pictures of Joe in little league when you were a kid?” she asks.

“Yeah…” I say as she cuts me off and asks, “You took a ton of pictures at his first home start, correct?” as I promptly reply, “Of course.”

With glee, Flora says, “Well how much more and personal could a gift for your brother be than a timeline of his career? I mean he’s playing baseball for a living which has always been his dream. You have pictures of him dating back to when he first started playing. Why not put together a scrapbook of sorts with pictures of him starting from little league all the way up to now?”

“You’re a genius, Flora!” I exclaim as she laughs and replies, “I know but thank you” with her British accent.

I spent the entire day going through photograph after photograph of every picture I’ve ever taken of Joe playing baseball and of him in a baseball uniform from childhood, junior high, high school, the minors and finally of the pictures I took at his first home start. After selecting the photographs, I scanned them into my computer and went to work. The final product wasn’t finished until a couple of hours before we were set to leave for Joe’s birthday dinner.

My dad is taking the entire family along with Brianna and her parents to Joe’s favorite restaurant, his all-time, a favorite steak house. Everything lined up perfectly as Joe has just come home from a road trip and his birthday was an off day. A short practice in the morning and he was home around noon.

I can’t help but feeling that something is wrong with him. Joe loves celebrating his birthday but today he looks worried and almost as if he’s going to be sick.

“Hey, happy 26th big brother!” I exclaim as I give him a tight hug and a kiss on the cheek.

“Thank you” he replies with a smile.

“What’s up? You don’t seem to be yourself” I say to him as he quickly replies, “No, I’m fine.”

I give him a look of disbelief and ask, “Are you sure?”

He smiles and replies, “Yeah…I don’t know…I guess.”

“Joe, I’m here to listen if you want to talk,” I say with a reassuring voice.

He takes a seat on the living room couch and looks at me. “I don’t know Kristen, this all feels so surreal. I’m exactly where I always dreamed I would be, but I never thought that Brie could ever be a part of it” he tells me.

“It’s great to see you two back together,” I say with happiness.

He looks at me with one of the, if not the most serious look on his face I’ve seen. “What if I lose her again?”  he asks.

“Why would you lose her?!” I ask with disbelief.

“I’m playing pro baseball. What if she gets tired of me being away so much? What if the only reason she’s with me now is because of nostalgia? What if…” he begins to say as I interrupt.

“What if she gets hit by a bus? Seriously Joe, if there one thing I know for sure is that she loves you. I was there that night when you two started this all up again. Lori and I were in the kitchen cleaning up when she came over. Lori was hot, so we opened a window. When Brie came over and you two started talking I wanted to know what was going on with you two not knowing. I turned off the lights and listened with Lori. What we heard brought tears to our eyes. There is no doubt that she’s 100% in love with you. The only way you’re going to lose her is if you want to lose her” I say with assurance and conviction.

My words seem to have resonated. He no longer looks worried and seems to be getting his color back. He smiles at me and says, “That was a great birthday gift. Thank you” as I reply, “That wasn’t your gift but you’re welcome.

Joe looks at me with a serious look and says, “I love you, Kristen.”

Why is he so emotional? I can almost count the number of times my brother has told me he’s loved me, but I hadn’t heard it in such a long time.

“I love you too, Joe. I’ve missed you and it’s great to have you home” I say trying not to become choked up.

“It’s great to be home,” he says with a smile.

As we’re all having dinner I feel myself become filled with anxiety. We had such a special moment earlier and would hate to think that my birthday present would ruin it all. The plan was to cut the cake at home and give him presents there, but I couldn’t take the wait, so I brought it with me to dinner.

I’m having a great time and I can tell that everyone else is too. Old stories, jokes, and laughter are filling the night. I can’t take my eyes off Brianna and Joe. The way they look at each other. It’s like the love between them has a glow. It’s a look I’ve seen before. It’s the look I sometimes see between my parents. At this moment all I can think to myself is how badly I want Lori to look at me in the same way.

“Joe, can I give you your present now?” I ask with hope.

He slumps his shoulders and shakes his head. Brianna rubs his shoulders and whispers something into his ear. “Okay, sure Kristen,” he says.

I pick up the book from the floor beside my chair and arise from my seat. I walk around the table and hand it to him as he smiles. I walk back around the table and sit again. He slowly opens the wrapping paper and looks at me with wonder in his eyes.

He opens the front cover and slowly begins to flip the pages as Brianna also looks at the pages of photographs with her head on his shoulder. I can see the emotion on his face as Brianna begins to rub his back. I wanted to capture the emotion of his career. His success, his struggles, his failures and ultimately his success.

Is that a tear in his eye? He quickly arises from his seat and walks around the table to where I’m seated. He grabs my hand and forces me to my feet.

“Thank you so much,” he says with his voice breaking as he hugs me tightly.

“I’m so happy you like it,” I say with relief.

“I don’t like it, Kris, I love it,” he says with an ear to ear smile.

“Speaking of things that I love,” he says as he looks across the table to Brianna as we all erupt in laughter. Joe looks at Brianna’s parents and smirks.

“Brianna, I don’t know what it was for you but the first time I saw you it was love at first. It’s like I’m living in a dream world right now. I’m finally where I always dreamed I would be, and it makes it so much more special that you’re once again a part of my life. I never thought I could love anything more than baseball, but I do, and that thing is you.”

As he speaks he slowly begins to make his way from my seat, to around the table toward Brianna.

“As I look at you today, I know in my heart that you’re the person I want to have children with. The person I want to share my life with. The person who I want to be with me always until I take my final breath. However, before any of that can happen I think something needs to be done first.”

He stops at Brianna’s seat and drops to a knee as Brianna’s eyes open as if she’s a deer whose just been caught in the headlight.

“I hope that what I want with you is what you want with me. Brianna Hazleton, will you marry me?” he asks as he reaches into his pocket and removes a small box. He opens the box and takes a deep breath as they gaze into each other’s eyes.

The entire restaurant is so quiet you can hear a pin drop.

“Oh my God!” she yells out as she jumps out of her seat as Joe gets to his feet.  “Yes, Yes, Yes I will marry you!” she cries out as they kiss and hug each other tightly as the entire restaurant erupts into cheers and applause.

That was so perfect! I can’t help but yell to myself. Maybe one day that will be me and Lori. That’s it! I need to tell her, and I need to tell her tonight! I grab my cell phone and text her, “Can we meet up?”

We end dinner, drive back to my house and begin to celebrate the engagement and my brothers, birthday at the same time. I stare at my cell phone and watch the minutes pass by. The minutes turn to an hour and I wonder why she hasn’t texted me back. She always texts me back within minutes unless she’s teaching. Why isn’t she getting back to me? I now know why she so hated me not getting back to her right away. Is there something wrong? I need to know.

After the engagement/birthday celebration breaks up I walk to Lori’s parents’ house. I see the light in her bedroom is on, so I know she’s home. I can see that the rest of the house is dark as I walk from the front of the house into the backyard. I know that her parents never lock their doors, so I slide open the door on the patio and let myself in. I quietly walk up the stairs and to Lori’s bedroom. I lightly knock on the door as I hear Lori ask, “Who is it?”

“Lori, it’s Kristen. Are you okay?” I ask as quietly as possible.

Within seconds her bedroom door flies open and she’s standing in front of me with puffy eyes. I know she’s been crying but why?

She smiles and pulls me into her bedroom. She locks the door behind her and sits on her bed.

“How was your night?” she asks as I tell her everything that happened up until this point.

“I’m so happy for them. They’re going to get married and live happily ever after and I’m going to be alone. I’m going to get fat, get droopy boobs, a fat ass and I’ll be alone. I’ll keep trying to find Mr. Right but I’ll continue to find Mr. Wrong. Then I’ll die old and alone” she says with sadness.

“Lori, what’s going on? Where’s this coming from?” I ask with concern.

“Kyle” she simply replies.

“What about Kyle?” I ask.

She makes a pouty face and puts her hand over her mouth. I know she’s trying her best not to cry but her best isn’t enough.

“I should have known. You told me not to ask him out, but I did. You told me that if he liked me he would ask me out, but I didn’t listen. What was I thinking? He’s a mechanic with no signs of being a mechanic! His nails are dirt free and he gets manicures. He dresses flawlessly. There’s not one wrinkle in his shirt or pants!” she says with an upset voice.

“Lori? What are you talking about right now?” I ask knowing full well that she’s again crashed and burned.

“We’ve gone out at least twenty fucking times. He never once made a move. I thought that he was just a gentleman because he is, he really is. He’s so polite and caring. When I talk he listens so intently as if he’s hanging on my every word. I got tired of waiting for him to make a move so tonight I did. He opened the door to his truck for me and walked me to my door. When he hugged me, and we faced each other I went for it and kissed him. The look on his face!” she cries out. 

“Bad date with Kyle?” I ask with amusement as she looks at me and fumes, “This isn’t funny, Kristen.”

“He asked me why I kissed him. I asked him why he was asking me why I kissed him. He said he didn’t understand, and I looked at him like he was dumber than a box of rocks. This whole time, I thought we were dating but we were just hanging out. He’s gay, Kristen! Here I thought I was getting feelings for an awesome guy. The fact is that I was getting feelings for an awesome guy, but the reason he was so awesome is that he’s gay! I have feelings for a gay guy and I’m going to die all alone!”

I don’t know what I was expecting Lori to say but I’m sure it wasn’t that Kyle is gay. I feel terrible for Lori but happy at the same time. Does this make me a terrible person?

“You’re not going to die alone,” I say with an assuring voice. “You’re beautiful, intelligent, fun and a great person. You just haven’t found the right person yet is all” I say with a smile.

Lori shakes her head and replies, “I’m going to be 24 in a couple of weeks and I have zero prospects. Even if I meet someone this year that will take me to 25. If it somehow works out then we probably date for 3 years until we get engaged which takes me to 28. At least a 2-year engagement and now I’m 30 before I walk down the aisle. Add on another two years to make sure we have a healthy and happy relationship before we have kids and now I’m 32. By the time I spit out my first kid I’d be pushing 33!”

“Lori, have you lost you’re ever loving mind?” I ask with amusement.

“No, I haven’t. I want to get married and have kids someday, but I don’t think it’s ever going to happen for me. I was falling for a gay guy for God’s sake.”

I can’t stop myself from laughing. “You have to admit, that as bad as it may hurt now this is going to be a great story in the future,” I say with a smirk.

Lori laughs and replies, “Shut up Kristen. Well, at least I have you.”

“That you do” I reply.

When I get home I immediately call Flora and tell her all about my brother and what happened between Lori and Kyle.

She doesn’t say a word in response to what I had just told her. Instead, she says, “I’m heading out of town for a while. Can you keep an eye on my house while I’m gone?” she asks.

“Flora why are you crying?” I ask

She doesn’t reply as I hear her crying on the phone.

“I’m coming over!” I exclaimed into the phone.

I get into my car and quickly drive to Flora’s house. I knock on her door and she opens it slowly. She looks at me with tears streaming from her eyes and embraces me tightly.

“What’s wrong, Flora?” I ask with sadness. Seeing her cry is making me want to cry.

“My father passed,” she says.

I walk her into her apartment and close the door behind us.

“I’m so sorry,” I say as I walk her to her couch and sit down with her.

“It’s been over 8 years Kristen, 8 years since I’ve seen him and I’m never going to see him again” she cries out. “I can count the number of times we’ve spoken on one hand since I left home. You just think that there’s always time but there isn’t” she cries out.

“All I ever wanted was to know that he loved me and know I never will,” she says through sobs.

“Flora, he was your dad and of course he loved you. Didn’t you tell me that he never denied you anything?” I ask as she nods her head.

“You told me that he was one of those people who were incapable of showing love. Maybe him giving you material things was the way he showed his love” I say as she smiles.

“I said some terrible things to him before I left home for good. Things that I can never ever take back” she says with torment.

“What did you say to him? I ask as she looks at me and closes her eyes tightly. I can see the tears coming falling from her clenched eyes.

“I told him that I was going to the states to find my mum, so I could finally have a family who loved me. He was stunned but he didn’t say he loved me and wanted me to stay. Instead, he said that my family was right here. I told him that Diana never wanted me. I told him that she did not once act like a mother and that if it weren’t for the nannies I would have raised myself. That the reason he worked so much and why he was never home was because he didn’t want me either. That money doesn’t buy happiness but just makes life easier. That the only way I could ever be happy was to find my mum. I thanked him for giving me a loveless home and told him that he didn’t have to concern himself with me any longer. That I was leaving, and I was never returning. That with me out of the picture he could himself find love and happiness. I told him that regardless of everything that he was my dad and that I loved him. He didn’t say a word in response. I walked out of that house and closed the door behind me with him not saying another word” she explains.

“Your father never once said that he loved you?” I ask as she shook her head.

“When I received good grades or did well at a piano or dance recital it was always the same. His term of endearment was very good Flora. He told me very well, good job, I’m proud of you and things like that but the words I love you never came out of his mouth.”

“How did you find out that he passed away?” I ask.

“His estate lawyer contacted me to tell me that he passed and that I was needed in London for estate purposes. He told me that my flight and accommodations were taken care of. That all I need to do is to get on the flight.”

“Are you going?” I ask as she shrugs her shoulders.

“I can’t do this on my own,” she says sadly.

“I wish there was something I could do” I reply.

Suddenly her face lights up as she wipes the tears from her eyes. “Come with me,” she says.

“Flora I can’t afford a trip to London,” I say with an apologetic tone.

“Nonsense. I can exchange my first-class ticket for two standard tickets. I already have a place to stay so you just bunk with me” she says with excitement.

“I don’t know,” I say not knowing what to do.

“Please, Kristen. I can’t do this alone and it could be fun. I’ll take you site seeing. Besides, when are you going to get another all-expense paid trip to the mother country?” she says passionately.

“You do make a good point” I reply/

“You’ll come with me?” she asks as I reply, “Yes, I’ll go with you.”

As I make the drive home all I can think about is what a crazy day it’s been. It started with me stressing over my brothers, birthday gift and ends with a trip to London with an engagement and heartbreak in the middle. One more day and I’ll be boarding a flight to London with Flora.

“You’ll be back for the 4th of July barbeque, right?” my dad asks as he drops me and Flora off at the airport. “Yes dad, we’ll be coming home on the 3rd” I reply.

“Okay, sweetheart. Have a great trip and be careful. I love you” he says as he kisses me on the cheek and gives me a hug. “I love you too and you be careful too. Any breaks in your supposed last case?” I ask with sarcasm.

He laughs and replies, “You are your mothers’ daughter but to answer your question, yes, we’re getting closer.”

“Okay, see you next week,” I say with a smile as my dad smiles. “Flora watch after her please,” my dad says as I roll my eyes and say, “Dad, I’m going to be 24. I’m fully capable of taking care of myself.”

As he enters his car he laughs and says, “Says the unemployed girl who still lives at my house.” As he drives away Flora looks at me and says, “You too have a great relationship” as I smile and reply, “Yeah we do.”

Close to 10 hours later out flight lands in London. I can’t help but think how odd it is that I just took a 10- hour flight from New York to London yet there’s only a five-hour time difference. Once we exit the plane and retrieve our bags we come across a man holding a sign that reads “Ms. Flora Taylor.” The man walks us to a Bentley Limo and drives us to the Bulgari Hotel.

“Ms. Taylor I will be arriving tomorrow morning at 9 AM sharp to transport you to Mr. Davie’s office. Enjoy your day and I’ll see you in the morning” the man says to Flora as she replies, “Thank you, sir.”

The concierge takes us to the penthouse suite. “It’s so luxurious,” I say in awe as Flora just smiles.

“I’m exhausted,” she says with a yawn as I reply, “Yeah, me too.”

We spend the day enjoying cocktails and watching television until we decide to call it a night. Flora is unusually quiet as we lay down in the luxurious king size bed. It’s the most comfortable bed I’ve ever laid in and I quickly fall asleep.

I awake to the sound of the phone ringing non-stop as Flora answers it and only says, “Thank you.”

“Good morning,” she says to me with a smile. “You slept well,” she says as a matter of fact as I nod my head in agreement.

“How long will you be?” I ask as she looks at me with confusion.

“Get dressed, you’re coming with me,” she says. “The driver will be arriving in about 20 minutes so,” she says as I quickly get out of bed, brush my teeth, shower and get dressed.

The driver arrives on the dot and drives us to a large office building in downtown London where an old and frail looking man is awaiting us.

“So nice to see you again, Flora,” the man says as Flora replies, “Nice to see as well, Franklin.”

“Kristen, this is my father’s estate lawyer and close friend Franklin Davies,” Flora says to me as I shake his hand and say, “Very nice to meet you, sir.”

He walks us into a luxurious office where an attractive young woman sits behind a large desk. She arises as we walk toward her and walks across the room to a door that she opens.

“Take a seat,” he says with a smile as Flora and I sit next to one another in front of a large luxurious desk.

“I’m so very sorry you had to find out about Myles’ death in the manner that you did,” Franklin says to Flora as she replies, “Thank you.”

“Now if you would be as so kind to tell me why I needed to fly back to London and meet with you personally it would be splendid” Flora asks.

“Very well,” he says with a smile as he asks us to both take a seat on a couch in his office in front of a large flat screen television.

“Just a moment,” Franklin says as he goes into his desk and removes a compact disk. He places the compact disk into a player under the television and presses the play button the remote control.

Flora grabs my hand tightly as the video begins to play.

“Hello, darling,” the man on the screen says as he immediately coughs into a handkerchief.

“Stop!” Flora yells out to Franklin and he pauses the video.

“Flora?” he asks with concern as she asks, “Why is he coughing like that?”

“Lung cancer” he sadly replies. Flora has tears in her eyes and she grips my hand even more tightly.

“Please continue,” she says to Franklin as he again plays the video.

“I’ve wanted to say the things that I will say to you in this video for so very long. Coming to terms with one’s mortality is a very sobering experience. I find myself filled with regret and a longing to undo my misgivings of the past. What is done cannot be undone but perhaps, at a minimum, after watching this video you will cease to hate me” he says in the video as Flora cries out, “I didn’t hate your father.”

“Your mother was the most stunning creature I ever laid my eyes on and my daughter is her spitting image. For as much as I loved Diana, there was something missing, something that I found in Gabriel. I know now what it was me who was to blame. I not only desecrated my marriage but ruined life in the process. Your mother was so very young and had an entire lifetime before her. There she was, alone and terrified of a life she didn’t want with a married man she didn’t love. It was no wonder why she became reliant on drugs to ease her pain. It took me some time to realize what she was doing but the day I found her passed out with you laying in your own filth I knew something had to be done. I confessed my affair to Diana and explained that we needed to take you and we did” he explains as Flora lets go of my hand and raises both hands to her face. “Take me?” she asks out loud.

