

Those who know me, Tatum Wilder, well will say I’m a philosophical person and I really can’t argue against it. When I really think about I guess it’s just the way my mind works. I suppose I just think about things that most people don’t think about or don’t want to think about. For example, I think most people would agree that forgetting their car keys on their coffee table is no big deal. It may take less than a minute to run back into their living room, grab the car keys and head back out the door. For me, I think something as common as forgetting your car keys could be a life altering event. Had those car keys not been left on the table maybe the fender bender that happened wouldn’t have happened. Maybe it had little to no effect or maybe the effect is so grand that it’s beyond comprehension. It may have been less than a minute but that time could have change the course of your life forever. Less than a minute, five minutes or even five seconds and everything in your life could change without you even knowing it. Perhaps I’m being a little dramatic but it’s just the way I am.

I took my first breath on December 9, 1998 in Tucson, Arizona. The only child of Darwin Wilder and Claudia Jones. Darwin Wilder was a couple of months into his 16th year of life and Claudia Jones was a few days shy of her 15th birthday. I didn’t know my mother at all. She gave my father full and sole custody of me when I was a little over 2 years old. It didn’t take me long to realize that my living situation was far different from other kids. One of my earlies memories is a day much like any other day in daycare. The teacher asked us to draw a picture of our families. I happily sat at my desk, drew my picture, printed my name on the bottom and proudly handed it to my teacher as she walked around the room collecting the drawings. As she stood in front of the room, calling out our names and reviewing the pictures we had just finished I noticed most if not all the drawings were far different from mine. Many of the drawings had your usual grandma, grandpa, mom, dad, brother, sister and even pets. My drawing was just me with my dad holding my hand. That was my family, just me and my dad. As I got a little older I would always ask him, “Where is my mommy?” He would always respond by saying the same thing. “Mommy is sick and lost but when she gets better she’ll find you.” I accepted the answer for a while until I finally asked, “If mommy is sick and lost then how do you know she’ll get better and find me?” He would again provide me with the same answer over and again, “I know in my heart baby.”

My earliest memories also consisted of my dad being yelled at by the women in daycare, then the teachers at preschool and then the teachers in elementary school. He was always late picking me up even after I was enrolled in after school. We lived in a tiny one-bedroom apartment in a big apartment complex.  I know now that we were poor but I never felt poor. I had my own bedroom, pretty clothes and more toys that I could ever play with. There were always snacks in the cupboard and food in the refrigerator. Many kids called their dads the best dad in the world but I truly believed he was. He was like my very own superhero. He would take me to the park, have tea parties with me and even let me paint his nails. He would take me everywhere with him even if it was just to go put gas in his beat up pickup truck. He worked for a home improvement company doing demolition and worked his way up to demolition and pretty much everything else. I would every so often have an older woman watch me on some nights when he was working late but it wasn’t very often. No matter how tired he was he would read me a bedtime story every night. When he kissed me goodnight and closed my bedroom door behind me I would kneel next to my bed and pray. Every night I would pray that my mom would get better and find out where she was so that she could find me. As time went on I realized for myself how young my dad was. All my friends’ parents seemed so much older than my dad because they were. When I was in kindergarten I asked my friend Lucas, “How old is your mom and dad?” He replied, “My dad is 35 and my mom is 33.” My dad was 21. I don’t ever remember not being with my dad other than when he was working. We didn’t have many people come over to our apartment. Maybe someone he worked with on occasion but that was pretty much it. That was until a moment in time that I will never forget.

My memory of this moment as clear to me today as my reflection is in the mirror. It was a Saturday afternoon as me and my dad were walking back to our apartment from a morning at the park. I was holding his hand eating an ice cream cone when I saw the most beautiful woman I had ever seen standing in front of an apartment a few doors away from ours. I remember looking at her and thinking that she looked just like Cinderella. I was so in awe of seeing who I thought was Cinderella in real life that I dropped my ice cream cone. I slumped my shoulders and yelled out, “Oh no, my ice cream!” The woman in seeing how upset I was over dropping my ice cream cone walked over to us. She kneeled down in front of me and said, “I hate when that happens but lucky for you I have ice cream inside. I don’t have any cones but I do have sprinkles and chocolate syrup.” My dad squeezed my hand tight and replied, “That’s so nice of you but it’s okay.” She smiled as she arose to her feet and said, “Please, I insist.” We followed the woman inside of her apartment which was close in size to our own. As she made me an ice cream sundae she said, “I’m Gina” as my dad replied, “Hi Gina, I’m Darwin.” Gina had just graduated from high school and decide to make Tucson her home. Her father was in the Air Force and was again being redeployed to another state, this time to San Antonio, Texas. She was tired of constantly moving around the country and decided that she was staying in Arizona, against her parents’ wishes but since she was 18 there was nothing they could do about it other than be upset.  I liked Gina from the start and not because of the ice cream sundae. She was kind, sweet and made me feel special. She even gave me a nickname, “Unicorn” for how special, unique and magical I was. It was because of Gina that I started my lifelong obsession with the magical ancient creature known as the unicorn. As time went on I saw more and more of Gina. When my dad had to work late she would watch me. When my dad had to work extra late she would be the one to read me bedtime stories. She would take me shopping for clothes, restyle my hair and have tea parties with me. She would come over to our apartment, watch movies with us and she would come with us to the park on weekends. After a while it seemed like she was always around and I loved every second of it. She was the closest thing to a mother that I ever experienced. I remember becoming upset one night as my dad put me to bed and asking, “Is Gina going to go away and leave me like mommy did. I don’t want her to, I really like her.” He smiled at me and said, “I hope not because I really like her too.” It sometimes amazes me why certain memories stick out like a sore thumb when compared to others.

I can’t remember what I had for dinner two nights ago but I remember the night when everything changed for my dad and Gina as if it were their lost car keys moment. It was a holiday weekend and a little past my 8th birthday. It was a Friday night and my dad was once again working late. Gina read me a bedtime story and put me to bed. I always had trouble sleeping when my dad wasn’t home. I would worry that he wouldn’t come home so I would force myself to stay away until I knew he was home and safe. When I heard the door to our apartment open, I jumped out of bed and cracked the door of my bedroom to look at my dad to make sure that he was okay. My dad was standing in front of Gina and handed her something. “What’s this?” she asked as my dad replied, “Well since you won’t take any money from me and you do so much for me and Tatum I wanted to get you something to say I much I appreciate you.” She smiled and said, “What is this?” He smiled as she opened and envelope. “It’s an appointment for a photo shoot with a photographer so you can build your portfolio.” “What portfolio?” she asked in a surprised voice.” He smiled and replied, “You’re modeling portfolio.” She laughed and said, “Modeling portfolio? I wasn’t serious. I don’t think I could really be a model. I was just talking about what a few of my friends said.” My dad looked at Gina and said, “You can absolutely be a model. You’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen. There isn’t an agency on the face of the Earth that wouldn’t sign you once they see you.” She folded her arms behind her back and said, “You’re amazing.” My dad laughed and said, “I don’t see what’s so amazing about me. I’m a dime a dozen. It’s not like there aren’t people who do what I do for a living.” They were staring at each other as Gina said, “There aren’t many people who could and would do what you’ve done. You’re a single father on your own and you’re a great father. You work hard to support your daughter and when most people would have run away from the responsibility you took it head on all by yourself. I’m in awe of you.” My dad let out a small laugh and said, “I don’t think I’m anyone to be in awe over. I just do what I have to do, that’s all.” She let out a small laugh of her own and replied, “Well it doesn’t hurt that your so cute.” “You think I’m cute?” my dad said with a weird sound to his voice as she shook her head and replied, “And you think I’m beautiful.” The stood staring at each other for a moment when my dad kissed her. She kissed him back and she wrapped her arms around her. Maybe the reason that memory sticks out like a sore thumb is because it was the first time I thought what happened in a movie could come true in real life. After that night Gina and my dad were always together. I would think it was odd that she would stay over even though her apartment was only a few doors down but I was a kid you know. 3 years later Gina Davidson became Gina Wilder. My dad was 25, Gina was 21 and I was 11. I loved Gina with all my heart and as much as I wanted to call her mom I couldn’t bring myself to. It was dumb but I believed that if I were to call Gina mom my mother would never get better and find me.

Gina’s modeling career was on the rise well before she married my dad but skyrocketed shortly thereafter. She was beautiful, approachable, friendly, sweet and social media darling. Before I knew it her image was everywhere and so was she. Even though she was away a ton she called me and dad every day. Eventually she was so in demand that she had the ability to make her own schedule. She would accept and turn away opportunities most often because of me. If she knew I had break from school she would make sure that she was home. With her love, emotional and financial support my dad opened his own home improvement company. For as much as Gina was on the cover of magazines and in photo spreads within the pages so was my dad in the form of radio and television commercials. My dad’s home improvement company became the head company of a bunch of smaller companies in the home improvement industry. Windows, doors, siding, pools and in a short period of time custom home building and real estate investing.  From dirt poor to a palatial home in El Montevideo in a span of less than 2 years. I remember seeing the house for the first time and couldn’t believe that I would be living there. I thought back to the first time I saw Gina and thought she was Cinderella. Gina was a princess and now had a palace to live in. My bedroom was larger than the apartment we used to live in.