“I sent Gabriel for treatment, but she never truly became herself again. She told me that she could not be trusted with the life of another and that it would be best for all if you were to remain with me in London. Diana could have the child she always wanted, and she would make sure to be a part of your life when she defeated her addiction, an addiction she never did quite get a handle on. I wanted so very badly to tell you when Gabriel passed but I didn’t know how so I never told you. Regardless I need you to know that your mum loved you very much. She knew of everything you did. I need you to know that although you never knew her you were a very important part of her life. When you were ten she attempted to see you, but I took one look at her and knew that she was nowhere near getting better, she had become worse. Allowing her in your life was not an option and would have served no purpose other than to hurt you. I needed to keep her away from you because I love you, Flora.”

The video continues with Flora sobbing as she is fixated on the television. “I know how much Diana hurt you, but I don’t want you to hate her for it. I can’t imagine what it was like for her to attempt to raise the love child of her husband. I beg of you to try and put yourself in her shoes. She tried, God knows she’s tried to be a mother to you, but she couldn’t. I sent her away on as many trips as possible to keep her away from you. You two being around each other was no good for either of you so I did what I thought was best. When you left for New York you said to me that money does not buy happiness but rather makes life easier, something that I have found to be one of the most truthful statements of my lifetime. Had I known that three words may have changed everything between us I would have said it over and again, every day but I didn’t. Please know that I do love you, Flora. I love you Flora and I always have. I don’t doubt that the situation with young Abigail didn’t play a part in you leaving but I believe that I was most to blame.”

“He knew,” Flora says with a somber voice as she once again grabs my hand and holds it tightly.

“Money indeed does not buy happiness. I have amassed wealth that would be the envy of most but as I wither away I find myself unhappy and alone, alone because of my actions and inactions. I’m so sorry for hurting you and although money doesn’t buy happiness I hope and pray that it will make your life easier. You never wanted my money in life but perhaps in my death, you will finally accept it. I love you Flora and I want nothing more than for you to be happy. Please be happy and live well. I love you, darling” the video ends with Flora’s father blowing a kiss from his hand to the camera.

Franklin turns off the television and asks us to sit once again at his desk.

“As you know, Flora, your father was one of my dearest friends. It doesn’t change the fact that he was a difficult and complicated person” he says.

“Where is Diana?” she asks.

“Diana is in a home where she suffers from dementia. No need to worry, your father had made sure to take care of her financial needs” as Flora looks at Franklin expressionless.

“As you know, your father was a very wealthy man. In addition to the trust fund you never tapped into he left you everything,” he says with a smile.

“Everything? Everything as in what?” she asks with confusion.

Franklin smiles and places a large folder onto his desk. He removes a stack of papers from the folder and places a pen next to the papers.

“Let’s see. Your trust fund remains a tad over $3 million pounds. In addition, after taxes and such your fathers, estate stands a bit over $7 million pounds when deducting charitable contributions in his will.  I don’t doubt that you will return to the states, so your inheritance equates to $13,232,182.47 U.S. dollars to be exact” he says as a matter of fact.

Flora nods her head with the same blank look on her face as she spends close to an hour signing document after document. We return to the hotel where Flora pours us one drink after another.

“How does a person live with the fact that everything they’ve ever been told is a complete and utter lie?” she asks as I immediately reply, “I don’t know.”

I smile and say, “Hey, on the bright side you don’t have to work at the hall and bartend anymore?”

“I love tending bar,” she says with a smile.

“Are you going to go back to New York?” I ask with concern.

She laughs and replies, “Where else would I go? New York is home, although I believe I’ll be upgrading my living accommodations.”

At night as we lay in bed, Flora is once again unusually quiet. She rolls over and locks eyes with me. “Can you please hold me?” she asks as I wrap my arms around her and kiss her on her shoulder. She lets out a small laugh and says, “I believe I promised to take you sightseeing, so early rise and shine, okay?” as I smile and reply, “Okay.”

Did she ever take me sightseeing! We went to Stonehenge, Westminster Abbey, Big Ben, and so many other places. I took hundreds of photographs. As the days passed Flora seemed to be getting back to her normal self and was more than amused at my reactions to the sites. It was a whirlwind and before I knew it we were heading back to New York but this time with first class tickets.

At my dad’s annual 4th of July BBQ, Flora and I had a blast, but Lori was as down in the dumps as I had ever seen her before. I wanted nothing more than to make her feel better, but I didn’t know how. Thankfully as the weeks turned into months she slowly went back to being herself.

It’s now September and the hall is a few short weeks from reopening, but I have no desire to work there again. However, I still haven’t been able to find a job that I would like to do. I feel helpless and lost. Flora listed her house for sale and has been thinking long and hard about what it is she wants to do herself. I’m borderline broke and clueless as Flora is filthy rich yet as clueless as me.

I look at the clock that reads 11:05 AM. I shake my head and think to myself that I’m reverting to being, a teenager and how hard it is going to be to wake up early to get to work once I do find a job. I roll out of bed and take a quick shower. I get dressed and sit on the couch as I flip across the hundred or so channels finding nothing to watch. I finally decide on an early morning smut talk show about DNA tests. I shake my head and say to myself, “I really need to get my shit together” as I watch the show.

The show is interrupted with “Breaking News” flashing across the screen. “This is Bonita Jennings coming to you live from Jamaica, Queens where a shootout with police occurred approximately one hour ago. Police attempted to serve an arrest warrant for suspected murderer Antoine Hastings when apparently Hastings along with others opened fire on police. Hastings had been sought for some time for questioning by police in the slaying of his former girlfriend Courtney Bridges. Hasting and two accomplices were killed on the scene by police but not before two officers were hit with gunfire. Rookie officer Allen Brown was shot and has been rushed to the hospital in serious but stable condition.” A picture of the officer appears on the screen.  “Also shot is 22-year veteran homicide detective Richard Browning who was also rushed to the hospital where he’s is in critical condition.” As the reporter speaks I see a photo of my dad flash onto the screen. “Both officers were wearing ballistic vests so it’s unclear as to how or where both officers sustained injuries, but we’ll continue to provide coverage as updates become available. For Channel 11 this is Bonita Jennings.”

My body feels cold and I feel like I’m going to become ill. My hands are shaking, and I feel my body become filled with panic. I don’t know what to do! I think I’m having a panic attack. I can barely breathe and I feel like I’m going to pass out. I start to breathe in and out slowly as I try to figure out what to do. With every ounce of strength in my body, I scream out at the top of my lungs, “Mom! Mom! Mommy! Mommy!” I hear my mom’s bedroom door open and hear her make her way down the stairs. “Kristen! I work tonight! What is going on!” she yells out. She takes one look at me and knows that something is terribly wrong.

“Mom dad’s been shot. He’s in the hospital in critical condition!” I cry out.

My mom looks dumbfounded. “What?” she asks me with panic as I point to the television and yell out, “On the news!”

“What hospital sweetheart? What hospital did they say on the news?” she asks me as she tries to remain calm.

“I don’t know mom! They didn’t say!” I cry out.

My mom grabs the house phone and begins to dial as the doorbell rings. My mom rushes to the front door and opens it.

“Jamar! What’s happening!” my mom yells out in fear.

“It’s not good Stacie. We don’t know how but the bullets went through his vest. You know he’s a fighter” my dad’s colleague and friend say’s to my mom in a reassuring voice.

My mom is going into full panic mode. “I told him to retire! I told him that this could fucking happen! He’s too God damn stubborn!” she cries out as Jamar takes a hold of her and says, “Get dressed Stacie. I’m going to drive you to down to the hospital. I need you to get a hold of yourself and calm down” he says to her as he faces me. When he faces me, my mom whips her head around and stares at me.

She takes a deep breath and runs up the stair into her bedroom to get dressed. As my mom is upstairs getting dressed I scream out at the top of my lungs as Jamar comes running over to me.

“Kristen, stop. You need to calm down. You and your mom need to be strong for each other. Okay?” he says calmly. I quickly nod my head and reply, “Okay…okay.”

My mom comes rushing down the stairs and grabs my hand. We walk outside where there at least four unmarked cars sitting outside with a light on the roofs.

“Harold! Get us there now!” my mom exclaims as we both get into the back seat of the car. With the siren blaring and my dad’s friend Harold driving like a maniac, my mom holds onto me and rubs my back as she says over and again, “You dad is going to be fine.” I can’t help but think if she’s saying those words for me or for her? Maybe she’s saying those words for both of us?

We arrive at the hospital and it’s a frenzy. There are camera vans everywhere and reporters surrounding the entrance to the emergency room. Harold almost hits a reporter as he whips the car just outside the entrance to the emergency room. Jamar jumps out of the car and opens the back door to the car as my mom pulls me out of the car with her.

We enter the hospital emergency room where Joe is standing there with Brianna. My mom lets go of my hand and runs into Joe who embraces her. Brianna takes hold of me and hugs me tightly. We’re all brought to the ICU where my dad is hooked up to an IV and a ventilator. A doctor walks over to my mom and says something to her. She begins to cry and hugs the doctor.

The look on her face is a look I’ve never seen before. She looks at us and says, “We can all stay here but it’s not going to change a thing. The doctor assured me that if anything changes I’ll be the first to know so we should all go” my mom says.

“I’m not going anywhere!” I say through clenched teeth. “When he wakes up he needs to see one of us so I’m staying here.”  

Joe takes a seat next to me and says, “Kristen, we all need to be together right now and prepare for the worst. We’re going home” as he takes hold of my hand and raises me to my feet. He puts his arm around my shoulder as his cell phone rings. I hear Kendrick say through the phone, “I’m jumping on a flight in a few. I’ll see you soon” as Joe replies, “Okay, see you soon.”

I can’t stop crying. My entire body is shaking, and I don’t know what to do with myself. As soon as I see Lori walk into my bedroom I run to her as she holds onto me tightly and rubs my back as I cry on her shoulder.

“What if he doesn’t make it?” I cry out.

“He’s going to make it, Kristen. You need to stay positive. Your mom needs you to stay positive” she says trying to calm me down.

“Thank you so much for being here” I cry out as she replies, “Where else would I be?”

“Where’s my mom?”  I ask Lori as she calmly replies, “She’s out back with Joe and Brie. We should really go down and be with them too” as I nod my head in agreement.

We walk out back where in addition to Joe and Brie, Kendrick’s dad, Brie’s mom, and Lori’s mom along with others from the neighborhood are with my mom. Joe’s friend from high school, Kevin along with other high school friends begin to slowly show up with cases of beer and bottles of liquor. A few hours have passed as I well dressed older man comes walking into the backyard. As soon as Joe sees him he walks over to him as I join him.

“Joe, take as much time as you need. Be with your family. I just wanted to stop by in person to let you know the team and the entire organization is here for you. If there is anything, and I mean anything that we can for you and your family let me know” the man says as Joe shakes his hand and replies, “Thank you so much, Mr. Reynolds.”

A sense of calm comes over me as a sip on a heavy drink. It’s nice to know that so many people care for my dad and my family that there all here for us. As we all watch the outdoor television that hands on our garage I read on the scrolling news on the bottom of the news, “Dodger Allstar Kendrick Booker indefinitely suspended by L.A. Dodgers for leaving the team without authorization.” As time passes more and more people begin to arrive at our house. About an hour later Flora arrives at my house and hugs me tightly as I hug her back.

“How are you holding up?” she asks with concern as I reply, “I’m doing as best as I can.”

As the minutes pass more and more people show up including Kendrick who makes a beeline for my mom and hugs her tightly. He then goes over to Joe and they embrace as I walk over to them with Lori and Flora.

As news vans begin to slowly arrive at my house, volunteer members from my dad’s precinct set up a blockade with their personal cars to keep the reporters away. Others begin to cover the street signs as well as the numbers on our mailbox. I look at Joe and Kendrick as I ask, “What in the hell is happening right now?!”

“Fucking leeches!” my brother exclaims as Kendrick shakes his head. Why is this turning into a circus! I yell out in my head. My dad is clinging to life!

Brianna looks at Joe and says, “We need to get out of here. Let’s take your mom to my place” she says as Joe nods his head. “Kendrick and Kristen, you two come with us” as Flora looks at me and says, “You’re welcome to stay with me.” I don’t know what to do.

Joe looks at me and can tell that I’m not holding it together all too well. “Kris, go with Flora. I have mom, okay?” he says as I nod my head and begin to shed tears. Joe hugs me and says, “He’s going to be okay.” Lori hugs me and says, “If you need anything just let me know. I’m here” as I hug her and reply, “I know.”

With volunteer officers escorting us all to the cars, reporters are yelling out questions to Joe and Kendrick. Flora starts the car and almost runs over a reporter as she peels away and drives us to her house.

As soon as we enter I put on the news and watch intently. “Are you sure you want to be watching this right now?” she asks as I reply, “I don’t know. Maybe I should watch something else.” I turn the cable to ESPN where they too are providing coverage.

“On the line right now is Kendrick Booker’s agent, Scott Hora. Scott, we understand that the Dodgers have suspended Kendrick Booker indefinitely for leaving the team without authorization. Can you shed some light onto the situation?” the sportscaster asks.

“Let me be crystal clear when I say that Kendrick respectfully requested time away to go back home to deal with the situation involving NYPD Homicide Detective Richard Browning. As you know, Detective Browning is the father of Met’s pitcher Joseph Browning who is also Kendrick’s best friend and more like a brother. Detective Browning is like a second father to Kendrick so when his request was denied Kendrick chose to leave.” Kendrick’s agent explains.

“Scott how will this situation affect Booker’s upcoming free agency?” the sportscaster asks.

“I haven’t discussed this yet with Kendrick but in my opinion, I believe this situation will play a large role in his decision to resign with the team. They’re mathematically eliminated from playoff contention, so it doesn’t matter whether he’s playing or not. The Mets are chasing a wild-card spot as we speak yet the Mets have given their closer as much time as needed to deal with his family situation” he replies with certainty.

“In your opinion was the Dodgers right in their decision to suspend Booker?” the sportscaster asks.

“In my opinion, absolutely not. As I said it doesn’t matter if Kendrick is playing or not. In fact, by Kendrick not playing it hurts his value. The more games he misses the lower his statistics will be by the end of the season” he explains.

“Thank you for your time, Scott,” the sportscaster says as Kenrick’s agent replies, “This pleasure is mine.”

Two days have now passed with no change in my dad’s condition and I’m a complete basket case. With the news vans all but deserting my house, we all return to be with one another except for my mom whose decided that she won’t leave my father's bedside.

This entire ordeal has made me realize how short life can be. Combining this realization with Flora’s father’s video where he was full of sadness and regret makes me want to tell Lori as much as ever how I feel.

As I sit in my living room with Joe, Kendrick, Brianna, Flora, and Lori my heart sinks as we all watch my mom enter the living room with tears streaming from her eyes. “Why are you home?! What happened?!” I scream out at the top of my lungs.

My mom smiles and replies, “He’s stable. The doctors don’t know what the long-term effect is going to be yet but he’s going to make it” she says with joy. Almost in synch, we all let out sighs of relief. Two weeks later my dad is back at home and in full recovery mode as a retired homicide detective.

As I attend my Joe and Brianna’s engagement party I can’t help but notice how sad and how much Lori is drinking. Flora looks at me with concern and says, “She looks bloody miserable. Go spend some time with her.” I take a seat next to Lori and ask, “How are you?”

“Look at how in love they are. They’re going to get married and start a family together” as a smile and reply, “Yeah, I know they are, but this is a happy occasion. Pucker up buttercup” with a comedic tone which makes Lori smile. “You’re right,” she says with a smile which seems to snap her from her funk. Both Kendrick and my father give hilarious roast like type speeches of my brother which not only embarrass him but make him cry with laughter.

It’s an amazing party filled with joy, love, and laughter. As the drinks flow and the music plays I can’t help but to be happy. I’m even happier if possible when I watch Kendrick dancing with Lori. She looks happy and she’s having a great time. The last thing I remember is asking where Lori was as I wake up hungover in my bed close to noon.

I text Lori, “How was your night?” as I get a reply a minute later that reads, “Confusing!” “Care to share?” I text back as she replies, “Not over texts but come over if you want to know.” I reply, “I’ll be over when I get myself together.” I take a long hot shower, get dressed and pop a few aspirins as I walk to Lori’s parent's house with a giant bottle of water.

I walk into her house and walk up the stairs to her bedroom.

“Where are your parents?” I ask as she looks at me like I’m insane and replies, “Out with Brie’s and your parents.”

I laugh and reply, “Totally forgot about that. So, I’m here so share away.”

She smiles and looks at me with a huge smile. “What are you so happy about?” I ask with curiosity.

“Kendrick” she replies.

“Kendrick? What about Kendrick?” I asked with confusion.

“I spent the entire night with him at the party,” she says with a grin.

“Yeah, I saw you two dancing” I remember.

She nods her head and has a goofy smile on her face. I’ve seen that look before. No! There is no way! I yell out to myself.

“Did something happen with you and Kendrick?” I ask as best as I can to hide my terror.

“He confessed to me,” she said as she bites down on her bottom lip.

“Confessed what?!” I exclaim.

“That he’s been attracted to me since we were in high school,” she says with a smile.

“What?” I ask with disbelief.

“He told me that the reason he jokes with me the way that he does is that he’s always been attracted to me” she replies.

“That’s not saying much Lori, your hot?” I reply and continue, “Did you do something with him last night?” with my voice breaking.

Again, biting down on her bottom lip, she replies, “Yeah, I think so. Granted I was wasted but I woke up sweating and completely nude in bed.” she says to me.

“What?!” I exclaim.

“Why are you so upset?!” she yells at me.

“What am I so upset?! Why am I so upset?! It’s fucking Kendrick!” I exclaim.

“I know!” she yells back at me.

“He’s a male whore. You know how many women he’s been with?!” I yell out in horror.

“A few” she answers with confusion.

“Try hundreds! Sorry, if I’m a tad bit upset over the fact that you fucked my brothers’ best friend last night!”

“Why are you acting like this?!” she yells out at me.

“Kendrick is like Joe’s brother. In fact, he’s like my god damn brother. He lives in Los Angeles! In case you don’t know that is on the other side of the fucking country. When this goes bad and believe me it will don’t expect me to be your shoulder to cry on. Don’t expect me to be here for you when you come to the realization that you’re nothing more than another notch in his belt!” I reply coldly.

“I can’t believe you just said that to me,” she says with tears in her eyes.

“Believe it Lorelai!” I yell out.

She looks upset and beyond confused. As she extends her arm and tries to put her hand on my shoulder I slap it away and scream out, “Don’t you fucking touch me. Don’t you dare try to touch me!”

“What is happening?!” she cries out as I run out of her room and down the stairs trying to stop the tears from leaving my eyes. I run out of the house and sprint with tears flowing from my eyes to my house. As I run I see Brianna getting out of her car as she looks at me and yells out, “Kristen!”

I enter my backyard and open the door to the garage. I go into my dad’s party refrigerator and open the freezer to find a full ice-cold gallon of vodka. I grab the bottle, open it and take a giant drink as I frantically pace inside the garage as Brianna enters the garage and locks the door behind her.

“Kristen what is going on?” she says with concern.

“Fucking Lori! She slept with Kendrick last night!”  I exclaim as I take another drink from the bottle.

“I know,” she says with confusion.

“What to know something else. I’m in love with her. I’m in love with Lori and she slept with Kendrick!” I exclaim.

“Holy shit” she replies with shock.

Not even thinking for a moment I say, “I’m gay and I’m in love with my best friend.”

“I know you’re gay but holy shit. I had no idea you’re in love with Lori” she says with shock and disbelief.

It takes me a moment to process what Brie just said to me, I replay her words in my head and ask, “You know I’m gay? How do you know I’m gay?”

“Joe told me,” she says as if she’s stating a fact.

“Joe told you? How does Joe know I’m gay?”

“Your parents told him,” she says with her eyes wide open.

“My parents?!” I ask in terror. “My parents know I’m gay?!” I ask with terror and fear. I take a giant gulp from the bottle and sit down in a plastic chair.

“How do my parents know I’m gay?” I ask as if I’m having some sort of out of body experience.

“Calm down,” she says with a reassuring voice as she attempts to grab the bottle from my hands as I pull it away from her and take another drink.

“Please tell me how?” I ask.

“Well, you know that you dad’s police scanner sometimes pick up wireless calls? Well, back when you were in college he accidentally overheard a conversation between you and some girl whose name had an in it. I can’t remember what the name is for the life of me” she says.

“Adrianna!” I exclaim.

“Yeah that’s it” she replies.

“Junior year of college. They’ve known since my junior year of college?!” I exclaim in horror.

“Yeah,” she says as she wrestles the bottle away from me and takes a drink. “Drinking alone sucks” she smiles and laughs. “So, you’re in love with Lorelai?” she asks with amazement.

I grab the bottle from her and reply, “Yeah and if she puts two and two together she now knows” I say with a sigh.

“Are you sure?” she asks as I nod my head.

“Wow! I can’t believe she slept with Kendrick” she says.

“Me neither” I reply with disgust.

“I thought she was smarter than that” Brie says shaking her head.

“What do you mean?” I ask with concern.

“Kendrick is a male whore,” she says with angst.

“I know! What a fucking asshole!” I exclaim in agreement.

“Can you please do me a favor?” I ask as Brie nods her head. “Can you please drive me to Flora’s?” I ask as she replies, “No drinking and driving for this girl but I’ll be happy to get you an Uber” she says with a smile as I smile and say, “Please.”

I don’t even know If Flora is home, but I find myself on my way to her anyway as I cradle the bottle of liquor like a newborn.

I exit the Uber, walk to her door and turn the nob to find that the door is unlocked. As I enter I take another drink from the huge bottle as I find Flora wrapped in a towel with her hair dripping wet as she exits her bathroom.

“What the?” she says with surprise as I look at her and yell out “Surprise” with a smile.

With diarrhea of the mouth, I tell Flora everything that happened since we left each other last night. She looks stunned as she listens intently.

“I don’t know what to say,” she says as I finish speaking.

She smiles at me and says, “Quite a pickle” as she takes the bottle from me and makes us mixed drinks. She smiles and says, “Need to play catch up” as she downs a good portion of the bottle.

She hands me a drink as we clink glasses.

“Are you positive that you’re in love with Lori? I mean sometimes one can mistake loving someone for being in love with someone, especially since you two are so close and all” she says.

“Yeah, I am,” I reply as she shakes her head and replies,

“There’s no doubt?” she says with a question and continues, “Before you say a word to need to make sure there is not one doubt in your mind. Once words are said there is no taking them back” she says to me.

“I can agree with that” I reply in my buzzed voice.

We talk for over an hour as I spill my guts to Flora. I can see her body language change as I speak.

“You’re a great friend,” I say to her as she smiles and replies, “Ditto.”

“My life is a giant cluster fuck,” I say to her as she looks at me and lets out a small laugh.

“If you’ll excuse me for a moment I’m going to put something on,” she says as she goes into her giant closet and exits about a minute later wearing shorts and a tee shirt.

I know I’m drunk but I can’t stop myself from thinking how hot she looks.

“What?” she says as I reply with a giggle, “Nothing.”

“You obviously have something on your mind so spit it out.”

I laugh and say, “I was thinking to myself how hot you look.”

She smiles and replies, “You’re not so bad yourself, mate.”

We continue to talk and drink for close to two hours and I know that I’m wasted and working toward totally wasted.

I smile at Flora and she smiles back at me.

“I…I…I…I want to…to…” she stammers as I give her a look that says spit it out.

“Flora, what are you trying to say?!” I exclaim.

She grabs my head and pulls me toward her as our lips touch. She just kissed me! She just kissed me and I’m kissing her back!

I pull away from her and yell out, “Flora, why did you just do that?!”

“I’m sorry I thought we were having a moment. You didn’t like it?” she asks in a low voice.

“I didn’t say that! Why…why…did you…did you…” I stammer as she gazes into my eyes and says, “I have feelings for you.”

I’m beyond stunned. I can feel myself begin to sweat as my heart pounds.

She grabs my head, again and again, pulls me into her. She kisses me, and I kiss her back. It feels right. It’s like electricity flowing through my body. I feel light headed. I feel like I’m strong and weak at the same time! I go with it for a moment and then the realization! She’s one of my best friends and this shouldn’t be happening! I’m in love with Lori!

I pull away from her again and jump off the couch. “Flora, no. This can’t happen!” I exclaim.

She looks at me with confusion and yells out, “Why not?! Are you not attracted to me?!”

I’m in full panic mode. “No, Flora I mean yeah you’re beautiful and you’re hot and you’re a great kisser but we’re friends and I’m not in the right frame of mind right now” I explain.

She gets off the couch and takes a hold of my hand. “Yes, we’re mates which makes it so much better” she states with certainty.

“I know today has been troublesome for you, but I can’t hold back my feelings any longer. You may think you’re in love with Lori, but I know I’m falling for you and you’re falling for me. You can’t be in love with Lori if you have feelings for me. Tell me you didn’t feel anything when we kissed” she says.

“Okay, I’ll be honest. I felt something” I say to her.

“So, what’s the trouble then? I know when I was seeing Francesca you were jealous and there’s a reason you were. It’s because you wanted to be with me whether you realize it or not” she says as a matter of fact.

“Okay, maybe you’re right Flora but this is too much right now. I need some time to think and sort out my feelings” I say with panic.

“This is quite easy. Just tell me you have zero feelings for me” she says as she gazes into my eyes.

“I…I do…maybe I do… I…” I stumble with my words as she again kisses me. I feel like I’m floating on air for a moment, but I pull away from her anyway.

“Flora…please…” I again stumble as she becomes upset.

“I see. I’m mistaken am I not? You are truly in love with her” she says with sadness.

“Yeah…but...I..I don’t…” I stammer as she looks at me with her eyes quickly filling with tears. “Please leave,” she says.

“I just need some time is all” I begin to explain with panic as she cuts me off and repeats, “Please leave my home.”

I nod my head and walk out of her apartment into the cool air. I order an Uber and arrive at home. I walk into my room and kick off my sneakers and climb into my bed. My mind is racing, and I can’t understand the emotions that are running through my body.

I know I’m asleep and dreaming but it’ still a mind fuck. I’m sitting behind a desk with Lori and Flora sitting next to each other across from me.

“I’ve been her best friend since we were kids!” Lori exclaims.

“Shut up you wanker! You’re straight and I’m a lesbian!” Flora exclaims back.

“I may be bi-sexual. I haven’t even kissed a girl before, but I may find out I like it” Lori snaps back.

“I at least work out,” Lori says as Flora replies, “I don’t need to work out, just look at me”

Flora smiles at Lori and says, “You’re short and I’m not” as Lori replies, “I’m blonde and you’re a brunette. Blondes have more fun for a reason.”

“I don’t doubt it. I guess that’s why you bumped uglies with Kendrick. Fun wasn’t it!” Flora exclaims.

“Whatever you, British bitch!” Lori exclaims.

They both are now glaring at me “Who do you want?” they both ask me simultaneously, over and again. “Lori but I don’t want to hurt you, Flora!” I exclaim over and again as I awake and scream out, “Lori!”

Six days later and I’ve yet to hear from Flora or Lori and I know why. This is all me, this is all happening because of me. I need to do something. Maybe it’s time for me to do what I’ve been too scared, to do? Maybe I need to tell Lori no matter the result? I walk into the bathroom and splash my face with cold water. I look at myself in the mirror nod my head as I say to my reflection its time. It’s time to tell Lori.

A little past 10 PM I text Lori with my heart pounding. “We need to talk” I text her as she replies, “Yeah we do.” I text back, “Borella Field?” as she texts back, “Yeah.”

I make the walk to the field and take a seat on the bleachers where I watched my brother and Kendrick play countless games. I stare out into the darkness as Lori arrives at takes a seat next to me. I want to look at her, but I can’t bring myself to do it.

“I’m sorry about the way I reacted,” I say to her.

“Yeah, what was that?” she asks.

“I don’t know” I reply lying knowing full well why I reacted the way I did.

“I need to ask you a question and I need you to be honest with me,” she says as I immediately reply, “Okay.”

“I’ve had this feeling for a while now, but I’ve never said anything to you. I thought it may have been all in my head and it still may be but the way you reacted the other day makes me think that it maybe wasn’t. You have feelings for me, don’t you?” she asks with the most serious look I’ve ever seen on her face.

I want to reply but I can’t. I feel like I want to pass out and die or at minimum run away.

“Kristen, please look at me and answer my question,” she says.

I take a deep breath and exhale slowly. I gaze into her eyes and reply, “Yeah.”

“Thank you for being honest” she replies.

She takes a deep breath and slowly exhales. “Romantic feelings? she asks with her voice trembling.

I feel like I’m going to cry but using all the strength in my body I prevent myself from doing so.

“I’m in love with you, Lorelai,” I say as I feel like the weight of the world is now off my shoulders. “I have been for a while. I know you’re straight, but it doesn’t change how I feel. It’s been so hard for me to be around feeling the way that I do. You’re my best friend in the world and I can’t imagine my life without you, but I can’t live like this anymore” I finally confess.

I can’t hold back my tears any longer as I feel them being to feel my eyes. I close my eyes tightly as tears begin to stream from my eyes and down my cheeks.

“I’m so sorry Lori. If there was anything that I could do to stop myself from feeling this why I need you to know that I would. I don’t want to lose you” I cry out.

“Wow, thinking you know something and actually knowing is such different feeling,” she says. She looks at me and says, “I would be lying if I didn’t tell you that I’ve thought about.”

“Thought about what?” I ask as I wipe the tears from my eyes and cheeks.

She smiles shyly and replies, “Being with you.”

I let out a laugh and reply through tears, “You’ve thought about being with me as in how?”

She opens her eyes wide and responds, “Well you know.”

“No, I don’t know which is why I’m asking,” I say to Lori as I feel nervous energy engulf my body.

“I can’t believe you’re going to make me say it” she replies. She exhales slowly and says, “I’ve thought about being with you.” I can’t help but smile.

She looks petrified. “I need you to know something. I had a huge crush on you in college” she says with her voice quivering.

“You did not” I reply with amusement as my tears cease.

“Yeah, I did. I mean a huge crush” she says with embarrassment.

I feel like I’m having some sort of out of body experience. Was this why she never liked any girl I had ever dated in college?  

“Thank you for being honest,” I say in a mocking tone mimicking her own very words back to her.

She laughs and looks at me. “How’s Flora?” she asks attempting to change the subject.

“We hooked up a few days ago” I reply.

“What?!” she exclaims.

“We hooked up. We kissed, and she told me she has feelings for me. I’m not going to lie, something was there” I respond.

“Something was there but you’re in love with me?! How does that even make sense?! I knew it, I fucking knew that she was into you!” she exclaims with fury.

“Why are you so mad?” I ask calmly although I don’t feel calm at all.

“Did you tell her how you felt about me?” she asks.

“Yeah, I told her a while back. She told me not to tell you” I answer.

She laughs and exclaims, “That didn’t stop that fucking bitch from coming on to you though!”

I can feel my hands begin to shake. “Lori, I’m so confused right now. I tell you I love you and you tell me you had a crush on me in college. You ask me about Flora and I tell you what happened between us and you’re furious. Why are you so angry?!” I exclaim.

“Damn it! I’m just going to come out and say it” she says with her voice breaking.

“Say what?” I ask wanting ever so badly to know what she’s about to say.

With tears now present in her eyes she says, “When you came out to my freshman year of college, it was like everything you said that you were going through was exactly what I was going through” with her voice wavering.

“What?” I ask in disbelief.

“It’s true. It’s something that I’ve been struggling with for what feels like my entire damn life” she goes on to say.

“What are you saying, Lori?” I ask with my voice now wavering.

“I’m not quite sure how straight I am,” she says with a low tone of voice.

“Lori, why didn’t you ever anything to me?” I ask with concern.

“I don’t know Kristen. No, I’m not being honest. I was scared and honestly, I still am. By the time our junior year rolled around I had was so into you, but I didn’t know what to do about it. I wanted to talk to you. I wanted to tell you how I felt but you were always with one girl or another and never looked at me in that way” she explains to me.

“Lori, you always had a boyfriend or were seeing someone like always. I had no idea” I say with sincerity.

“I know, that’s why I never said anything. I came to feel that our friendship was too important to risk yet here we are all these years later” she says with fear present in her voice.

“Well do you not have a thing for me anymore?” I ask with fear overhearing the word, no.

“I’ve been trying to stop myself from having these feelings for so long, but I can’t stop them completely. At best I can bury them deep inside of me until they come rushing back. I keep thinking that maybe I’ll meet a guy who will make these feelings go away but it feels hopeless.”

I smile at her with understanding and ask, “Is that why you would always get so jealous when I was seeing someone?”

She nods her head and says, “Like when you were with Veronica. I mean what in the hell did you see in her?” she asks with a look of disgust on her face.

“She was insanely hot,” I say with laughter.

“She was also a huge bitch! I couldn’t stand that girl and to be honest I was glad when it ended” she says.

“Tell me how you really feel,” I say comically as she just shakes her head.

“What now?” I ask Lori as she looks at me and replies, “What do you think we should do about this?”

I think for a moment and say, “We’re both mature adults, well adults anyway, I think. I mean we both still live at home and all but anyway, I’ve told you how I feel about you, but you haven’t been all too clear on how you feel about me right now. Having just said that I think we should explore those feelings” proudly.

“You’re right” she replies, as she gets off the bleacher and stands in front of me. She folds her hands behind her back and says, “Kiss me” which leaves me stunned.

“Kiss you?” I ask with nervousness.

She immediately replies, “Yes, kiss me. How else are we supposed to explore feelings? If after we kiss neither of us feels anything then we just go on with our lives. If one of us feels something but the other doesn’t we’ll figure out how to deal with it. So, as I said, come here and kiss me.”

I get off the bleachers and walk to her. I lean in and touch her lips with my own. I kiss her lips again and she kisses me back. Within seconds we’re French kissing and I feel her hands grab my ass! What I feel right now is nothing that I’ve experienced before. What I feel at this very moment is not comparable to what I felt when I kissed Flora. This is so much more! I’m terrified and confident at the same time! My legs feel so weak that I think I’m going to fall at any given moment. I feel myself becoming turned on like never.

We stop kissing as I look at her with my eyes as wide open as they’ve ever been. “Why are your hands on my ass?” I ask as she looks at me with fear in her eyes. “I don’t know. They just kind of went there on their own.”

She quickly removes her hands from my ass and pulls away from me. “How was that for you?” she asks with her voice wavering.

“That was by far the greatest kiss of my life,” I say with an ear to ear smile.

“Fuck!” she screams out.

“I’m sorry, I was just being honest. Did you not feel anything?” I say to her.

“Can we do that again?” she asks as I’m more than happy to oblige.

My body feels like it wants to explode. This is the feeling I always wanted but never experienced. What the hell? Are her hands on my ass again?

“Lori, why are you grabbing my ass again?” I ask with curiosity.

“I don’t know!” she exclaims. “Oh my god, oh my God, oh my God” she repeats over and again as she nervously and frantically paces back and forth.

“What does this mean?” she asks me.

“What does that mean?” I ask with fear, curiosity, and hope.

“I’ve imagined this, and I tried to convince myself over and again that I wouldn’t like it, but I so did! I can’t even explain what I’m feeling right now!” she yells out.

“So, you felt something?” I ask with my voice filled with hope.

She slowly nods her head and smiles. “That was amazing. You’re a really good kisser” she says comically as I reply, “Why, thank you” in a comedic tone of my own.

Lori sits again on the bleachers and looks up at me. “What now?” she asks.

“Maybe, we should date,” I say with a smile.

“Kristen, we’ve practically been on hundreds of dates already” she replies as a matter of fact.

“Well, what do you think we should do?” I ask with curiosity.

She takes a deep breath and exhales. “I think we should go somewhere private and explore these feelings a little more” she replies nervously.

There’s silence between us for a moment until I realize what she’s referring too. “Did you seriously just say we should get a room?” I ask her.

“Yes?” she replies with a question.

“Lorelai, way to fast way too soon,” I say with my heart pounding so hard in my chest I think it’s going to leave my body at any moment.

“I’m sorry, I just have all these feeling and emotions happening right now. You’re right we should take things slow” she agrees.

I raise her to her feet by grabbing her hand. As we walk back to our houses holding hands I try to process what just happened between us. This is what I wanted for so long but now that we’re here I’m terrified over what the future holds.

We walk to the front of my house as we hug each other tightly as I say, “Goodnight Lorelai” as she replies, “Good night, Kristen.”

“Wait, Lori?” I say as she stops walking away.

“You weren’t all too clear on your feelings toward me,” I say with nervousness.

She smiles as she looks down on the ground and walks to me. She places her hands on my hips and gazes into my eyes. We kiss passionately as I feel lost, helpless and oh so happy at the same time.

“Goodnight, Kris,” she says to me with a smile as she again begins to walk away and toward her house.”

“Goodnight, Lori,” I say though the hugest smile of my life.

To my surprise as I walk around to the back of the house I see the kitchen light on. I walk into the house and look toward the living room where Brie, my mom, and my dad are drinking champagne.

“What’s going on?” I ask as my dad. He smiles and hands me a champagne glass. With a look of pride, he says, “Your brother is going to be home for a while. For a while as in 5 years $50 million with a full no-trade clause.”

Brie looks at me and from the look that she’s giving me I know, she knows something is going on. “Well, Kristen and I are going to have some girl time,” she says to my parents as I say, “Don’t you have to work in the morning?”

She laughs and says, “Did you not hear what your dad just said? I’m not going to work anymore so let’s talk” as she walks with me outside to the yard.

“You’re glowing!” she exclaims as I reply, “Am I?”

She nods her head and says, “In the garage now!” as we walk into the garage and she locks the door behind us.