Moving to El Montevideo wasn’t a big deal as far as my social life was concerned. I didn’t have many friends. The only person I could call a real friend was a boy named Lucas Rogers. From preschool through 5th grade, Lucas and I were inseparable up until he moved away the summer going into 6th grade. Now here’s is where life gets crazy! We had just moved into the house when the door-bell rang. There was an older man standing with a much younger woman and a tall, muscular, super cute familiar looking boy. Gina invited them in when me and the boy locked eyes. “Holy shit, Tatum?!” the boy exclaimed as I looked at the boy and yelled out “Lucas?!” We hugged each other and started jumping up and down with excitement as we hugged. We both ran out the front door to the front of the house and started talking. “What the fuck are you doing here?!” I asked with excitement as he replied, “I live next door!” he exclaimed. He looked at me with amazement and said “Gina Wilder is your mom?! She’s unbelievably hot! I have a poster of her in my room!” I opened my eyes wide and punched him in the arm and replied, “Step-mother, don’t talk about her like that and take the fucking poster down!” as he laughed. He looked at me and said, “I can’t believe it’s you” as I quickly responded, “Well it is.” We talked for hours, long after the older man and much younger woman left. He told me that the younger woman was his mother who had married the much older and wealthy man during the summer after 5th grade in a short couple of months. His mom was a “entertainer” and the man was an investment banker. The way Lucas explained it was, “He loved her and she loved his money.”

Lucas and I started right from where we left off. We were once again inseparable. Lucas couldn’t stand being at home so he basically lived in my house. My dad always liked Lucas so he and Lucas started off right where they had left off after my dad had a very serious adult conversation with me. I’ll spare you the details but it had to do with me and boys if you catch my drift. Not that there was anything to worry about. Lucas and I were only friends. For as cute and muscular as he was I had no attraction to him whatsoever. Our relationship was a brother and sister relationship. Even if it weren’t I would have still had live with the fact that he was infatuated with Gina. I would be lying if I said it didn’t bother me but when my freshman year of high school rolled around I learned that Gina was the desire of practically every boy which more than bothered me. It disturbed me that most if not all the boys in school had the hots for my mom. However, what started to bother me the most was the way the boys in school were looking at me. I felt like I was in some sort of alternate universe. Almost no boy would make eye contact with me and those that did had ridiculous looks on their faces. I distinctly remember on my second day of school a boy named Bryant stood in front of my desk in homeroom and stood with his mouth wide open as I looked at him and asked, “What the fuck?” With his eyes wide open he stammered, “I was a, I was, um, I, I, I, would you, um” over and again until I looked at him with amazement and said, “Spit it the fuck out.” Long story short he wanted to borrow a pen. As I walked the hallways I felt like I had something on my face. I was worried that I had a giant pimple on my face or something to the point where in between classes I went into the bathroom to make sure that my face was blemish free. When my dad picked me and Lucas up from school that day I was beyond baffled. When me and Lucas went into the house, Lucas went into the fridge and grabbed a soda and followed me into my bedroom. He kicked off his sneakers, plopped down on the couch and tuned on my television which was his usual thing.

“Lucas, what the fuck is going on at school?” He looked at me and asked, “What do you mean?” I sat next to him on the couch as he looked at me and said, “You’re blocking the TV!” as I rolled my eyes, moved a little and said, “Why in the fuck are boys staring at me like I have a zit on the tip of my nose?!” He looked at me with amusement, laughed and shook his head. I punched him in the arm and said, “Lucas tell me what the fuck is going on!” He sat up on the couch and took a drink of soda. “Are you being serious right now?” he asked with a quizzical tone. I rolled my eyes and said, “I wouldn’t be asking if I wasn’t serious so can you please tell me what the fuck is going on?” He shook his head and said “Stop it. Like you don’t know.” I looked at him and yelled, “Lucas!” He sat up on the couch and started at me like I had lost my mind. With a puzzled look on his face he asked, “You’re be serious right now?” I was becoming agitated. I looked at him and gritted my teeth. “Lucas if I have to tell you I’m serious one more fucking time I’m going to seriously hurt you.” He took another drink of soda and smiled. “Um, Tatum, have you seen yourself?” he said. I rolled my eyes and sarcastically said, “Yeah, like every day!” He arose from the couch and said, “Holy shit, you’re fucking serious!” I was not about to go into an all-out rage as I gave Lucas a look of, “I’m going to hurt you now!” as his eyes got big and wide as he yelled out, “You’re fucking hot!” It took me a moment to gather my thoughts as I looked at him with curiosity and said, “Say again.” He laughed and responded, “Tatum you’re hot as in you’re a hottie. You’re a freshman and you are by far the hottest girl in school.” I shook my head and replied, “No fucking way.” He laughed and said, “Yes fucking way. Tatum you’re hot. I mean look at you.” I was in shock as I asked, “What about me?” He closed his eyes, opened them and took a deep breath. “Are you really going to make me do this?” I ran to him and punched him in the arm yet again. “The next fist is going to hit you square in the face!” I exclaimed. He shook his head and said, “Fine but realize that this is like me describing my sister in a sexual way which is almost like incest. Anyway, you have a beautiful face, long jet-black hair, amazing gray eyes, perky tits, an amazing ass and a figure like a fucking hour glass. If I didn’t know you like I do, as in since fucking preschool, and found myself in your room just like I am now I would without a shadow of a doubt try and fuck you. Boys are looking at you the way they are because you’re hot and they all want to fuck you.” I was in shock. “Lucas have you lost your fucking mind? I’m not hot, Gina is fucking hot. I’m just me.” He laughed as he plopped back down on the couch. “No, Gina is like goddess hot. Gina on a scale of 1 to 10 is like a 300. You are a solid 9.” I opened my mouth wide. I kind of felt insulted. “Why the fuck am I not a 10?!” I asked in a loud voice. “If I gave you a 10 I would definitely have to try and fuck you but since that would be beyond disturbing to me the highest I can ethically give you is a 9. However, I’m sure that there are guys who would be more than happy to give you a solid 10. Anyway, since I’m now really disturbed by this conversation I’m going to go home now. See you tomorrow morning” he said as he got off the couch, put his sneakers on and walked out of my room.