“Where’s my brother?” I ask as she immediately replies, “Out celebrating with Kendrick.”

“Kendrick is an asshole!” I exclaim as she nods her head in agreement and replies, “He can be but he’s also an asshole whose family.”

I proceed to tell Brie everything that happened between me and Lori as she smiles from ear to ear. “I’m so happy for you” she gushes.

“This is what I wanted. Why am I so scared?” I ask her as she smiles with understanding.

“It’s normal to be scared. When your brother and I first got back together I was petrified. I had all these emotions going on. What if we both changed so much that we’re not happy? What happens to us if it doesn’t work out? Things like that but look at us now. We’re getting married” she says with happiness present in her words.

“Brie, I don’t know what I would do without Lori in my life. She’s my best friend in the world and now we’re heading down this unknown path. I’ve never had a relationship that worked out. Then again neither has she” I say with panic.

“All I can say is that all successful relationships begin with a strong friendship. You two already have that so you have a head start. Just be open and honest with each other and I’m sure things will work out for the best” she tells me in a reassuring voice.

I hug her tightly and say, “Thank you so much, Brianna. I’m happy that we’re going to be family” as she smiles and replies, “Me too.”

I try my best to sleep but I toss and turn the entire night. As I lay staring at the ceiling at a bit past 6:30 AM I receive a text from Lori that reads, “Are you awake?” I reply, “I have been all night.” She replies, “Me too so come over.” I’m beyond exhausted but I manage to shower and drink a Red Bull before making the short walk to Lori’s.

As I approach the house I see Lori’s mom and dad kiss as they both get into their cars and drive off in different directions. I grab the handle to the front door and open it. I slowly walk up the stairs to Lori’s bedroom and lightly knock on the door. “Come in,” she says as I enter her room and close the door behind me.

Lori is sitting on the foot of her bed wearing a blue fluffy robe and fluffy slippers. She smiles at me with exhaustion present on her face and says, “If I slept for an hour that would probably be more than I actually did” as I smile and reply, “I know what you mean.”

She gets off the foot of her bed and walks past me. She closes her bedroom door and smiles at me. “What’s up?” I ask as she replies, “I didn’t sleep much but I did do a ton of thinking.”

“What did you think about?” I ask curiously as I take a seat on the foot of her bed.

“Us,” she says immediately.

“What about us?” I ask with fear.

“Do you really know that you’re in love with me?” she asks with a smile.

“Yeah, without a shadow of a doubt” I respond.

“Great” she replies as she removes her robe.

Holy shit! She’s nude! I can’t take my eyes off her! Her breasts are amazing. Her nipples are tiny and pink. Her stomach is defined and she’s bare below. She has amazing sexy hips. My heart is beginning to race.

“Why are you nude?” I ask with my voice wavering.

“The better question is why aren’t you nude too” she replies.

“I thought we agreed that we were going to take things slow,” I say.

Lori replies, “I’ve had feelings for you for so long.” She looks at me and asks, “How long have you been in love with me?”

“A couple of years at a minimum but probably longer I guess,” I say with a smile and say, “Put your robe on.”

She shakes her head and smiles.

“Not like this. When the time is right whatever is going to happen between is going to happen, but this is way too fast” I say to Lori trying not to let on that I want to jump all over her.

“How much slower can we possibly go? Are years not enough?” she asks in an annoyed tone of voice.

She sits next to me at the foot of her bed and smiles.

“Can you put some clothes on?” I ask as she smiles and shakes her head. “Nope. I’m just going to lay here in the middle of the bed for a while” she says in a flirtatious manner.

She lays herself on the middle of the bed and places her arms under her head. “So, what’s up?” she asks making a popping sound with her p.

I can’t take my eyes off her! She looks so damn sexy. The way she’s looking at me is making me excited! As I gaze at her nude body she smiles and spreads her legs apart. Fuck this! I yell out to myself.

I climb up the bed from the foot of the bed and place myself on top of her as we passionately kiss. I’m kissing every inch of her neck and sucking on her ear. As I continue to lick and kiss her neck she begins to run her fingers through my hair.

She grabs my face by placing her hand underneath my chin and pulls me into her face. Our lips touch and within seconds we’re French kissing. As we kiss I run my hand down her stomach and down to in between her legs. She places her hand over my own as I touch her. She exhales with pleasure as I rub her vagina. She’s dripping wet!

As we kiss I begin to rub her clitoris with my fingers in a circular motion. She kisses and licks my neck as I play with her. As I continue to touch her she gazes into my eyes with a look of lust and wanting I’ve never seen before. I can’t control myself! I quickly make my way between her legs and kiss her vagina as she squirms. I stick my tongue out and begin to lick her as she cries out with passion, “Kristen!” My face is buried in her vagina and she’s slowly grinding against my face. As I look at her face from between her legs I watch her begin to rub her nipples and breasts. She gazes into my eyes as I gaze into hers from between her legs. “Oh shit!” she yells out as she moves her hips faster and faster into my face. My face is soaked in her juices as she continues to quickly grind herself into my face “Kristen…fuck…” she cries out as she tightly grabs my hair and begins to pant. Her legs begin to shake as her entire body soon follows and begins to shake as well. With three hard thrusts of her hips into my face, she explodes and begins to try and catch her breath.

I stop licking her and look at her in amazement. “Did you just…” I begin to say as she cuts me off and replies, “Yeah.”

I wipe my face with my hand and giggle. “That was so fast,” I say as she places her hands over her face with embarrassment. She gets off the bed and gives me a look full of passion and lust. She calls me over to her by waving her index finger to me. I slide myself to the edge of the side of the bed as she kisses me passionately. As I pull off my shirt she pulls my shorts and panties off in one motion down to my ankles and off to the ground.

Lori drops to her knees and looks at me with concern. “Tell me if I’m doing something wrong,” she says as her face goes in between my legs. She licks and sucks the inside of my legs and gently kisses toward my vagina. I feel her tongue brush across my clitoris. I gasp and say, “Just like that” as I bite down on my lip.

I grab the back of her head as I watch her tongue move in and out of her mouth and into my vagina. I’ve never been so turned on in my life! “I can’t believe you’ve never done this before” I cry out with passion as my words seem to make her more excited. She pulls me into her face as I feel her tongue move deep inside of me. I throw my back onto the bed and raise my legs and rest them on her shoulders. As she licks my clitoris she inserts a finger into me. How does she know how to do this? I ask myself as I feel the onset of an orgasm.

She hasn’t been down there long I say to myself as I close my eyes. This is happening way too fast! This never happens this quickly! Oh shit, this is happening and happening right now as I have a mind shattering orgasm! “Lori…” I cry out as I orgasm. She removes her head from between my legs and smiles as she kisses the inside of my leg.

She climbs onto the bed beside me and kisses me passionately. She laughs hysterically with her infectious laugh and says, “That was amazing!” as I move into the middle of her bed.

“Let me get this straight, no pun intended,” she says as I can’t help but laugh. “We stay best friends yet also have amazing sex? she asks as I smile and say, “That’s pretty much it but there is so much more we can do.”

She smiles and runs her fingers through her hair.

“Lay down,” I say to her with a seductive voice as she does what I say.

I raise up her leg and place myself in a position where our vaginas are touching. I slowly begin to move my hips as our moist vaginas begin to rub and slide against each other. Lori lets out a sound of pleasure and she moans and says, “That feels so good.”

I’m slowly grinding my vagina against hers and slowly pick up the pace. “Faster!” she yells out in passion as I again pick up the pace. My heart is racing and I’m sweating profusely as I continue to quickly grind against her. She again is starting to pant and breath erratically. I can tell she’s trying to make herself breathe normally but isn’t having any success. She begins to rub her nipples and breasts with both of her hands in a circular motion. She then pulls on her nipples and explodes. I continue to grind against her for a moment until I too explode. I remove myself from her and throw my exhausted body next to hers. She looks at me and begins to hysterically laugh. “I can so get used to this,” she says as she kisses me as I kiss her back. We lay in her bed cuddling as I feel myself begin to drift off.

I don’t know how long we’ve been sleeping for as I slowly open my eyes. Lori is cuddled up against me with her arm draped across my stomach. She’s so beautiful I think to myself. The best I can describe what I feel right now is complete and utter happiness. I’ve thought in the past that I’ve been happy but not like this. I’ve never experienced anything like this.

“Lori? Lori?” I say in a low voice as I try to pull my arm from beneath her. She slowly awakens, smiles and then begins to hysterically laugh.

“What’s so funny?” I ask with confusion.

She laughs again and asks, “The first time we met in the 6th grade did you ever think we would be here?”

I laugh myself and shake my head as I reply, “Nope.”

I look at her and ask, “How did you know what you’re were doing went you went down on me if you’ve never done that before?”

“I never said I never did that before” she laughs.

“What?!” I exclaim.

She laughs and replies, “Lesbian porn. I can only get off to lesbian porn and apparently I’ve learned a thing or two” as I shake my head.

For days Lori and I act like teenagers in love. We hold hands, cuddle and wait of our parents to leave the house so we can fool around.

Lori and I are watching television downstairs in her family room when a sickening feeling comes over me. I just realized that it’s been over a week and I haven’t heard from Flora at all. I’ve become so caught up with what’s happening with Lori that I not once thought about Flora. I feel disgusted by myself.

“Flora,” I say in a low voice.

“Flora?” Lori asks.

“I need to speak to Flora” I reply as Lori exclaims, “Why?!”

“I need to tell her,” I say as I gaze into Lori’s eyes.

“Fine, I’ll go with you” she replies.

I shake my head and respond, “Alone.”

She shakes her head and says defiantly, “I don’t think so.”

I look at Lori as if she’s lost her mind. “I wasn’t asking your permission, Lori” with defiance.

“Oh, so what I think doesn’t matter,” she says sarcastically.

“Of course, what you think matters but I need to talk to Flora and talk to her alone. Why are you acting like this?” I ask her with amazement.

“You two hooked and she told you that she has feelings for you!” she says to me with her jaw clenched.

“I know! That’s why I need to talk to her!” I yell back at her.

Lori’s eyes are getting teary. What’s going on?

“Lorelai, what’s wrong?” I ask with concern. “Why are you getting so upset?” I ask.

“She has feelings for you, you two are friends and she’s beautiful,” she says as a tear falls from her eye.

“Sure, I know all of that but I’m in love with you,” I say passionately.

“Kristen, I love you,” she says to me.

“You love me?” I ask with joy as she nods her head.

“Okay, so I love you and you love me. What’s the issue?” I ask with confusion.

“Flora is the issue, Kristen,” she says as she wipes a tear from her cheek.

“Lori, you don’t have anything to worry about. I just need to speak to her, so I can tell her that nothing can happen between us. That’s all.”

“Promise me that nothing is going to happen?!” she exclaims.

“I promise, Lori,” I say to her.

“Fine, then go and talk to her,” she tells me.

I kiss her goodbye but as I go to walk away she grabs my hand and grips it tightly. She looks terrified.

“Lori, I promise that nothing is going to happen, okay?” I say with as an assuring voice as I can.

She closes her eyes tightly and opens them as she gazes into my eyes. She lets go of her grip and replies, “Okay.”

I walk to my house and grab my car keys. I get into my car and drive to Flora’s not knowing what I’m going to say to her. I exit my car and walk to her door. I turn the handle and walk inside.

I don’t know what I’m feeling as I look at the vacant basement apartment. She’s gone! Where is she? I go back to my car and grab my cell phone. I call her cell to hear, “The wireless subscriber is not available. Please try your call again later.”

I get into my car and drive to the bar in Levittown. I walk into the bar and ask the bartender if he’s seen, Flora. “Whose Flora?” he asks as an older man drinking a beer yells out, “The Dutchess!” 

The bartender smiles at me and says, “No clue who she is but can I get you a drink?” as I shake my head. I walk back to my car and get inside. Her apartment is empty, and I can’t get in touch with her. I have no idea where she could be or how to possibly get in touch with her.

I drive to the catering hall where I find Sergio in his office.

He smiles and asks, “Coming back to work?” as I shake my head.

“No, I was wondering if you’ve seen Flora lately” I reply.

“Yeah, she stopped in a few nights ago to thank me for letting her work here. She said goodbye to the servers and kitchen staff” he responds.

“Did she say where she was going?” I ask.

“No, she said that she had come into some money and was going to do some traveling,” he tells me.

“Did she leave a number or a way to get in touch with her?” I ask as Sergio nods his head.

“By the way, you’re killing me. People are asking about our photography package, but I don’t have a photographer” he says.

“Whatever, I’ll talk to you about this some other time” I reply as I leave the hall and go back into my car.

Flora’s gone? She didn’t say goodbye to me? I thought I meant more to her than that! How could she leave without saying anything? I rest my head on my steering wheel when the answer to the questions I asked myself pops into my head. I hurt her! She put herself out there and told me how she felt and my reaction was not what she wanted. I mean how could it be? How would I have felt if Lori had the same reaction toward me as I had to Flora? Maybe if she hadn’t left and I said what I was going to say to her today I would have hurt her more. Was it naïve of me to think that our friendship was strong enough to get past this? I guess so. She’s one of my closest friends but she’s gone, and I don’t know when or if I’ll ever see her again. I can’t stop myself from crying as I think back to the times we shared together. I cry for a while and then I’m able to compose myself. I start my engine and begin the drive back to the house. 

I drive home and park my car in the driveway. I enter the backyard to find Joe and Kendrick laughing as they drink beer. I look at Kendrick and a fury engulfs me!

“May I have a quick word with you, Mr. Booker?” I ask as he looks at Joe and says, “Mr. Booker? Sure, Kristen what’s up?”

I give him a fake smile and say, “May we have a word in the garage in private?” as Joe looks at me wondering why I need to talk to Kendrick in private.

Kendrick walks into the garage as I close and lock the door behind me. I look at him as I snarl and ask calmly, “What happened between you and Lori at the engagement party?”

“What are you talking about?” he asks with confusion which takes me off guard.

“How the fuck could you take advantage of her like that!” I yell out as I take hold of the box cutter my dad uses to cut up large boxes for recycling.”

“What the hell, Kristen? Joe! Joe…” he exclaims as I hear Joe try to get into the garage through the locked door.

“I’m going to cut your dick off,” I say calmly and with a smile.

“What the fuck did I do?” he asks with panic.

“You know what the fuck you did! You took advantage of her!” I screech.

“No, I didn’t” he replies with terror.

“Liar!” I yell out as Kendrick yells out, “Joe! Get the fuck in here now! I think Kristen is having a psychotic break!”

“Get ready for dick losing time!” I yell as I lunge at him the box cutter.

He dodges me and runs to the far side of the garage. “Kristen, what the fuck?! I didn’t do anything with her!” he screams out.

“Stop lying to me, Kendrick! Tell me what you did to her!” I exclaim.

“Kristen, look at me! I swear I didn’t do anything with her!” he exclaims.

The look on his face makes me want to kill him a bit less. “Talk now!” I yell out.

“All we did was dance!”

“What?” I ask not knowing if I should believe him.

“She was hammered so I brought her to my room. She laid down in bed and kept saying, “Where’s Kristen? Find Kristen. I need Kristen. Then she puked everywhere including all over me and her. I stripped her clothes off and put her in the shower.”

“You saw her naked!” I exclaim.

“Kristen, how else was I supposed to get her to shower? It was completely innocent!” he yells out.

“Did you touch her?!” I exclaim.

He quickly shakes his head and says, “No, I squirted her with shower gel” as he mimics the squeezing of a bottle.

“I threw her a towel and she wrapped herself in it. Right before she got to the bed she threw the towel off and laid down in the middle of the bed. She yelled at me to find you! I tried but you were gone by then. I swear I didn’t touch her!” he yells out.

“Swear again!” I scream out as he yells out, “I swear Kristen!”

I drop the box cutter as the garage door slowly opens with the motor struggling. Joe runs inside and yells out, “What the fuck is wrong with you Kristen?! Have you lost your mind?!”

“Momentarily, but all is good now” I reply with a smile and lightly smack Joe twice on his cheek.

Kendrick looks at Joe and says, “I’m seriously considering not signing with the Mets anymore.”

Kendrick did of course sign with the Mets. In fact, one of the largest contracts in history to the tune of 10 years and $250 million dollars, also with a no-trade clause. The media loved it. Two best friends who took different paths to get where they were only to wind up playing together professionally. The Dodgers offered more money and the owner even fired the general manager for suspending Kendrick without telling him but at the end of the day, Kendrick wanted to play at home.

It’s so hard spending time together and keeping our hands off each other. The way my dad looks at me and Lori when we’re spending time together is making me nervous for some reason. He looks at us two the same way he always has but I can’t help but feel it’s different at the same time. It’s this usual smile and head nod as he leaves us alone. It’s the same thing he’s done since Lori and I started coming home from winter breaks during college but it’s kind of freaking me out for some reason.

A little over three months later, Lori and I are like two teenagers in love. When we’re at each other’s houses we sneak kisses when we feel safe enough that no one will catch us. We impatiently wait to have one of our houses free, so we can fool around. All I know is that I’m the happiest I’ve ever been, and Lori tells me the same thing. We haven’t been able to do much of anything lately because neither of us has had homes to ourselves and I’m so worked up I feel like I want to internally combust. I’m more than relieved when Lori texts me and says, “Dad going out with the guys. Mom away for the weekend” on a Friday night.

We make plans to meet up at her house at 9 PM sharp. Prior to arriving, I make a few stops. I go to the liquor store and purchase a bottle, the supermarket where I purchase whip cream and juice and a sex shop where I purchase a strap on dildo. The dildo is at the request of Lori which I feel a certain way about. I’m the only girl she’s ever been with, yet she told me that she wanted me to get one. Why? Does she miss having sex with guys?

I excitedly pull my car to the front of her house and exit with my bags in hand. WOW! Lori is waiting for me at the front door wearing this naughty lingerie which leaves little to the imagination. Her hair is wet and the look on her face tells me that tonight is going to be fun.

I walk through the front door as she locks in behind her. “Finally!” she exclaims as she kisses me passionately.

“A drink my lady?” I say comically as she laughs as gazes into my eyes. “But, of course” she replies as we walk into the kitchen. I mix a few drinks and we talk for a bit.”

She bites her bottom lip and looks at me seductively. “Do you like what I’m wearing?” she asks as I smile and nod my head.

“Doesn’t leave much to the imagination” I reply as she giggles and replies, “Okay” as she removes the lingerie and now stands before me nude.

“I don’t want to drink anymore. I need you upstairs in my bed now” she says as she licks my ear and then kisses my lips.

“Not a problem,” I say as I kiss her and touch her breasts. I take my bag containing the strap on with me as we both quickly run up the stairs and into her bedroom where Lori locks the door behind her.

She looks like an animal in heat as she kisses me and quickly helps me remove my clothes. In under a minute we’re both nude and groping each other.

She pushes me down on the bed and goes down on me immediately. As I run my fingers through her hair and watch her lick me I begin to sway my hips into her. “That feels so good,” I say with lust and she eats me like never.

Why do I orgasm so fast with Lori? It sometimes bothers me but on the other side of a coin how is having a fast orgasm a bad thing? As she licks my clitoris and fingers my vagina I explode in ecstasy. Lori slowly stops licking me and laughs.

“That was so freaking fast,” she says through laughter as I place my foot on her shoulder and push her backward and reply, “Stop” with laughter. With animal lust, I pull her to me by her hair and kiss her passionately.

I lay her down on the bed. I get on top of her as I kiss and lick her small pink perfect nipples. I slowly kiss down her fit stomach and tease her by kissing and licking the inside of her thighs. She grabs a hold of the back of my head and pushes my face into her crotch as I begin to suck and lick on her dripping wet vagina.  She’s squirming and moaning at the same time which makes me beyond turned on.

“Baby, that feels so good,” she says with a passion which makes me want to please her that much more. I’m now licking her fast and furiously until she exclaims, “Fuck me!” I remove myself from between her legs and remove the strap on from the bag. I fumble with the package for a moment as Lori exclaims, “Hurry baby, please!”

I affix the strap on as Lori gets into the doggy style position. She takes hold of the dildo and helps me guide it inside of her. I slowly start to thrust as she moans and yells out, “Faster!” I quickly pick up the pace and am now fucking her with a fast, steady pace. “Pull my hair!” she yells out as I take a hold of the bottom of her hair and gently pull.

“No, pull my fucking hair!” she screams at the top of her lungs as I violently pull her hair backward and toward me and she moans and groans. “Faster…harder…pull!” she yells out in passion as I now find myself pulling her hair violently and thrusting myself into her with lightning precision. I’m pacing my breathing as I thrust and pull until she bursts. I have been with plenty of girls in my life, but this is by far the loudest and most intense orgasm I have ever given to one.

She’s now laughing hysterically as I stop thrusting and slowly remove the dildo from inside of her. She’s never kissed me like this before.

She collapses onto the bed and looks at me with lust in her eyes as I lay my body on top of hers. We kiss and gaze into each other’s eyes. I can’t believe she had such a strong orgasm.

“Did you want me to buy a strap on because…because…you miss” I stumble over my own words as she shakes her head and smiles.

“No, I just wanted to feel close to you. That was the most amazing feeling of my life. Honestly, dicks are kind of gross, but they feel good as long as they don’t pop too fast” she says laughingly as she pops her p as she does from time to time. “It’s such a better feeling knowing that it’s you and not some douchebag” she also says.

“You look thirsty. Why don’t me and you go downstairs and have a few cocktails before we pick this up again” she says with a smile.

“Yes, please,” I say as I begin to put my clothes on.

“Why are you getting dressed,” she asks as I reply, “I’d feel weird to walking around your house naked” I reply.

She smiles and replies, “Okay” as she grabs a robe and puts it on.

We hold hands as we walk down the stairs and kiss passionately as we reach the bottom landing.

“Hi, girls” I hear Lori’s dad, Justin, say as we both quickly turn our bodies to find Lori’s father walking toward us we’re still embraced Lori with terror in her eyes lets go of me.

“Hi, daddy,” Lori says with her voice trembling as I look at him and say “Hi, Justin” as he smiles at me.

“So how long has this been going on?” he asks Lori as she grips onto my hand tightly.

“I don’t know what you mean, daddy,” Lori says with her voice still trembling.

“Lorelai, I was born at night but not last night,” he says to her. He looks at me and asks, “Kristen?”

I look at Lori as she looks at me. She closes her eyes tightly and slowly opens them. Justin is just standing here staring at us. He slowly walks into the kitchen as we slowly follow behind him.

He looks at Lori after looking at the bottle of liquor and asks, “Do you mind?” as Lori quickly shakes her head. He pours a rather large amount into a glass and drops in a ton of ice cubes. He takes a sip and puts the glass down on the kitchen counter.

“Girls have a seat,” he says pointing to the stools that sit just outside of the large island in the kitchen. He removes the bottle from the kitchen counter and places it onto the island. Lori and I are now seated at the island as Justin sips on his drink and stands across from us.

“Lorelai how long has this been going on?” he asks again.

She grabs onto my hand so tightly that it hurts. I place my other hand over the hand she has holding me with a death grip as she slowly loosens her grip but is still holding me rather tightly.

“A little over three months daddy,” she says in a low pain filled voice.

He smiles and takes a large sip of his drink. “A little over three months” he repeats and sighs. “Go upstairs and put some clothes on” he commands as Lori quickly jumps off the stool and runs up the stairs.

My heart is beating fast as I sit in silence with Justin sipping on his drink. I’ve never been so uncomfortable in my life. “Your dad and I are playing golf on Sunday morning,” he says with a smile as I can’t bring myself to say anything in response.

It feels like time is moving in slow motion until I hear Lori come walking down the stairs. She quickly sits next to me and places her hands onto the kitchen island.

He lets out a laugh and shrugs his shoulders. He rubs his face with his hand and then proceeds to grab two glasses from the cabinet which he fills with ice. He pours the liquor into the glasses and then slides them across the island to me and Lori. “Cheers,” he says as we clink glasses as takes a big sip of his drink as Lori and I barely take a sip of each of ours.

“So…” he begins to say but then say’s nothing as he quickly downs his drink and makes himself another. He takes a big drink and then says, “So, you two are an item?” he asks Lori.

Lori locks onto his face and slowly nods her head.

“You have had a ton of boyfriends over the years going all the way back to high school. I can’t believe Richard was right. Personally, I never saw it and neither did your mother” he says.

Richard? What the hell does my dad have to do with anything? I wonder to myself.

“For future reference, your mother and I work really hard for this house and we would appreciate if it weren’t treated like a hotel. You two are old enough to find suitable accommodations” he says as a matter of fact.

“Kristen, it’s getting late, so you should head home now,” he says as I look at Lori and then quickly exit the house and into the yard. I can’t bring myself to leave so I stand just outside the slightly ajar kitchen window.

“Are you going to tell mom?” she asks her father with nervousness.

“Of course, I’m going to tell your mom?!” he exclaims.

“Daddy, I don’t know what to say,” she says as I can hear her becoming emotional.

“What is there to say Lorelai? You and Kristen have been like sisters since you two were kids. When you wanted to go with her to Syracuse even though you could have majored in elementary education anywhere I accepted it and paid for it. I don’t know how to wrap my mind around this” he says to her. He continues, “You’re in a sexual relationship with your best friend. What am I supposed to think about this?” he asks.

“I don’t know daddy. I can’t tell you what to think or what to feel about this but it’s not just a sexual relationship. I love her, and she loves me. We’re together in relationship and sex is a part of any normal relationship” she says with courage.

“Normal relationship?! There is nothing normal about you being in a relationship with Kristen!” he exclaims. “Don’t you want to get married one day? Don’t you want to have kids?” he asks her.

“Yes, I want to get married one day. I maybe want to have kids one day, I don’t know, daddy” she replies in a voice that I know she’s crying.

“You’ve dated a ton of guys Lorelai. There is a guy out there for you that will make you happy” he says with assurance.

“I don’t want to be with a guy. I want to be with Kristen. Daddy, I’m gay and I’ve always been gay” she says through tears.

“Bullshit!” he screams out. “Your friend, she’s always been gay, not you. She did something to you didn’t she?!” he yells out.

“No, she hasn’t!” she cries out. I can hear her sobbing. I want to run in the house and rescue her, but I know I can’t.

“Do you have any idea what this has been like for me?! Do you?! I tried to be a good straight girl, I fucking tried. I’ve fought who I am for so long and I was miserable, fucking miserable! I could think of nothing other than if I acted straight and did what straight girls do that somehow, I would become straight, but I can’t, I fucking can’t because I’m gay. Whether you or mom likes it or not your daughter is gay! And I tell you something else, your gay daughter is in love and she’s fucking happy. All she wants is for her dad to be happy for her!” she cries out in pain.

“Kristen did this to you, this is all Kristen’s fault!” he yells out.

“Kristen has nothing to do with this! Do you want to know the truth?! I had feelings for her way before she ever felt anything for me!” she yells out in anger.

“You are not gay Lorelai!” he exclaims.

“Keep saying it enough and maybe it’ll become true?! Why can’t you just be happy for me?” she sobs.

“You want me to be happy for you? How can your mom and I be happy for you? Do you have any idea what life is going to be like for you?” he asks.

There’s now silence. My heart is beating a mile a minute and I feel like I’m going to be sick.

“This has nothing to do with me and how I feel? This has nothing to do with how you feel about this personally? You’ve always cared so much about what other people think! That’s why you and mom need to drive ridiculously expensive cars, why you bought a fucking boat and why you two are members of that shit country club. You’re terrified over how people are going to treat you and mom because I’m gay! You're so worried about what people will think but you don’t give a rats ass about how I feel!” she yells out at the top of her lungs.

“What your god damn mouth young lady! If you’re going to live in my house show me some respect!” he exclaims.

“Respect is earned, not given. My 2nd graders know that. I’m gone!” she yells out.

I don’t know what to do with myself. I begin to pace back and forth with my heart pounding and my body filled with nervousness.

A few minutes later I hear the front door to the house slam shut. I run the front of the house to find Lori putting a large piece of luggage into her trunk.

“Lori, where are you going?!” I yell out.

“Anywhere but here!” she screams out.

“Come to my house,” I say as she immediately shakes her head.

“I need to be alone right now,” she says to me with tears in her eyes.

“Where are you going?” I ask with concern.

“I don’t know!” she yells out.

“You shouldn’t be alone right now. I’ll come with you” I say with hope.

“No, I need to be alone God damn it!” she yells out as she slams her trunk closed, gets in her car, turns on the engine and quickly drives off.

As I stand in the middle of the street watching her taillights fade into the distance I turn my head as I hear the front door to the house open. There is Justin leaning against the frame with a drink in his hand. He’s looking at me with daggers in his eyes. I return the gaze and shake my head as I quickly walk to my house.

“Please call me when so I know your safe” I text her as I arrive in my backyard and stare at my phone. A little over an hour later and I’ve yet to receive a response. I’m beyond worried and scared. I don’t know where she’s going, I don’t know where she’s at and I don’t know if she’s okay. I don’t want to cry but I can’t stop it. With tears streaming from my eyes I try to call her cell phone over and again, but I keep getting voicemail.

I run into my house and find my mom reading on the couch. She looks up from her tablet and looks at my panic-struck face. “What’s wrong sweetheart?!” she exclaims.

I stop dead in my tracks as I cry uncontrollably. How could Justin be so cold to her? She poured her heart and soul out him, one of the two people who gave her life. He held her in his hands as an infant and raised her. I know how much she looks up to him and how much she loves both her parents. If Justin feels the way that he does I can only think that her mom will feel the same way too. I never had to go through what Lori just did with my family, but I have no idea what they think or how they feel.

“Mom, do you hate that I’m gay?” I ask through tears as I stand in front of her like a statue.

My mom puts down her tablet and quickly gets off the couch. She runs over to me and hugs me tightly.

“Where is this coming from?” she asks with distress.

“Do you hate that I’m gay? I need to know?” I cry.

“No baby, of course not. I just want you to be happy” she says in her soothing voice.

“What about dad? What about Joe?” I ask as I almost choke on my tears.

“Of course, not Kristen. We all love you. It doesn’t matter to any of us that your gay sweetheart” she says again with a soothing voice with tears in her eyes.

“Mommy…” I cry out as she hugs me as tight as I’ve ever felt her hug me before. She kisses me on my cheek and stroked my hair as she walks me to the couch and sits down with me.

“Baby, what’s wrong? Talk to me” she says as she holds me in her arms and rocks me back and forth. At this moment I truly realize how lucky I am to have the family that I do. I couldn’t imagine my mom not holding me like this or being so concerned about me just because of my sexuality.

As I cry I give my mom a complete breakdown about what had just happened at Lori’s house. My mom continues to hold me and rock me in her arms as she strokes my hair and gently wipes away my tears.

As I finish my last word over what happened my mom smiles at me with an ear to ear smile.

“You and Lori are together?” she says with tears in her eyes.

“Yes, mom,” I say with disbelief. “Haven’t you heard a word I said?” I ask again with disbelief.

“Your father knew it!” she exclaims.

“What?” I ask her as I try to process the words I just heard.

“What did dad know?” I ask with interest.

“You father has always said that the two of you would wind up together” she replies with pride and joy.

“Shut up, daddy thought me, and Lori would wind up together? How?” I ask with my eyes bulging from my eye sockets.

She lets out a hearty laugh and replies, “He’s always said that the way you two act toward one another was something beyond friendship. When we found out that you were gay it made even more sense.”

I’m so stunned I’m almost a loss for words. “Daddy thought this before everyone find out I was gay?” I ask as if I’m experiencing an out of body experience.

She laughs again and nods her head. “He always thought Lorelai was gay so when he found out you were gay he was convinced.”

I can’t help but laugh. “Dad thought that I was straight, and Lori was gay?!” I yell out and laugh so hard I’m now crying over laughter and not what happened between Lori and Justin.

“Wish he would have filled me in. It would have made the last two-plus years much easier” I say with a laugh.

She smiles at me and asks, “Care to split a bottle of wine with your dear old mom?”

“Mom, you’re not old,” I say with certainty as she lets out a laugh and says comically, “It’s not nice to lie to your mother.”

My mom goes into the wine fridge, grabs a bottle, opens it and pours two glasses.

“Mom I’m so worried about Lori,” I say as I take a sip from the glass she just handed me.

“She’ll be fine. She just needs some alone time is all. I promise everything will be better in the morning.”

Halfway through the bottle of wine as me and my mom talk about the whole me being the gay thing I received a text that reads, “I’m good. At the Holiday Inn” as I feel a sense of relief come over me. “I’m here for you” I reply to which she replies, “I know” with a heart emoji.

I wish I could tell you that everything turned out great with Lori’s dad. That he thought long and hard about their conversation and came to the realization that he loved her no matter what. I wish I could tell you that her mom was the voice of reason and like my mom had zero issues with her sexuality. I wish I could tell you that, but it would be a lie. Lori’s mom took the news even worse than her dad. Lori and her mom’s conversation resulted in an over hour-long screaming match. She hasn’t seen or spoken to them in close to a year. Lori stayed at the hotel for a little under a week when fate stepped in. Her friend and co-worker Anna’s roommate had left with close to zero notice leaving Anna in a bind. Anna offered to have her move in and Lori agreed. Anna and Lori have lived together in a 2-bedroom apartment in Whitestone, Queens for a little over a year.

We and Lori have dinner plans tonight and I feel terrible that she’s always paying. It makes me feel like a complete deadbeat. As I sit at the table waiting for her arrival I’m trying to come to terms with the fact that I’m going to have to be tied to a desk and chair if I’m ever going to work again.

There she is. I can’t help but smile as she walks to the table in her tight black dress pants, a light blue blouse and a large carry bag. She kisses me hello and asks, “How was your day?” as I shrug my shoulders and reply, “Same as always.”

I look at her and say, “I’ve been doing some thinking and I think I’m going to take that graphic artist job for that online magazine in the city” as she looks at me and shakes her head.

“You’ll be miserable,” she says as a matter of fact as I reply, “Yeah, but I need to earn a living. My parents are giving me crap and I’m broke.”

“Very true,” she says with a smile as she goes into her bag and takes a small box out. She places it on the table and with excitement says, “Open it.”

I open the small box to find business cards. I remove a business card and read it. “Kristen Browning Party Photography.” 

“Lori, what is this?” I ask with confusion.

“Congratulations, you’re now self-employed,” she says with a smile.

“I’m so confused,” I say to her with confusion.

She looks beyond excited. “I’ve crunched the numbers and it can be an amazing business. I know you loved working at the catering hall taking party pictures, but you hated the pay. They were charging customers $900 and paying you $225. The catering hall books the service but gets $900 a shift. Like I said I crunched the numbers. With only three parties a week and even with taking a month off for a vacation you would still net close to $130,000 a year” she says with a smile as she calls the waiter over and orders a bottle of wine.

“Can I really do this?” I ask her as she excitedly nods her head and says, “Absolutely and I can help. All you need to do is make a magazine like a portfolio and I can drop them off to different catering halls. You can be up and running in no time. A few halls booking your services and pay dirt.”

It’s kind of crazy. I thought if anyone would use my service it would be the place where I performed the service for years, but Sergio was beyond pissed that I had even approached him. However, Lori was right. It wasn’t all too hard to sell my service to a handful of catering halls. I sometimes do up to 6 parties a week, but my normal workload is normally 4 parties a week. I sometimes wish I could clone myself and even toyed with the idea of hiring photographers to work for me, but I like being in business by myself for myself. I’ve only been in business for a little over 6 months now, but business is booming. I’m happy professionally but not so happy personally.

Trying to spend time with Lori is so difficult and I’m so lonely. I spend countless nights snapping photographs of happy party goers but inside I’m so unhappy. The money is great, and I couldn’t be doing any better financially but it’s almost like being back at the old catering hall. Drunken guys hitting on me all night but now I don’t Flora to vent to. The commute for both of us can be torturous if we don’t leave well after rush hour and our schedules are completely opposite.

It’s a Tuesday night and I miss Lori so much it hurts. I call her as the party in Hauppauge is coming to an end as I want nothing more than to spend time with her tonight.

“Hi baby,” she says with a drowsy voice.

“Hi, I was wondering if you wanted some company tonight?” I ask with hope.

“What time is it?” she asks as I quickly reply “Almost 11 PM.”

“Kristen, by the time you get here and find parking it’ll be close to midnight. I need to be up by 6:20 AM to make it work on time” she says to me as I feel deflated.

“I have parent-teacher night tomorrow so come over on Thursday,” she says as I reply, “I can’t.  I’m booked for a party out in Setauket”

She sucks her teeth and asks, “Friday?” as I quickly reply, “I’m booked on Friday and Saturday night.”

She lets out a sigh of frustration and says, “Sunday! Come over and we can spend the day together” as I let out an exhale and reply, “Yeah, Sunday would be great” as we end the call. I want nothing more than to be with her tonight, but I need to wait four days to see her? This sucks beyond belief yet this has pretty much become our lives together.

I’m so excited to see Lori I can barely contain myself. We agreed that I would be over at her apartment by 11 AM so we could go out for brunch and lounge around her apartment. After thinking for quite some time I know that the only way to get our relationship back on track is if we change our living arrangements. On Sunday I’m going to ask her to get a place with me.

The party I’m photographing this Saturday night is awesome! It’s a 20thanniversary college reunion and I’m having a great time. The crowd is older than what I’m used to and most of the people who aren’t married are there with a significant other. The music is awesome and as the night progresses it’s as if I’m being initiated into their college. Not once have I been hit on and I feel loose after a few drinks. I tend not to drink when I’m working but tonight is different. I almost feel that I’m at my own college reunion. I was in a ton of pictures as one of the guests, wives was also a photographer. By the end of the night, I’m completely wasted so I make a wise decision and leave my car at the hall and take a cab home.