I walked into my bathroom and stared at my reflection in the mirror for a long while. Lucas was my best friend and I would like to think he wouldn’t lie to me. I never really thought about how other people perceived my physical appearance. Could what he told me be true? I couldn’t ask my dad if he thought I was pretty. He was my dad and he would of course lie to me to spare my feelings. I wasn’t particularly close to anyone other than Lucas and wouldn’t feel comfortable asking someone I didn’t know well such a personal question and asking Gina wouldn’t serve me much better than asking my dad. I had never received any special attention from boys in the past, why now? I sat on my couch thinking long and hard when I suddenly realized something. My tits did grow some and I did grow a few inches over the summer. Now that I had thought about it I had lost a few pounds over the summer. Could such minor things lead to such drastically different results? I went onto my laptop and found one of those rating sites on the internet. I opened an account, took a selfie and uploaded it to the site. During dinner I was unusually quiet and kept staring at Gina. She was gorgeous and not only a professional model but a supermodel. Was it possible that people looked at me the same way they looked at her? As I ate dinner with Gina and my dad Gina looked at me and asked, “Do I have something on my face?” I shook my head and answered, “No but are you wearing different makeup or something?” She gave me a puzzled looked and replied, “Tatum, I’m not wearing makeup.” I smiled and said, “Oh, my bad. May I be excused” as my dad looked at me and said, “Sure.” It was getting late and I was tired but knowing that my image was on the website and guys all over the country were looking at me made didn’t make me feel good, it made me nervous. I decided I wanted to delete the account. I walked over to my desk, sat at my laptop and accessed my account. My mouth nearly hit the floor! Close to 400 rating in a little less than 5 hours with an average rating of 9.6! I printed the page and deleted the account. I sat at my desk staring at the statistics from the website that I now held in my hands. I folded the paper and put it into my back pocket as I left my room and went looking for Gina. “Where’s Gina?” I asked my dad as he sat in the living room watching a sports talk show on television as he drank a beer. He pointed toward the backyard. I quickly went outside to the backyard through the kitchen where I found Gina sipping a glass of wine as she read a book. She looked at me, smiled and then asked, “What’s wrong?” I took the folded piece of paper from my back pocket and handed it to her. She unfolded the piece of paper, looked at it for a moment, shrugged her shoulders as if the paper were nothing and handed it back to me. I stood in front of her with a look of agitation as she looked at me and asked, “What?”

“Gina” I said with an upset voice as she gave me a puzzled look and asked, “What are you upset about?” I looked at her with bewilderment and said, “Almost 400 guys looked at my picture and rated me at an average of 9.6!” She smiled and said, “Another couple of hundred ratings will probably bring up the score” as a matter of fact.  “Gina!” I yelled out. She looked at me and asked, “It’s okay Tatum, very few people would get a perfect 10 rating but yours is pretty damn close.” I was shocked. “Gina, I’m not upset that I didn’t get rated a 10. I’m upset because boys at school have been gawking at me and tripping all over themselves and I got rated close to a 10 on that stupid website.” She looked confused and asked with concern, “Why is this a problem for you?” I shook my head and said, “I don’t know what’s going on.” She smiled and gave me a look of understanding. She arose from her seat and pointed at her now vacated chair as I sat in her place. She kneeled in front of me and placed her hands on my legs. “I know the attention is a little disturbing and off putting at the beginning but it gets easier. You’ll learn how to deal with it.” I looked at her and said, “Boys think I’m that pretty.” She smiled and replied, “Tatum it’s because you are. Your father is a very handsome man and your mother was beautiful girl. It’s hereditary baby. It’s nothing to be upset about. Your maturing and boys are taking notice.” I looked at he and asked, “Maturing? Is this going to get worse?” She arose to her feet, took a sip of her wine and laughed. “Yeah It’s going to get worse but not by much. There will be times where you’ll become a bit disturbed by the attention but it’s a double-edged sword. For every speeding ticket and free smoothie, you’ll get because of your looks you’re also going to have to deal with jealousy and envy. You’re going to have to learn to live with the fact the many people are going to arrive at a decision about your personality and morals based simply on the way you look. I know what you’re going through, I’ve been there myself. Girls are going to hate you just because of your looks. Boys will drool and act like fools because most will solely think about having sex with you without the thought of wanting or getting to know you crossing their minds. You’ve crossed the threshold baby. You’re not a cute girl anymore, you’re a hot girl and the only difference is that your body is maturing and is going to continue to do so. Just embrace it. I promise that it’s not all bad. It can really be fun at times but don’t let it change the person you are.” Gina and I talked outside in the backyard for over two hours as she gave me tips, tricks and advice on how to deal with my looks. That night I took the picture of my mom out of my nightstand and stared at it. I always thought she was beautiful. I looked at her picture and again looked at my reflection in the mirror. Suddenly, I couldn’t stop myself from smiling.

It was as if one summer of my life resulted in a new me, almost like some sort of rebirth. Everyone at school had taken notice and so did my dad who felt it necessary to have “The Talk” with me. Quite honestly it was probably the most disturbing and uncomfortable conversation I may have had in my entire life. I’m not even talking about then, I’m talking about my entire life as in now. The conversation ended with my dad calmly telling me that should I become sexually active he would cut the dick off the guy who touched me and send me to a convent. Deep down inside I knew my dad had nothing to worry about. I never really looked at boys or men that way. When I watched Cinderella I never wanted to be Cinderella. I wanted to be Prince Charming. When I watched a romantic movie where it ended in the all too predictable first kiss ending I never wanted to be the woman being kissed. I wanted to know what it was like to kiss the woman. I knew that I always had an attraction to those of the same sex that simply wasn’t there for those of the opposite sex. Just like I did with most things that bothered me I set it aside and tried to lock it deep down within myself. As time went on I didn’t learn how to deal with my looks I mastered it! I fully embraced being a hottie and I loved the attention. I was still true to myself as in I was not capable of being a complete and utter bitch but I could be if I needed to be to deal with certain situations. As time went on Lucas’ body matured as well. He grew too well over 6 feet 4 inches tall, gained a ton of muscle from playing football and became the undisputed hottest guy at school. I was always in the conversation for hottest girl in school but there were some girls whose looks left me speechless. I was okay with it though. It wasn’t a competition to me. People find different physical traits more attractive than others do. Some guys prefer blonds over brunettes and vice versa. Some guys like large round asses where others like a small firm backside. Some guys like super thin girls and some don’t find super thin to be attractive. What I got a kick out of more than anything was free stuff. The old, “Oh no, I forgot my purse” routine with a sad look and pouty lips or the “Are you sure you can’t do better on the price?” with a sexy look as I lightly bit the bottom of my lip. However, for as much as I loved it I was always disturbed when those tricks worked on men. I’m not talking about men in their twenties or thirties. I’m talking about me who were older than my father who had wives, kids and specks of white hair. Boys would always ask me out but I would always say that my dad didn’t allow me to date. By the start of my sophomore year of high school boys at school were starting to think I was a bitch. That I thought I was too good to waste my time with any of them. The reality was that I wasn’t interested in dating any of them not because I thought I was too good but because I wasn’t attracted to any of them.

Boys opinions of me changed dramatically over one single event that shook me to my core and left one boy as my head cheerleader. I was my 15 and a few weeks into my sophomore year of high school. Lucas had football practice and I didn’t feel like waiting for him so we could go home together. My dad would be finishing up a business meeting around the time school let out and Gina was home sick. I was running late due to my failure in finding a text book in my locker that I needed for homework even though it was in front of my face the entire time. I had planned on taking the school bus but that plan was shot as I ran outside to see the bus pulling away. I looked up at the sky and said, “This is not my day.” As I started walking, John Samuels pulled up in his car alongside me and asked, “Can I give you a lift?” He had a huge crush on me even though he was a senior and two years older than me. I didn’t want to make the long walk home so I agreed to let him drive me home. We were in the middle of a huge heatwave and his air conditioning wasn’t working. By the time he pulled into my driveway we were both sweating like we had finished running a marathon. I thanked him for driving me home and invited him inside so I could get him a drink before he drove home. We walked inside and went into the kitchen. As I opened the refrigerator my dad came walking through the front door. As I handed John a soda my dad came storming into the kitchen with a look on his face I had never seen before. He was clenching his teeth so hard I could see the muscles in his jaw moving. He looked at John and said, “Who the fuck are you and what the fuck are you doing in my house?” John looked at my dad with shock as he said, “I’m John, nice to meet you sir” and extended his hand. My dad just looked at his hand with his eyes fixated on John’s face. “How old are you John?” my dad asked as John replied, “17 sir. I’m a senior.” My dad made a laughing sound through his nose and said, “Well, John. What the fuck does a 17- year old senior in high school want with my 15-year old sophomore daughter?” I looked at my dad and started to say, “John just gave me….” as my dad looked at me with a fury in his eyes I had never seen before or since. “Maybe I’m losing my fucking mind but I don’t recall asking you a fucking question, Tatum!” he yelled at me. He slowly walked to John and now stood inches away from his face. My dad put his hand on John’s shoulder and smirked. “It’s a trick question John! I know exactly what the fuck it is you want with my daughter and it’s not going to ever fucking happen! Do you understand me?! It’s never going to fucking happen! If I ever see your fucking car in my driveway or you anywhere near my fucking house or my daughter I will fucking end you! Spread the fucking news John! Shout it from the fucking rooftops and print it in a fucking newspaper. You are anyone other fucking boy comes near my daughter I will fucking lose everything and wound up in prison!” My dad removed his hands from John’s shoulders and said, “Now get the fuck out of my house!” as John ran from the kitchen and out the front door as Gina came walking into the kitchen. She looked at me and looked at my dad with concern. My dad now turned his full attention to me and said, “You know Lucas is always welcome here but only Lucas is welcome here. This is to never ever happen again.” I was confused. John had only given me a ride home and was going to drink a soda and go home. Why was my dad so angry? “Dad, he only gave me…” as my dad looked at me stone faced and cut me off in the middle of my sentence. “Tatum this is not open for fucking discussion! You want to have boys over for a party, fine, go ahead but that is the only time and I mean the only fucking time boys will be present in this fucking house! You will not have one single fucking boy who isn’t Lucas in my fucking house! You will not date a fucking boy of any fucking age until I tell you it’s okay! I don’t give a flying fuck if me and Gina are here! No fucking boys, period!” I couldn’t believe what he had just told me. I looked at him in defiance and said, “Whatever.” I could see his entire body tense up as he quickly closed the distance between me and him. He was standing inches away from my face as he had less than a minute with John. “What the fuck did you just say to me?!” he yelled through clenched teeth. “Darwin. Darwin! Darwin!!” Gina yelled out as my dad stood silent before me. “Let me be perfectly clear. You’re going to do exactly what the fuck I say or life as you know it will forever be changed. If you don’t believe me, fucking try me and you can find out!” My heart was pounding. My dad never raised his voice to me let alone yelled at me. He would reprimand me with a stern voice but for the first and only time in my life my dad scared me. I thought for a moment he was going to strike me. With my body trembling I nervously took a step backward and stumbled with fear coursing through my body. I could feel tears start to swell in my eyes. My dad must have realized how scared I was as his demeanor changed. He looked at Gina and quickly walked out of the kitchen and through the front door, violently slamming it behind him. I was now crying as I looked at Gina and asked, “What did I do wrong?” as Gina looked at me with concern and hugged me tightly. “Nothing baby, nothing.” Later that night when my dad came home, he apologized for acting the way he did toward me but told me that what he had said was the way it was going to be.