That was one of the best nights of sleep I’ve had in a long time I think to myself as I open my eyes and look at my clock. Shit! It’s almost noon and I was supposed to be at Lori’s by 11 AM! I grab my cell phone to read three texts from Lori asking where I am. I text back stating that I’m stuck in traffic and will be there soon. I take a quick shower, get dressed and run out the door as I now remember my car is at the hall. I call a cab and get back to my car. I drive as fast as I can, but the traffic is terrible. I finally find a parking spot within a few blocks of Lori’s apartment but it’s almost 3 PM.

As I make the walk from my car to her apartment building I know I’ve royally screwed up. I enter the vestibule and buzz her apartment. “Come on up” I hear Anna say as the buzzer sounds and the door to the lobby unlocks. I enter the lobby and nervously press the elevator button. It feels like the elevator is taking forever as the doors finally open. My heart races as I arrive on her floor. I exit the elevator and walk to her door to discover that the door is ajar. I slowly push the door and enter where I’m greeted by Anna.

Anna has a pained look on her face as she points to Lori’s bedroom door, places her hand on my shoulder and says, “Good luck.”

Good luck? What am I walking into right now? Calm down, everything is going to be fine. I’ll just explain what happened, tell her that we should move in together and we’ll be right back on track.

I take a deep breath and slowly turn the door handle to Lori’s bedroom. I slowly open the door to find Lori sitting on her bed watching television in her pajamas. I take one look at her and know she’s been crying.

“Hi, babe,” I say with a smile as she gives me a look that says, “I want to kill you right now.”

She flashes a smile and says, “Nice of you to finally show up.”

“I’m sorry, traffic was really bad” I explain.

“Traffic was bad?” she laughs. Shit! I say to myself.

“Want to know when traffic wouldn’t have been bad? How about 10:15 this morning? That’s when you should have left your house leaving you with plenty of time to find parking and make it here on time” she seethes.

“Okay, I know I messed up but that party I was at last night was amazing. It was a 20th-anniversary college reunion and I kind of got caught up in it” I explain.

“Why wouldn’t you? It’s not like we’ve only been out of college for a little over 3 years. 20 years vs 3 years I can see why you would get caught up” she says through clenched teeth.

“Okay, I know I messed up, but we still have the rest of the day,” I say with a smile.

She shakes her head and explodes. “We haven’t seen each other in weeks, fucking weeks Kristen! We had plans and I mean so much to you that you show up over 4 hours late?!”

“I’m sorry but can’t we just enjoy the rest of the day?” I ask with false hope.

“You’re fucking job sucks!” she yells out. What did she just say? Now I’m pissed.

“It’s not a job, it’s a career and it was all your idea, to begin with. I love what I do, I make a ton of money and in fact, I make more money than you!” I say with conviction.

She lets out a short laugh through her nose and looks at me as if she wants me dead on the spot.

“Money? Money?! Maybe you should have been with the millionaire British bitch over me if you’re so concerned about money! I’m sure you have a ton of money saved up considering you still live at home” she says with sarcasm.

“Okay, very true, I do have some money save up that I would like to use for something,” I say with a coy smile.

“What would that be?” she asks.

“I want to use some of that money to pay for the security deposit, a month’s rent and furniture for our new place,” I say with excitement.

“New place? I just signed a new lease with Anna 6 months ago! I told you I did so now you expect me to bail on my friend?!” she screams out.

Oh shit! I didn’t even think about that.

“Like I would move in with you anyway” she states to me.

“Yeah, I know. Like that time when we were supposed to move in together, but you bailed on me for a guy!” I scream out.

Her eyes open wide and her mouth is so wide open I think It may hit the floor.

“That was fucking different!” she screams out at the top of her lungs. “We weren’t in a supposed relationship!” she screeches.

“Supposed?!” I screech back.

“We barely see each other anymore and we barely talk anymore,” she says as she begins to cry.

“I know but I don’t want this!” I yell out.

“What don’t you want?” she asks in a low voice.

“I feel like we’re trying to force this to work and it shouldn’t be this fucking hard!” I exclaim.

“Force this? Force this?! Get the fuck out of my apartment” she says through tears.

“I didn’t mean it like that Lori. I…” I say as she screeches, “Get the fuck out!” as she grabs a pillow and throws it at me.

“Lori, please,” I say as she again yells out, “Get the fuck out of here!”

I know I messed up, but I don’t deserve to have her treat me this way and act the way she’s acting.

“Gladly!” I yell back as I look at her with fury. I open her bedroom door and slam it with all my might. I walk back to my car and drive back home.

As I pace in my bedroom I have countless thoughts running through my mind. Did I mess up by showing up late for brunch? Yes! Is it my fault that our schedules are so different, No! It was her idea that I start the business, to begin with, so why is she upset over it now?! Why is she putting all the blame on me?! It’s not my fault she had a falling out with her parents and she decided to move to Queens! She could have easily asked me to get a place with her, but she didn’t! I didn’t want her to move there, to begin with, but it’s not like she asked me! I would love to see her more and talk with her more but it’s not like she helps me with my business at all! If I don’t do what I need to do for my business than it won’t get done. Instead of understanding she just wants to vent?! I’m so frustrated I don’t want to cry I want to hit something. Instead, I choose to grab my pillow and scream as loud as I can into it. If she thinks I’m reaching out to her to apologize she has another thing coming!

It's now Thursday. Lori and I haven’t spoken in person, on the phone or by text. I normally don’t answer phone numbers that I don’t recognize on my cell phone, but it could be a referral, so I answer.

“Hi, Kristen this is Lori’s roommate Anna” I hear her voice say.

“Hi, Anna, what’s up?” I ask with surprise.

“Can you meet up with me tonight around 9 PM? I don’t have a problem driving out to you” she says.

“About what?” I reply.

“I’d rather speak in person so can you meet me tonight?” she asks again.

“Yeah, sure. There’s a diner not too far from my house. We can meet there” I reply as I give her the name and location of the diner.

Why in the hell does Anna of all people want to meet with me in person? What does she have to say to me that’s so important that she didn’t want to talk on the phone? My mind races throughout the day with question after question.

I decide to drive to the diner a little early and pull into the parking lot about ten minutes before 9 PM. I walk into the diner and to my surprise, Anna is already there and waiting for me in the lobby.

“Table or booth?” she asks.

“Kristen and I have a booth we always sit in and it’s not taken so we can sit there,” I say.

The waiter seats us at the booth. I ask, Anna, “So are we eating?” with confusion as she shakes her head and replies, “No, but this won’t take long.”

I roll my eyes and asks, “So what’s so important that you felt it necessary to meet with me in person?” I ask sarcastically.

She shakes her head and looks at me with disdain. “Lori is my roommate, my coworker, and my friend so I’ll keep it short and sweet. If you don’t want to be with her just end it already” she says with disgust

“What!” I exclaim.

“You heard me” she replies calmly and continues, “After what you did and said to her last Sunday I would think that you would have tried to apologize.”

A let out a laugh and reply, “She was the one who kicked me out of the apartment.”

“How was she supposed to react? She told me that you told her that you didn’t want this meaning being with her” she says incredibly.

“That’s not what I meant. I tried to explain but she wouldn’t let me. All I meant was that I didn’t want to barely see her and wished that our schedules weren’t so off” I explain.

“You treat her like shit anyway, so I stand by my words,” she tells me.

I treat her like shit?! Who the hell does this girl think she is?! I yell out in my head.

“Where do you get off?!” I seethe.

Anna looks at me and raises her eyebrows. “Where do I get off? Let me think for a second. Oh, I know where I get off. I’m the one who sees her so fucking miserable at home and at work. I’m the one that she cries to over you. I’m the one who listens to her try to come to terms that her parents cut her off when she would rather speak to you about it. You’re a self-absorbed bitch” she says in all seriousness.

“You don’t know shit about me and Lori. Lori and I have been in each other’s lives since we were 11. We’ve been best friends for over a fucking decade so you can kiss my ass” I say through gritted teeth as my blood begins to boil.

She flashes a fake smile and folds her hands. She places her folded hands on the table and replies, “That may be true, but you’ve been her girlfriend for a little over a year and right now you two aren’t even on speaking terms. She’s not happy and your obviously not happy so take her behind the shed and shoot her already.”

“Did you just compare Lori to a dog?” I ask with fury.

“You treat her like a dog so why not?” she replies and continues, “I can’t believe that you asked her to move in with you after you showed up hours late for a date,” she says.

I shake my head as I feel I’m about to explode. “Not that’s its any of your business but I know because of our schedules we’re drifting apart. I figured if we moved in together it would make things better” I explain.

“So why the fuck did you let her move in with me, to begin with? You could have asked her to get a place with you then, but you didn’t. Better yet, why didn’t you ask her when she told you she was signing a new lease with me? You could have asked her then, but you didn’t. As I said, you’re self-absorbed.

It feels like Ana’s words just smacked me in the face and into reality. I don’t feel angry anymore and my blood is no longer boiling.

“She used to text you every morning, but she stopped. How many times did you text her first thing in the morning?” Anna says with the utmost calm.

She’s right! Lori used to text me every morning with a simple message of good morning, a meme or an emoji. When it stopped I didn’t think anything of it but as hard as I think I can’t remember when I did the same toward her. Anna’s words are like daggers to my heart.

“You have no clue what our job entails. Close to 30 seven-year-old kids, all with different personalities and different living situations. Yet we’re told they’re all the same. Treat them the same but the reality is they’re not the same. They’re all individuals. Anyone who gives a damn tends to cater their day around their individual needs. That takes a ton of planning and it can become all-consuming. Guess who gives a damn and spends hours upon hours planning? Guess who takes her free time to meet with parents who don’t give a rat’s ass about truth? Guess who gets no support from the administration?” she says to me coldly.

I can’t bring myself to say a word in reply. I feel ashamed. Is Anna right, am I a self-absorbed bitch?

“Tongue-tied, huh? Don’t feel bad because this is what I expected. You don’t think that you treat her like shit?” she asks with a laugh. “You may not think so, but I know so and so does she. If you can somehow inconvenience yourself to come over and see her it’s all about sex. Sex doesn’t equate to love if you were wondering” she says with venom.

“I would think for as close as you two were before getting together you would know what’s obvious but as I said, you’re self-absorbed. Personally, I think you wanted her, have her and don’t want her anymore. I think you need to let her go because I know for a fact she won’t let you go. However, there is a chance, as slight as it may be that I’m wrong” she says as she slaps on two keys on a keyring onto the table.

“Have a great night, Kristen,” she says with a laugh as she leaves the booth and the diner.

I sit at the booth alone with my thoughts for a moment. I leave the diner and make the short drive home. I go into my bedroom and threw myself onto the bed. I lay on my side with my pillow underneath my head and gaze at Lori’s picture. I know why I couldn’t respond to most of what Anna said. It’s because she’s right.  When she told me, she was moving in with Anna I did not once mention getting a place with her. When she told me, she was renewing the lease I assumed that’s what she wanted so I didn’t think to even ask her if that’s what she wanted to do. She could have asked me, but she didn’t, why? Am I really that self-absorbed? If so, maybe she tried to tell me without telling me and I either didn’t notice the signs or didn’t care. How did we get here? All I wanted was to be with her so what the hell am I doing? I’m making her miserable! I was once terrified of telling how I felt about her because I thought I could lose her forever. Now we’re a couple and I may wind up losing her forever anyway. How could I be so blind? I love her, and I don’t want to lose her. My life without her would be no life at all. I need to fix things and fix them before it’s too late.

The next morning, I wait until I know Lori won’t answer her cell phone. When she’s teaching she turns it off, so I know when I call I’ll get her voicemail. I’ve been thinking all night about what I want to say. All I need to do is say what needs to be said. I dial her cell phone number and as I expected I get her voicemail.

“Hi Lori, it’s me. I just wanted to tell you how sorry I am about our argument last Sunday. When I said that I didn’t want this I never meant for you to take it as I don’t want to be with me because I do. You’re the love of my life and not being with you would devastate me. I’ve been doing a lot of thinking and I know we’re not in a good place right because of me. I haven’t been treating you the way you deserve to be treated and I’m oh so sorry. I want you to know that I will do whatever I need to do to make things right between us. I know you’re still mad and I don’t expect you to call me back right away and that’s fine. Just know that I love you, I’m sorry and I hope you have a great day. Hope to talk to you soon” I say as I end the recording and send it.

I have no desire to work tonight but by not showing up just once could ruin my entire business. As it gets closer to the time for me to leave I haven’t received a response from Lori. I’m having trouble concentrating and I feel like I’m just going through the motions. As I take countless pictures I keep looking at my watch wishing I could fast forward time to make the party end. It’s close to midnight as the venue begins to empty. I quickly get into my car and start the engine. I don’t know what to do with myself. As I drive out of the parking lot and onto the highway my mind is consumed with Lori. Did she get my message? Did she listen to it? If she did get my message what is she thinking? How mad can she still be? I almost miss my exit and swerve onto it at the last minute. I arrive at my house a few minutes later. I turn the car off but can’t bring myself to get out. I sit in my car and recline the seat as I become fixated on the roof liner. My cell phone alerts me to an incoming text message. I grab my phone to read a text from Lori that reads, “Thank you.” Thank you? That’s it? Anna lacing into me was an eye opener but this text from Lori makes me fear the worst. Are we in that bad of a place? Have a distanced myself so badly from her that I may not be able to fix things between us? I close my eyes tightly and feel my warm tears exit my eyes and run down my cheeks. What am I going to do? I ask myself over and again as I finally exit my car and head into the house.

Saturday is like a blur as I once again find myself at work snapping photographs of happy people. Look at their stupid smiles and dumb faces! Oh, the happy couples! They’re happy now but wait and see! This one guy has been hitting on me all night and obviously can’t take a hint.

“Hey baby, plans after this?” he asks.

I shake my head and flash a fake smile.

“I didn’t get your name,” he says with a coy smile as I quickly reply, “That’s because I didn’t tell you my name,” I say with sarcasm.

“What is your name?” he asks with a smile as I smile big and reply, “No.”

“No?” he asks with confusion.

“Like I said, no. I’m trying to work, and I’m not interested. Bye now” I say with a smile but give him a look that says, “Go to hell.”

“No need to be a bitch!” he exclaims as I laugh and reply, “I don’t need to be, but I am so bye now,” I say with a laugh as he slowly walks away from me defeated.

I’m sick and tired of this! It’s the same thing party after party! I don’t want to do this anymore. The money is great, and I like being my own employer but I’m not enjoying this at all. I love being a photographer and there’s nothing else I would ever want to do but I don’t think this is it for me. Worst of all this business is killing my relationship with Lori. If I had to choose my business or Lori, it’s going to be her every time. When the party is over I feel as if I huge weight has been lifted off my shoulders. I get into my car and make a split-second decision. I need to see her and see her now. I drive from the catering hall straight to her apartment. To my relief, there’s a parking spot right on the corner of the block. Lori and Anna always say not to park there but I don’t care about that right now. I’m exhausted, and I need to see Lori.

I enter the vestibule and ring her apartment a few times but no response. It’s after 1 AM, where the hell is she? I think for a moment and realize that I have the keys to the apartment that Anna had given me. Should I use the keys without them being home? I think to myself. I have no clue but decide to use them anyway. Within minutes I find myself in Anna and Lori’s dark apartment. I feel weird being here by myself and decide that I shouldn’t have used the keys over an hour later. I exit the apartment and head to the elevator. When the elevator doors open I see Lori, Anna and Anna’s fiancé Phillip. Anna and Phillip are holding Lori up as she looks at me with drunken confusion.

“What are you doing here?” Lori asks with slurred speech.

“I miss you and wanted to see you” I quickly reply as she rolls her eyes.

We all walk to the apartment and go inside.

“Can we talk?” I ask her with concern apparent on my face.

“What do you want to talk about?” she asks again coldly as I immediately reply, “Us.”

Anna and Phillip quickly go into Anna’s room, leaving me and Lori alone in the living room.

“Figure you’d come over, apologize and we can go into my bedroom for make-up sex?” she asks almost as if stating a fact.

“Well yeah I wanted to apologize in person, but I wasn’t thinking at all about sex” I quickly reply.

“What did you think about my voicemail?” I ask with hope.

Lori looks at me almost expressionless and shrugs her shoulders. This is not what I was expecting at all and I can feel myself beginning to feel anxious.

“I’ve been doing a lot of thinking and I think we need a break,” she says with a clenched jaw.

“A break? Why?” I ask as my anxious feeling is now becoming replaced with panic.

“If you need me to say it, fine. You and I aren’t working and it hasn't been for a while. It’s not like its been days, weeks or a month, Kristen. It’s been months” she says with tears beginning to form in her eyes.

“Lori, you’ve had too much to drink and you're emotional. Let’s just talk about this tomorrow when you have a clear head” I say with panic.

She shakes her head and replies, “My mind is clear and because I have had too much to drink I have the guts to do what I’m doing. This isn’t your fault, it’s mine. I should have known better. I just thought that because it was me that it would be different.”

“Lori, what are you saying to me?” I say as I feel my eyes begin to fill with tears of my own.

“How many hearts did you break in college?” she asks.

“College has nothing, absolutely nothing to do with us now,” I say with anger building inside of me.

“It so does you’re just too blind to see it. Tonya, Betty, Maryann, and Adriana. You broke all their hearts and it was all you. Your incapable of putting anyone’s needs before your own. It’s always been all about you.”

“Lori that’s bullshit!” I cry out.

“Is it? Did you ever why Veronica decided to move on? She was a bitch but not to you. You did with her what you always do. You pushed her away but of course, didn’t realize it. The same thing you’ve been doing to me.”

I shake my head in disbelief. “Are you telling me that I made Veronica cheat on me?!” I scream out.

“That’s exactly what I’m telling you!” she cries out.

“The day you told me you were in love with me I was so happy. You told me the reason your relationships didn’t work out was that you compared them all to me and I believed you. As I said, I should have known better” she says with a sob.

I can’t believe what she’s saying to me! “Is this a break or a breakup Lori?!” I say with anger and panic.

“I don’t know Kristen,” she says as she wipes tears from her eyes.

“Didn’t you listen to a word I said on that voicemail?!” I scream out.

“They’re just words, Kristen,” she says sadly.

“You don’t believe me?!” I ask in horror.

“Saying and doing are two different things. What’s going to change? You don’t have time for us and it’s not like I can do anything about it. You still live at home with your parents. It’s not like I can crash at your house in the middle of the week and have your parents be okay with it” she explains through emotion-filled words. I sometimes think that if I didn’t reach out to you as much as I do you wouldn’t reach out to me at all” she says.

“That is so far from the truth!” I say with anger.

“I don’t think so. It took my roommate laying into you to realize what’s been going on this whole time. You show up today and I’m supposed to jump for joy? You could have been doing this the entire time, yet I can count on one hand the number of times that you have” she says as she’s now almost hysterically crying in pain.