The next day at school my young “psycho” dad threatening to kill John for simply driving me home was the talk of the entire school. Lucas thought it was the greatest thing he had ever heard of and was more than amused that he and only he could hang out with me in my house. It stopped boys from asking me out altogether. It accomplished what I had wanted but I was beyond upset. If I did have a sexual attraction to boys and I wanted to date or even hang out with a boy I wasn’t allowed to. I was hurt that my dad didn’t trust me. For as close as me and my dad were, I can honestly say that at that time it damaged our relationship. I didn’t speak to him for days until he said, “Tatum, you can be angry with me all you want. I’m always going to be your father first and your friend second.” I mean other than that one golden rule in which to abide him by he did let me do a lot of living. Over my high school years, he knew that I was throwing crazy ass parties when he and Gina went away on weekends or if he was away on a business trips and Gina was away on a trip. He knew that I was lying when I said I was crashing at Luca’s only to attend a wild ass party with Lucas. He never called me out on any of it. It took me a while to understand that he wanted me to experience the teenage years that he never could but also didn’t want me to wind up like my mom. As I grew older I still longed to know my mom but anger toward her for abandoning me started to grow. As a child all I wanted for her was to be part of my life but now it was different. All I wanted to know was why. Even though I felt that way I still couldn’t bring myself to call Gina mom. My inner child still thought and believed that the one single action of calling Gina mom would forever seal my fate in never meeting my mom like a time traveler who traveled back in time and accidentally killed a butterfly changing the future forever.

By the time my junior year rolled around I hadn’t been on a date or ever been kissed by a guy but didn’t want to. As I entered my 17th year on Earth I was as close to sure as sure could get that I had no sexual desire for guys. However, part of me was starting to think I may be asexual. For as much as I didn’t have a sexual desire for men I hadn’t come across a girl who made me have those feelings either. I knew that I found many girls to be attractive but not once had I thought to myself, “I want to fuck her brains out.” I was in a kind of private torment until one shopping trip for a new skirt made things clearer for me. I went to the mall with Lucas. We split up and agreed to meet up in the food court after we made our respective purchases. I went into this high-end boutique and started to look at their selection. That’s when I had my first “moment.” As I browsed one of the sales clerks approached me from behind. “Can I help you find something?” I heard a soft feminine voice ask. I turned around and looked at her as I felt my heart sputter and my body become warm. She was around 5 feet five inches, had long brown hair and the most captivating hazel eyes I had ever seen. She wore a tight and short blue dress that showed the top of her enormous breasts and accentuated every curve of her body. She had high cheekbones and wore dark colored lipstick. She couldn’t have been any older than 21. When she smiled at me I felt tingling all over my body. I smiled at her and replied, “Sure” as she looked at me up and down. “Is it okay if I take a few measurements?” she replied as I nodded my head. She grabbed measuring tape and as she placed the tape around my waist I could feel my knees weaken. She placed the measuring tape around my tits and then wrote down my measurements. “I know you were looking at skirts but I want you to try on a dress kind of like the one I’m wearing. I think you’ll look amazing in it” she said as I smiled. I wanted to speak but I couldn’t get the words out of my mouth. She handed me the dress, I tried it on and loved it. When I came out of the dressing room she smiled at me and said, “Someone is going to have fun tearing you out of that.” What I wanted to say was, “You can tear this off me right now if you want to” but instead I smiled and forced a small laugh out. “Oh, wait a minute” she said as she walked away from me, grabbed something and walked back to me. In her hand was a string necklace. Instead of walking around me and putting the necklace around my neck from behind she walked up close to me and began to place the necklace around my neck from in front of me. I felt our tits make contact as she reached over me. As she locked the necklace into place I could smell her perfume and became fixated on her neck. She took a step back and said, “Amazing.” She locked eyes with me and asked, “College freshman” and I quickly replied without thinking, “High school junior” as she raised her eyebrows and said, “Too bad” as she shook her head. “Why didn’t I lie” I screamed out in my head as she rang up the dress and skirt after I changed back into my clothes. As I walked out of the boutique I felt light headed.

That had been the one and only time anything like that had ever happened to me until my senior year of high school came along. That’s when I first laid eyes on Amanda Zering on the very first day during homeroom. When I saw her, I had to clench my teeth to make sure my mouth didn’t open as wide as the Grand Canyon. She was only around five feet two inches but had an amazing body. She had long blond hair that almost reached her bubble butt. She was from New Jersey and had just relocated to Arizona. I felt drawn to her and as soon as the bell rang I walked over to her and said, “Hi, I’m Tatum, welcome” as she smiled at me and said, “Thank you.” “Where you heading to” I asked as she replied, “Math” as I replied, “Me too.” She had amazing light brown eyes, thin eyebrows and long eyelashes. In my head I yelled out, “I wonder what she looks like naked?” as I was picked up from behind by Lucas who yelled out, “Scholarship offer coming from Northern Arizona University” as he spun me around as I laughed. He put me down and placed his arm around me. “Lucas this is Amanda” I said as he looked at her and said, “Hey.” She smiled at him as he turned his attention to me and said, “See you at lunch” as he slapped my ass and said, “You’re welcome.” She looked amused and asked, “Boyfriend” as I shook my head and replied, “Best friend.” She just smiled as we walked to class together. We had 3 classes together and were becoming fast friends. We had a lot in common and her birthday was one day after mine. She only lived a few short blocks from my house. I liked her but not so many people did. I could be a bitch if I had to but she was a bitch just not to me for some reason. Of course, most if not all the girls hated her but most if not all the boys wanted to get with her with one huge exception, Lucas. He didn’t care for her at all and wouldn’t hang out with me if I was hanging out with Amanda. One day I was with Amanda at my house watching tv in the living room. Lucas walked through my front door, took one look at her, turned around and walked right out the door. When I confronted him about it the next day he let loose. “She’s fake, obnoxious, sarcastic and I don’t have to like her. She’s your friend not mine” he told me.

As the months went on I felt me and Amanda becoming closer and my attraction to her growing with each passing day. I would catch myself day dreaming about her and wondering what it would be like to kiss her. I could feel the sexual tension between us. She would always make comments about pretty actresses and entertainers in a sexual way like “I wouldn’t kick her out of bed” and things like that. I felt like I wanted to have sex with her but I was worried that maybe it wasn’t sexual desire I was feeling for her. Maybe I just liked the idea or maybe it was just that she was the first girl I felt a true friendship with and I was misreading things. All I knew for certain was the feelings I had toward her was unlike feelings I experienced with anyone before. That December I turned 18 as did Amanda the next day. That weekend her parents were taking her away and me and Lucas had plans to go to a kick ass party at Russel Jacobs house. Neither of us really felt like going so instead we went on a beer run and picked up a bottle of Fireball.  We were throwing back beers and shots and talking. He looked at me and said, “I can’t believe that next year I’ll be playing football at Northern Arizona and you’ll be at Arizona State. Nights like this are going to be a distant memory in a couple of years.” I shook my head in disagreement. “We’ll be in driving distance of each other” as he smiled and replied, “It’s like three hours each way” he said as he took a shot of Fireball. I smirked and said, “I know. Anyway, how are things with Becky?” I asked with curiosity as he replied, “Great, we’re done.” I punched him in the arm as was my custom and said, “You are the very definition of a male whore. Fuck them and leave them.” He shook his head and smugly said, “I can’t help that girls can’t get enough of me. What kind of person would I be to deny them what they want?” I laughed and said, “That’s such a fucking guy thing to say.” We were both drunk and reminiscing about years past. As he talked to me I became sad. He was my best friend and we talked about everything. At least he did to me but I never told him about my sexuality. I don’t know why but I felt obligated to tell him. I think deep down inside I just needed to tell someone. I looked at him and said, “Lucas, you’re my best friend in the world” as he smiled and replied, “Right back at you” as he took a drink of his beer. “I need to tell you something” I said as he said, “Fire away.” I took a deep breath and said, “I think I may be gay.” His eyes became huge as he asked, “You think you may be gay? Why?” I opened to him and told him all about my feelings and how deep down inside I thought that I always knew. He listened to every one of my words intently as the words come out of my mouth with lightning speed. “I don’t know Tatum. I mean you’ve never even kissed a guy or a girl for that matter. How would you really know at this point. I looked at him and said, “Hence the bit of confusion.” He smiled and said, “You would have to at least hook up with one girl and one guy to know for sure.”