“Lori, I’m sorry but I promise things will be different!” I scream.

“Actions speak louder than words Kristen and as I said, we need a break,” she says as she cries.

“Lori, look at me and tell me that you don’t love me,” I say with fear.

“I can’t say that because I do. It’s because I love you so much that this hurts so bad!” she cries out.

“If you love me then why are you doing this?!” I scream out at the top of my lungs.

“Because you don’t love me, Kristen. You may have thought that you did but you don’t.  It’s because you don’t love me that we’re where we are right now. This was a mistake” she says as she now completely breaks down.

“A mistake?” I say as I now start crying uncontrollably.

“It’s a break Kristen but if it turns out to be a break up it’s not going to be on me. It’ll be on you like it always has been” she says as she covers her face with her hands and cries.

“Okay, if this is what you want it’s what you want,” I say as I drop the key ring with the two keys on the coffee table.

“I guess we’ll talk?” I ask as she shrugs her shoulders and replies, “I guess time will tell.”

I leave the apartment and get into my car. I’m trying to get the key into the ignition, but I can barely see through my tears. It’s like I’ve had all the oxygen removed from my body as I struggle to catch my breath and breathe normally. There’s no way I can drive home like this. I don’t know what to do! As manage to get a hold of my breathing and grab my cell phone. I immediately call Brianna and hope beyond hope that she’ll pick up.

“Kristen, it’s almost 4 AM,” she says with a sleepy voice.

“Brie, I…I…don’t. Lori…told me that…that” I try to say as I struggle to get the words out of my mouth.

“Where are you!” Brie yells through the phone.

“In…in my…my car…on…on…Lori’s block.”

“Kristen! I need you to get a hold of yourself. Text me her address and don’t move!” she yells out with concern.

With my hands shaking I text Brianna with the address.

“I’m on my way. Stay exactly where you are and don’t hang up!” she again screams with concern.

“My phone…” I begin to say as my battery dies and my phone goes dead.

I don’t know how long I’ve been sitting in my car when I’m startled by a knock on my window. Its Brie dressed in pajamas and sneakers with her hair pulled into a ponytail. She opens my door and pulls me out by my arm as I wrap my arms around her and cry. She sits me in her car and then goes into my car where she locks my doors. A little under 20 minutes later as I do nothing but cry and gaze out the window we’re at Brie and Joe’s condominium in Bayside.

“Calm down, Kristen and talk to me,” she says as she embraces me and rubs my back.

I compose myself and give her a word for word breakdown of exactly what happened at Lori’s apartment.

We sit in silence for a moment when Brie looks at me and asks, “Do you love her?” as I quickly nod my head.

“She’s my best friend and I want to spend the rest of my life with her, but I think I’ve screwed this up so bad I can’t fix it. I don’t even know how to fix it.” I cry out.

“Well, she loves you so you already at are a good starting point. She wants you to show her that you want to be with her so all you have to do is show her” she explains calmly and with a reassuring voice.

“I don’t know how. It’s not like I can clone myself” I say with exasperation.

“You need to get some rest. I promise things will be clearer after a few hours of sleep” she says as she walks me into the guest bedroom. She walks out and returns a couple of minutes later with a pajama set. I don’t think I’ll be able to sleep but I soon feel myself drifting off.

I awake and have no clue what time it is. I exit the bedroom to find Brie watching reality television in the living room as Joe and Kendrick walk in. Joe puts his luggage down and golf clubs down as Kendrick looks at Joe and says, “You need to stop playing” with a laugh.

Brie looks at Joe and asks, “I take it you didn’t play all to well at Pompano” with amusement.

Joe looks at me with confusion and asks, “What are you doing here?”

“Long story,” I say as Joe and Kendrick look at each other and both sit on the couch with Brie.

“Spill it,” Kendrick says with an intrigued voice.

I again tell my story to Joe and Kendrick for the first time and Brianna for the second time. I again say, “I don’t know what to do, it's not like I can clone myself.”

Kendrick looks at Brie and Joe and grins. “I know exactly what you should do but it’s going to cost you,” he says with confidence.

“You make more money in a year than I’ll see in a lifetime, yet your advice is going to cost me?” I say incredulously.

“Yeah I do but did you or did you not try to stab me with a box cutter?” he says as he smiles.

“What do you need Kendrick?” I ask.

“I need you to be my wedding photographer, free of charge,” he says with a Cheshire smile.

“Wedding? It would help to get engaged first” I say shaking my head.

“I know, and I am,” he says with pride as Brie jumps off the couch and yells out, “You and Sandra are getting married?!”

“We are,” he says with happiness as I say, “I can’t believe it. She must be something” as he quickly replies, “Yeah, she is.”

“Fine, now tell me what to do!” I exclaim.

“Your business is doing well, right?” he asks as I shake my head.

“Do you like doing it?” he asks as I shake my head and reply, “Not so much anymore.”

“If you could clone yourself, how many parties could you cover per week?”

I shrug my shoulder and reply, “No clue.”

Kendrick shakes his head and replies, “Think.”

I think for a moment and reply, “If I really got after it I don’t doubt I could do a minimum of two per day, six days a week.”

“What’s your fee?” he asks as I reply, “$900 per event.”

“Damn girl, your expensive” he laughs.

“What are you getting at Kendrick?!” I yell out.

He grabs his cell phone and smiles. “2 events per day, 6 days a week equals 12 events per week. 12 events per week times 4 weeks a month equals 48 events. 48 events at $900 equals $43,200 per month. $43,200 per month times 35% equals $15,120 per month. All you need to do is reconfigure your business. Hire independent contractors, charge a booking fee of 35% and you have all the time in the world. Also, you’re going to be 25, move out of your parent’s house. T.P.P., The Party People, “You Party and We Capture the Moments. Get some office space, hire contractors, incorporate and you’re done. You could even make it a business opportunity for photographers” he says as if it was the easiest thing in the world to come up with.

“Seriously? But it’s my name and reputation” I say to him.

“Yea and your name and reputation come with a 35% booking fee. They submit the photographs to you, so you maintain quality control” he says.

“How does this free up my time? You know how long it will take to review hundreds of photographs times 48 parties a month?” I ask with despair.

“Kristen, when you run a business you can also have these things called employees. I’m sure Brie will help you and I know me, and Joe won’t have a problem giving you a few plugs.”

“Where is Lori’s school at?” Kendrick asks.

“Floral Park” I quickly reply.

He smiles and says, “Get an apartment in Garden City and you’re all set.”

“Why Garden City?” I ask.

“Proximity, Kristen,” he says shaking his head. “Anyway, need to run but you’re welcome,” he says as he gives me a hug and a kiss, Joe a bro hug and Brie a hug and a kiss.

“Kendrick, wait!” I yell out as he stops dead in his tracks.

“How do I get her to forgive me?” I ask helplessly.

“It’s going to cost you,” he says with a smile as I look at him like I want to kill him.

Kendrick replies, “Just kidding, all you need to do is make her feel important. Make her feel like your entire world revolves around her. Text her every morning and send her a couple of cards every week. Send her flowers and um… I know. Order her lunch and have it delivered without her knowing a couple of times. However, this is key, and I can’t stress this enough. Under no circumstances do you call her or show up at her place. Just keep doing what I said over and again, and she’ll reach out to you.”

“Are you sure this is going to work?” I ask with hope.

Kendrick smiles and says, “Am I not going to get married?” as he again gives me a hug and kiss and says, “I’m out.”

Brie grabs her laptop and begins typing away. “Come here, Kristen,” she says as she shows me a listing for a luxury apartment in Garden City.

“Wow, that’s expensive,” I say with concern.

“Let's just take a look,” she says as she makes a phone call and books an appointment.

“Joe, your coming,” Brie says as he looks at her and replies, “I just got home. I’m tired” he says.

“I’ll make it worth your while,” she says in a seductive voice.

He smiles and says, “I’ll drive.”

We’re greeted in the lobby of the complex by the leasing manager.

“Hi, I’m Danny Sheridan,” he says as Brie introduces herself, me and Joe.

“Holy crap, you’re Joe Browning,” he says with excitement as my brother smiles, nods his head and asks, “Mets fan?” as Danny says with excitement, “Diehard.”

He takes us to a townhouse rental called, “The Prestige.” It’s sick! It has a one car garage with a closet and stairs that lead upstairs. On the first floor, there’s a balcony, living room, dining room, powder room, laundry room, and a huge storage closet. On the second floor, there’s two huge bedrooms and two huge closets and most important two bathrooms.

Joe looks at me and replies, “This is way too much for you. Why don’t you look at a studio?”

Brie replies on my behalf by saying, “Two girls need two bathrooms and the only way to get two bathrooms is with a two bedroom or bigger.”

“Lori has an apartment already” as I smile and don’t reply.

Danny looks at me and says, “This unit is $4200 per month plus one month’s security deposit” as my eyes feel like they’re about to pop out of my head.

Joe laughs and says to me, “Garden City was just Kendrick’s suggestion. You could rent an entire house in Franklin Square and save yourself $1400 a month.”

We all thank Danny for his time as Brie is on her cell phone looking at real estate listings as we get into the car. “Kristen, 4 bed 2 baths with a garage for $2800 a month,” she says with excitement as she puts the address into the GPS and makes a phone call. As luck would have it, the owner just happened to be at the house, so he agreed to stick around until we arrived.

Unfortunately, the house was a complete disaster and I have Joe and Brie drive me back to my car on Lori’s block. Where is my car?! I exclaim as there is now an SUV parked where I had left my car early this morning.

“Maybe it got towed,” Joe says as he makes a phone call to find out that it wasn’t towed. “Who the fuck steals a green 2005 Toyota Corolla?!” I exclaim. I feel like I want to cry. “I’ve had Boogie since high school,” I say as I start to get choked up.

Joe laughs and replies, “It was a shit box. Just get a new car” he says with insensitivity as Brie punches him in the arm.

“Don’t worry, you can use my car until you get another one,” Brie says. Thankfully I don’t have any parties booked this week until Thursday, so I at least have a few days to find new wheels. My car is the least of my problems. I need to plan an operation “Make Lori My World.”  

I purposely wake up at 7:45 AM just so I can text Lori, “Good morning. Hope you have a great day” with a smiley face emoji. I then go to a card store and spend close to an hour trying to select a few cards that will not only mean something to hear but aren’t too serious but rather a bit comical. I wind up walking out with seven greeting cards one of which reads, “I’d walk through fire for you. Well, not fire because it’s dangerous but a super humid room. But not too humid, because of my hair.” I go into Grub Hub and preorder two deliveries, one for Tuesday and one for Thursday that should both arrive a few minutes before Lori’s lunch period.

I then go into full operation, “New Business Model.” I place classified ads on a bunch of job boards and schedule a visit to a Regus for the following day to get a price for short term office space, so I have a location to interview photographers.

Every morning for the week I text Lori first thing in the morning. On Tuesday I text Lori, “Just wanted to let you know I’m thinking about you. Have a great day.” On Wednesday I text, “Happy hump day just don’t hump anyone please LOL.” On Thursday I text, “Just want you to know I love and miss you. On Friday I text her, “Hope you had a great week. Don’t get wasted tonight unless you plan on inviting me over” with a winking emoji.

On Saturday morning I awoke to a text from Lori. “Thank you for the card and the lunches” which makes me excited. This may be working! I exclaim to myself. I again text her on Sunday morning with a message of “I miss you” with a sad face emoji.

The next week I again text her every morning, send her lunch but also send her a dozen red roses. On Thursday night she texts me and says, “The roses are beautiful. Thank you so much” that includes a happy face emoji with hearts for eyes. I get so excited that I almost call her but stop myself when I hear Kendrick’s voice in my head telling me not to call her.

“Make Lori My World” continues for another two weeks and has now been in operation for an entire month. In that time, I’ve hired five photographers and instead of taking photographs at night parties I’ve been spending my days marketing my business. Its been over a week since I played the part of party photographer I can say that I like where this is heading. Oh yeah, I also bought a new car. I was all set to buy a Prius, but Joe told me that if I was going to be a CEO I needed to play the part, so I purchased a Mercedes C300. It seems the only thing other than me still not being able to find an apartment is that Lori hasn’t called.

It’s Saturday afternoon and I’m beyond frustrated with my apartment hunt. Everything seems way overpriced and the few that I’ve seen that had reasonable rent were absolute crap holes. I’m sitting in the living room with my laptop as I hear my cell phone ring.

“Hi, Kristen,” Lori says as my heart feels like it just skipped a beat.

“I know what you’re doing,” she says as I reply, “Is it working?”

She laughs and says, “We’re supposed to be on a break” as I quickly reply, “We are. We haven’t seen each other in over a month. By the way, what are you wearing?” I say flirtatiously.

“Kristen stop it,” she says with a giggle.

I hear her take a deep breath and exhale. “Kristen, I don’t see why you’re doing all the things you’re doing. The morning texts, the cards, the flowers, and the thoughtful gifts when you still don’t have time for me in your life.”

“Well, things change,” I say coyly. “I’ll have you know I haven’t photographed a party in over a week” I continue to say.

“Did you quit?” she asks with concern.

“No, I didn’t quit, I decided to reconfigure the business. I hired a few photographers and they’ve been covering the parties. Me, on the other hand, have been out drumming up business. I honestly purposely avoided doing this but now that I’m doing it I don’t know why I waited so long.”

“I’m shocked but that’s great. I’m happy for you” she says as I say, “Correction, be happy for us.”

“So, how have you been,” she asks as I reply, “Other than being on break with you, things have been good. It’s great talking and all but I need to take a quick shower and head on out for an appointment” I say.

“Appointment for?” she asks as I reply, “An apartment.”

“You’re moving out of your parent's house?” she asks with a shocked sound to her voice.

“Not until I find an apartment” I reply.

“I can help if you want,” Lori says.

“I would want you to help if you want to help” I reply.

“Yeah, sure. Do you want me to see the apartment with you today?” she asks.

Yes! Yes! Yes! Yes, I want you to! I scream in my head. “Yeah, that would be nice. Do you want to meet me there?” I ask.

“Yeah, sure” she replies as I say, “I’ll text you the address.”

I text her the address and head into the bathroom to take a shower. I can’t wait to see Lori! I miss her so much!

As I arrive at the front of the house I see Lori’s leaning against the passenger door of her car.

I park across the street and exit my car. As I walk across the street Lori sees me and smiles with her beautiful smile. I feel like I haven’t seen her in forever although I know it’s only been a little over a month. She looks amazing!

We hug each other and kiss each other on the cheek.

“When did you get a Benz?” she asks with amusement.

“When Boogie was stolen I decided to upgrade a tad” I reply with a smile.

“Boogie was stolen?! You love that car! When?!” she asks full of emotion.

“The morning we had our break talk, I was over emotional and couldn’t drive. I had Brie pick me up. When I came back for Boogie he was gone” I explain.

“Oh no! It was my fault?!” she exclaims.

“No, it wasn’t your fault. Apparently, someone decided a green Corolla with over 215,000 miles was desirable” I reply with a laugh and continue to say, “Joe was right, Boogie was a complete shit box. Mercedes is much better. Besides Boogie was kind of symbolic of the old me. Black Beauty over there, kind of symbolizes the new me.”

The real estate agent shows me and Lori the apartment and once again I’m disappointed. “This is so frustrating!” I vent to Lori after the real estate agent leaves.

“Why do you want to move to New Hyde Park?” Lori asks inquisitively.

“It’s close to Floral Park where you work so I want to find a place that’s not a pain in the ass for you to commute from” I explain.

She smiles and looks down at the floor. “Kristen, if you’re not working nights I don’t care where you live. I don’t have a problem traveling to spend time with you. You could live in the middle of Suffolk for all I care.”

“So, are you thinking about possibly giving me another chance?” I ask with a smile.

“Maybe,” she says with a smile.

“Maybe?” I ask as she replies, “Maybe.”

“Maybe as in yes?” I ask as she replies, “Maybe as in maybe.”

“You maybe want to grab a late lunch early dinner?” I ask as she replies, “Definitely.”

As we sit at the restaurant eating I wish I could read her mind. I think she wants to give me another chance but if that’s the case then why didn’t she reply yes when I asked her? We make small talk during our meal and walk together to our cars in the parking lot afterward.

“Are you doing anything tomorrow?” she asks as I shake my head and reply, “It’s Sunday, Lori.”

“I was thinking that maybe I could help you check out a few places tomorrow if you weren’t doing anything else” she states.

“That would be awesome” I reply with excitement.

We hug each other goodbye but as Lori is about to get into her car I look at her and smirk.

“What?” she asks.

“Actions speak louder than words,” I say with conviction. “Tell me what I have to do, and I’ll do it. I don’t know what else I can do to show you that I mean everything I said to you” I say to Lori.

She smiles and replies, “You still live at home baby.” I can’t help but laugh but at least she called me baby.

On Sunday, Lori is at my house bright and early and when I say early I mean early. It was only a few minutes past 6:30 AM when she burst into my room and awakens me from a deep sleep. I take a shower, get dressed and off to the diner we go.

“Why are we having breakfast at 7:15 in the morning?” I ask with a yawn.

“You have a 9 AM appointment for an apartment in Patchogue. By the time we get our booth, eat, pay and make the drive we should be there just on time.”

“Patchogue is a half an hour from here which means that’s an hour or over an hour commute for you,” I say with disbelief.

She smiles and replies, “I told you I don’t have a problem traveling.”

As Lori said, a couple of minutes before 9 AM we arrive. We exit the car and enter the managing agent’s office. By the time we leave a little over an hour later I’m beyond confused. “Lorelai, why would I want to pay $2,900 a month to live in Patchogue?” I ask.

“On ground swimming pool, fitness center, parking, theatre and close to the supermarket. What more could you ask for?” she says with a smile.

“What now?” I ask as she smiles and extends her hand.

“What?” I ask with confusion.

“Key please, I’m driving,” she says as I place my key into her hands and say, “You don’t need to hold the key for the car to open and start” I explain.

“I know, I just want to hold the key and I so want to drive your car,” she says to which I can only shake my head and laugh.

I saw so many apartments that they all started to run together. Lori drove me across Long Island for the entire day, but the result was the same. All the apartments were either too expensive or not worth the asking price.

As we drive back to my house I’m at a loss for words. “I don’t want to see another apartment ever again,” I say with a sigh as Lori looks at me with concern.

“Maybe, you should just buy,” she says.

I shake my head and reply, “I’m sinking all my money into the new direction of my business” as she doesn’t reply. Instead, she runs her fingers through her hair with her left hand as she holds onto the steering wheel with her right hand.

“Lori, what’s wrong?” I ask.

“Not a thing” she replies quickly.

“Something is obviously bothering you so just spit it out,” I say.

“Nothing is obviously wrong” she states as I laugh and say, “Are you forgetting who you’re talking to?”

“Nope,” she says as she pops her p.

As she pulls my car into my driveway I smile at her and say, “I need a date for my brother’s wedding.”

“You’re the photographer,” she says as I reply, “The photographer needs a date.”

She laughs as she turns the car off and hands me my key. “The photographer needs to take photographs,” she says as she gets out of my car.

“Thank you for today,” I say as she quickly replies, “You’re welcome.”

As we embrace goodbye and our faces cross, I go in for a kiss. She quickly turns her head as I wind up almost kissing her eye.

She smiles and says, “See you at Joe and Brie’s” as I say, “Yeah see you there.”

I won’t lie, Lori turning away from me is bothering me. I want to ask her why, but I don’t want to wind up in an argument, especially since it’s taking me quite some time to get back to where I am with her. All I can say to myself is don’t let up.

On Monday, as soon as I wake up I text Lori, so she knows that I’m thinking about her. She replies, “Check your email.” With confusion, I get onto my laptop and get into my email address. What’s this? There must be close to fifty real estate listings from across Long Island from a real estate website all sent to me by Lori.

I call Brie and am relieved when she answers.

“Good morning, Kristen,” she says as I reply, “Good morning, Brie.”

“What do I owe the pleasure?” she says with a comical tone.

“I need your opinion. Lori took me apartment hunting yesterday and as usual, I couldn’t find a place. I tried to kiss her when she was about to leave but she turned away from me. I texted her to say good morning and she replies for me to check my email. She sent me close to fifty apartment listings and I’m so confused. It’s like she needs me to find an apartment like now” I explain.

“Isn’t part of her issue is that you still live at home?” she asks.

“Yeah, but it’s not like I’m not trying. I just haven’t been able to find the right place yet” I respond.

“Kristen, it's so obvious. Once you move out of your parent’s house it changes everything. She can see you whenever she wants” Lori says with confidence.

“I changed my entire business for her. What difference does it make when I move out?” I ask with confusion.

Brie lets out a small laugh. “Kristen you can be so dense sometimes. You text her every morning, you’ve sent her lunches, flowers and thoughtful gifts. You changed your business model to free up your time. It’s obviously working but there’s only one thing missing. You move out of your parent’s house into a place of your own tells her that there is no going back to the way things were between you two. A new place to live for you but a new beginning between you and her for Lori” she explains.

“That sounds ridiculous,” I say as Brie replies, “Maybe so but it’s the truth. Instead of talking to me about this maybe you should talk to her about this.”

“Um, Joe and I have been wanting to talk to you about something,” she says as I reply, “About what?”

“Well it’s our wedding and we want you to enjoy yourself and be part of our day. If you’re going to be the photographer you’re going to miss out on our moments” she tells me.

“What are you saying?” I ask.

“We want you to be a part of our day not photograph our day,” she says slowly.

“Brie, you and Joe are getting married in six days. Why didn’t you two say anything sooner? How are you going to find another photographer in such a short time?” I ask with concern.

“Well, we kind of figured that you could just have one of your photographer's stand-in,” she says softly.

“It’s your day so if that’s what you want, then fine” I respond.

“You’re not upset, are you?” she asks with concern.

“No, I’m not upset. Truthfully, I’m happy that I mean so much to you and Joe” I say with happiness as she replies, “Thank you for understanding.”

I go about my day and head to my temporary office space. I reply to emails, send out some marketing material and around 4 PM I decided to call it a day. As I’m walking to my car, my cell phone begins to ring as I see an incoming call from one of my photographers, Phillip.

“Kristen, I’m so sorry but I’m sick as a dog and I can’t make the party tonight in the city that you booked,” he says as hear him vomit into a toilet.

“What’s wrong, Phil?” I ask.

“I don’t know, I think I have a 24-hour thing going on. I figured I would feel better by now, but I feel worse. I’m so sorry” he says.

“It’s okay, it’s not like you’re sick on purpose. I’ll cover it” I reply as I end the call. I rush home to shower, change and head out to the event.

I text Lori to tell ask her if I can stop by after the event, but she replies that she has an early morning meeting with the principal and needs to rest up. I’m disappointed but understand.

The party is for a construction company whose, celebrating the completion of a big project. The crowd is older except for a couple of tables which seem to be made up of people around my age. I’m having a good time and wonder why I wanted to stop covering these parties so badly until I realize why. A guy, somewhere in his fifties won’t leave me alone! I’m trying to keep my composure, but I feel myself becoming angrier as the minutes go by. I’m about to blow a gasket when a girl not much older than myself comes walking over and puts her hand on the man’s shoulder.

“She’s obviously not interested. Go get another drink and leave her alone, Guy.” He gives her a weird look and then walks away.

“Thank you so much,” I say to her as a cute guy comes walking up to us and puts his arm around her waist.

“You’re very welcome,” she says with a smile as she looks at her boyfriend and shakes her head. “How drunk are you right now?” she says with annoyance.

“I’m fine babe,” he says with heavily slurred speech.

“I told you not to go out before the party,” she says with even more annoyance.

“Hey, it wasn’t my idea. When the guy who cuts the checks invites you out it’s not a good move to decline. Besides, the place was freaking awesome. I think a few people are heading back after this breaks up” he says with a glassy-eyed smile.

“What’s the name of the place?” the girls asks her boyfriend.

“Pub Dutchess,” he says. “Craig definitely wants to go back. He took one look at the bartender and fell in love. Can’t blame him, she’s smoking hot” he says.

“I’m standing right here, Mike!” she exclaims.

“I can’t find another woman attractive?” he says with laughter.

She shakes her head and asks, “What’s so great about her?” with a tinge of jealousy in her voice.

“Long black hair, light blonde highlights, blue eyes and a body shaped like a damn genie bottle. She has this sexy British accent but no need to worry. I think you’re much hotter” he says to her as she smiles and gives him a peck on the lips.

Can it be? No way. Well maybe? I think to myself.

As soon as the couple walks away from me I grab my cell phone and Google “Pub Dutchess.” It’s only a few blocks from the hall. As the minutes tick off the clock my curiosity grows. By the end of the party, I decided that I can just pop in and check out the pub. The chances that it’s Flora is slim to none I tell myself.

As I approach the bar my heart begins to race. I slowly open the front door and take scan the pub. It’s a large place and is beautifully designed with hardwood floors and beautiful mahogany furniture. It’s modern but with a vintage vibe. Considering it’s late on a Monday night, I’m not all too surprised that the place is more empty than full.

“Bloody hell you say” I hear a familiar sounding voice say as a man slams his hand onto the bar and laughs hysterically. I can’t believe my eyes. It’s Flora! She looks great but so different at the same time. She looks thinner and she has light blonde highlights mixed in with her dark black hair. As I slowly walk toward she glances at me and looks away. With a double take, she now locks onto me as I approach the bar and take a seat a few stools down from the man.

“Oh my, Kristen!” she exclaims. “Henrietta, take over!” she yells out as a woman walks behind the bar and passes Flora as she walks out from behind the bar. She walks over to me with a huge smile and asks, “No hug for an old friend?” as I get off the stool and we hug one another.

“What are you doing here?” she asks.

“I was covering a party and one of the people there talked about this place. I was in the neighborhood, so I decided to stop in.”

“Are you in a hurry to get home?” she asks as I shake my head. She smiles and grabs my hand. She walks me way to the back of the building and opens a door after sliding a card through the lock. It’s a huge office with a giant flat screen television on the wall, a huge desk in the corner of the room and living room furniture. It’s as close to an apartment as I’ve ever seen inside of a business.

“Wow, this is a like an apartment,” I say to Flora as she laughs and replies, “My home away from home” as we both sit on her large fluffy sofa. I glance at a picture that sits on an end table. It’s Flora and a beautiful woman with light blonde hair and exotic looking gray eyes. Their faces are pressed together and they’re both smiling widely. I can’t help feeling that I know the woman in the picture, but I can’t put my finger on it.

“Who that?” I ask curiously as I point to the picture.

Flora raiser her left hand. How did I not notice that? “Oh my God, you’re married!” I exclaim.

Flora laughs and nods her head.

“When?” I ask with amazement.

“A couple of months ago. It happened rather quickly.”

“Why do I feel that I know her from somewhere?” I ask Flora.

She laughs and replies, “Ysabelle Tisdale” as I realize that Flora is married to Y.T., “America’s Fitness Darling!”

“How?” I ask with amazement.

“We met in Dubai while we were both on holiday. I guess when you know you just know” she says with beaming happiness.

“I’m happy for you,” I say with sincerity as she replies, “Thank you. What’s new with you?” she asks.

“I opened my own business and it’s doing well,” I say with pride as I hand her my business card.

“Personal life?” she asks as I shrug my shoulders and reply, “Kind of in a rough spot right now but trying to work things out” I reply.

“With?” she asks as I give her my look.

“Lorelai?! I knew it” she says with laughter and amusement.

“You knew it?” I ask with disbelief.

“Kristen, you can be so clueless,” she says again with amusement.

What the hell?! My dad knew, and Flora knew?! How?! I scream out in my head.

“Can you please shed some light?” as ask with beyond curiosity.

“Kristen, it was so obvious. Best friend or not there is no way that a woman can be that jealous and not have feelings of more than friendship” she explains.

“You told me now to tell her,” I say with ignorance.

“I know, I wanted you for myself,” she says as a matter of fact.

I’m stunned! We sit in silence for a moment until I ask, “Is that why you left the way you did?”

“Yeah” she replies.

“We could have talked about it. You were one of my closest friends” I say with certainty.

“I convinced myself that I had a chance with you, but I realized something important after I told you how I felt. If you had feelings for me it would have been an easy decision for you, but you were beyond confused. Even if you had decided to give us a chance I would have had to live with the fact that I was your second choice. Worst yet, I would have had to live with the fact that you were only with me because you weren’t with the person you wanted to be with. Either way, it wouldn’t have been what I wanted or needed from you.”

“We could have gotten past it,” I say with sincerity as she shakes her head and replies, “Maybe you could have but not me. Anyway, everything worked out for the better for both of us” she says with happiness.

“Well for you anyway,” I say with sadness.

“What’s the issue, love?” she asks.

“I don’t know. I guess I never thought that it would be this hard is all” I reply.

“Relationships are hard,” she says with sincerity.

“May I ask you a question?” Flora asks as I nod my head.

“Do you love her?” she says with seriousness.

“With all my heart. I couldn’t imagine my life without her” I say with the utmost certainty.

“And her?” she asks.

“Yeah, I know she loves me” I reply.

“I’m sorry but I don’t see an issue then. You love her, and she loves you. What more is there?” Flora says to me.

Speaking to Flora had made me realize how much I’ve missed her. “Hey, do you think it would be crazy if you and I stayed in touch and maybe hung out once in a while?” I ask.

“As couples of course. I believe that our significant others would take issue with just us two hanging out, but I don’t think it would be crazy at all. Stay in touch” she says as we exchange phone numbers.

As I lay in my bed the question of “What more is there?” plays over and again in my mind.

I’m beyond happy that Brie and Joe didn’t want me to be their photographer at their wedding. It was the most romantic wedding I had ever attended. The way that Joe and Brie looked at each other that day melted my heart. Lori cried a lot that day. She cried at the church, she cried during their vows, she cried during their first dance. She laughed at Kendrick’s best man speech and then cried yet again as the left for their honeymoon. I couldn’t help but notice the way Lori looked at them both that day and the way she looked at my parents as they danced.

Thankfully my apartment search was over a few days after the wedding. I found an amazing condominium in Glen Cove. It’s a little small but it does have 2 bedrooms and most importantly 2 bathrooms. Within a week I have most of it furnished but I haven’t told Lori yet. I want it to be a surprise and more ways than one.

I pick up Lori at her apartment on Friday night and take her to a romantic dinner. Afterward, I smile and say, “I want to show you something” as she shrugs her shoulders and replies, “Okay, sure.”

A few minutes later we arrive at my new home as Lori looks at me curiously. “Where are we?” she asks as I don’t reply but rather smile.

I put the key into the door as she follows behind me. “Home sweet home,” I say with a smile as she places both her hands over her mouth. “This is yours?!” she exclaims as I nod my head.

“Why are you tearing up, Lori?” I ask as looks at me and replies, “I’m just so happy.”

“You really love me,” she says as I smile and reply, “You know I do. I’m sorry for the way I treated you and behaved but I hope you realize that everything I’ve done has been for you. You mean everything to me.”

With tears in her eyes, she grabs me by my hips and pulls me into her. She gently kisses me on my lips as I place my hands on her hips and kiss her back. I let go of her and walk to the fridge. I removed a bowl of strawberries and a bottle of champagne. I pour two glasses and place them on the kitchen island. “To new beginnings,” I say to her as she smiles and a tear streams out of her right eye and down her cheek.

“I’m sorry,” Lori says to me as I let out a small laugh and reply, “It’s okay.”

She grabs a glass of champagne as I do the same. I grab the bowl of strawberries and place them onto my coffee table as we both sit on my couch. I feed her strawberries as I gently kiss her lips over and again.

We finish the entire bottle of champagne and we’re both feeling no pain. I gently kiss her lips again and take hold of her hand. I pull her up and we kiss each other as walk into my bedroom. I gently lay her onto my bed and place myself on top of her as we passionately kiss. Her hands are all over me as she begins to rub my butt over my jeans. “Uh, uh, no touching,” I say as I remove her hands from my butt and force them over her head as we kiss.

I slide myself off her and to her side as we continue to kiss. I slowly unhook her pants and slowly pull her zipper down. I placed my hand over her panties and slowly begin to touch her as she lets out a gasp of pleasure. She begins to run her hand through my hair as I again so, “Uh, uh, no touching.”

I slowly and seductively slide my hand under her panties and begin to rub her vagina. She’s so moist! “Kiss me!” she yells out as we begin to French kiss. She quickly kicks off her shoes and pulls her pants and panties down below her knees as we continue to kiss and as I continue to play with her. “Kristen…” she moans as she begins to pant. I slowly begin to rub her more quickly as the seconds turn to minutes. She’s beginning to sway her hips and her breathing is becoming more erratic. We both know what’s about to happen as I begin to rub her with lightning precision. She explodes with an intense orgasm as I gaze into her eyes as she does so. She laughs and rubs her face with both her hands as she lays motionless for a little bit.

“I missed you,” she says as I smile at her and reply, “I missed you two” as we kiss passionately. She stops kissing me and pulls her panties and jeans passed her ankles and gets off the bed. She removes her socks and takes off her shirt and bar and is now standing at the side of my bed nude. Her long dirty blonde hair is laying over right shoulder and her small pink nipples are rock hard.

She calls me over to her with her index finger as I get off the bed and go to her. She pulls off my shirt and unhooks my bra. She kisses and licks my neck as she moves her hands over my breasts. She pushes me onto my bed and slides my shoes off my feet. She unhooks my slacks and pulls my slacks and panties down my legs and passed my ankles in one motion. I am so excited I can feel how wet I am without touching myself. She slowly and passionately kisses and licks my breasts as she slowly kisses down my stomach. Before I know it she’s passionately going down on me. She’s so gentle and caring that it’s driving me insane. As she goes down on me she slowly begins to rub my clitoris at the same time. The feeling of her tongue licking me between her fingers makes my entire body want to explode and it does in less than 10 minutes. We now lay in bed gently kissing and petting each other as she smiles at me and says, “I love you so much” as I reply, “I love you too baby.”  

We spend the next two hours enjoying each other’s bodies. For as gentle and caring as we both had been what happens between us afterward is the complete opposite. We go from gentle to aggressive quickly. Biting each other’s nipples pulling each other’s hair and smacking each other’s butts so hard it leaves handprints. At the end of it all we’re both drenched in sweat and both can barely move. I laugh as we hold each other and say, “I can’t believe you’re such a freak” as she laughs and replies, “A freak in the sheets but a lady on the streets” as she also laughs.

I look at her and in an annoying baby voice that always drives Lori insane, I say, “I’m so thirsty” as I make a sound as if I’m dying of thirst.

“Seriously?!” she asks out loud as I slowly nod my head and make a sad face. She laughs and says “You know how much I hate that voice” as I say “Sorry baby” using the same exact voice. She shakes her head and laughs as she gets out of bed and exits my bedroom.

My heart is pounding like never as I have no idea as to how she’s going to react to what’s awaiting her in the fridge. The seconds feel like hours as I do my best not to get out of the bed and wait for her to walk back inside. I promised myself that I would stay in bed until she returned but I can’t take the anticipation. I quickly get out of bed to find Lori standing motionless with the fridge door open as she gazes at my favorite picture of us with the small sign that reads, “Will you marry me?” with the open ring box showing the engagement ring that I spent a small fortune on.

I walk to the fridge and remove the ring. I look at her and ask, “Will you?” as she begins to cry hysterically. She bites down on her bottom lip and slowly nods her head. “Yes,” she says through sobs as I place the ring on her finger and we embrace.

We give each other light pecks on the lips as we hold hands and get back into bed. As I lay on my back she cuddles against me and holds her left hand up as she gazes at the engagement ring.

“This a bit sudden, don’t you think?” she laughs as I reply. “Considering we’re going on 14 years together I don’t think so.”

She kisses me and says, “Our life together is like a cliché lesbian love story” as I giggle and reply, How so?”

She gazes into my eyes and replies, “We’re best friends who fell in love with each other. We were both scared to tell each other how we felt but we did and became a couple. We almost broke up for good but now we’re not only together again, but we’re engaged and are going to get married and live happily ever after.”

“I don’t think our story is cliché. I think it’s original and is beyond romantic” I reply.

“Let’s agree to disagree then,” she says with a giggle as I reply, “All I know is that I’m in love with my best friend forever” as she smiles and replies, “I’m in love with my best friend forever too.”

As I sit here in our house six years later it feels like everything happened yesterday. Lori and I have been married for four years and we have a son named Connor whose about to become two. Neither of us wanted to be pregnant so we adopted.

Brie is pregnant yet again with their third child and she and Joe live in Westchester.

Joe resigned with the Mets after his contract on a new five-year contract that was larger than his first but decided to retire after getting hurt again and needing another Tommy John surgery.

Kendrick agreed to a trade to the Diamondbacks shortly after Joe was hurt and now lives in Arizona and is once again single after breaking off his engagement right before the wedding.

My parents still live in the same house but travel a ton in their second home on wheels.

Lori and her parents have a strained relationship but at least it’s a relationship.

Flora and I are still in touch to this day although she no longer lives in New York. She sold her pub and now lives in Australia with her wife where they own a luxury resort.

All these years later there is one undeniable truth, I’m in love with my best friend forever.    

A MESSAGE FROM THE AUTHOR – ANTOINETTE SAX

Thank you for reading “How I Met the Love of My Life.”

If you enjoyed this story and would like to read more from me, you can visit my Amazon Author Page by going to www.AntoinetteSax.info

To be notified of new releases you may follow me on Twitter @AntoinetteSax or go to https://twitter.com/AntoinetteSax
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