I nodded my head in agreement and said, “Would you maybe do something for me then?” He raised his eyebrows and asked, “What?” I looked at him and asked, “Can you kiss me?” He laughed and replied, “Kiss you?” I took a shot of Fireball and said, “Wow, I ask you to kiss me and you laugh.” He smiled at me and said, “Wait you’re serious?” I nodded my head and said “Yeah, I’m serious. I want my first kiss to happen with you.” He swallowed hard and asked, “Why me?” I raised my eyebrows and asked, “Why not you? You’re my best friend, your hot and you’re a guy. Who better would there be for me to kiss for the first time?”  There was an awkward silence for a moment which was even more awkward considering we were never awkward with each other. “Okay, then” he said. “Okay, then” I said. We both took quick breaths as he asked, “Ready?” as I replied, “Ready.” He put his hand on my face and leaned in toward me. I closed my eyes and felt his lips touch mine. I kissed him back. We kissed lips only for a moment until he stuck his tongue in my mouth. I was taken aback at first but then started to feel his tongue with my own. We were making out as he leaned me back on his bed. We were now making out as he laid on top of me with him between my legs. Suddenly, he stopped kissing me and jumped off his bed. “What’s wrong” I asked. “Nothing” he said in the voice he used when something was wrong. “Bullshit. I know you. Tell me what’s wrong.” He looked at me shyly and closed his eyes. “I was getting turned on, okay.” I smiled at him and said, “That’s okay.” He looked at me with confusion as I said, “Kiss me.” We again started kissing as he once again placed himself on top of me and in between my legs. It felt nice to kiss him but I wasn’t quite sure what I was feeling or what I was supposed to be feeling. I could feel his cock becoming hard over his basketball shorts that I was wearing. He started grinding himself against me. I thought to myself, “This isn’t bad” as it felt good. He again suddenly jumped off the bed but this time he looked panicked. “Why did you stop?” I asked with confusion. “Tatum, what in the fuck are we doing?” I looked at him and said, “Foreplay.” He looked at me with a smirk on his face as he said, “Foreplay is what happens before you have sex, Tatum.” I rolled my eyes and said, “I’m fully fucking aware of what foreplay is.” He looked frightened as he said, “Why did you just say foreplay?” I looked at him and rolled my eyes. “I thought that’s what we were doing.” He walked over to his desk, pounded half a beer, took a shot of Fireball and finished the other half of his beer. “Tatum we’re not having sex.” I got off his bed, grabbed a beer, took a drink, a shot and another drink of beer. “Why the fuck not?” I asked with slurred speech. “We’re just not, okay.” I became drunkenly offended. “What am I not hot enough for you to fuck?” I asked as he looked at me and said, “What?” I looked at him and again said, “What am I not hot enough for you to fuck?” He shook his head and said, “It’s not that. We’re best friends and we should not be doing this. You’re like my fucking sister.” I looked at him as I felt myself start to become angry. “Bullshit. Sister huh? Look me in the eye and tell me that you have not once thought about fucking me.” He was silent for a moment and then said, “Sex could ruin our friendship forever. It complicates things.” I took a drink of beer and yet another shot as I now found myself trying to convince Lucas to have sex with me. “All I hear are fucking excuses. We’re best friends, you’re like my sister, sex complicates things, it could ruin our friendship, blah, blah, blah.”

“This is not happening Tatum! We just can’t!” I became furious as I angrily removed my shirt threw it to the floor and did the same with my bra. I pulled my shorts and panties down and kicked them across the floor. I was not completed nude and stood before Lucas. “Look at me and tell me you don’t want to fuck my brains out of my fucking head.” He looked at me as his chest compressed and decompressed heavily. “Fuck it” he said as he opened his dresser drawer, grabbed a box of condoms, ripped the box open with his mouth, removed a condom and grabbed me. He wrapped his arms around my waste as we started to make out again. He stopped kissing me as he quickly removed his tee shirt and started to kiss me again. As he held and kissed me he walked me backward onto his bed. He gently placed me onto his bed as he took of his shorts and briefs. He got on top of me with his cock as hard as a rock as I felt it contact my pussy. He stopped kissing me and started to lick and kiss my neck as he played with my hair. I closed my eyes and could feel myself becoming wet. He slid the condom onto his cock and slowly inserted himself into me. It hurt a little when he first entered me but it was only for a few seconds. We locked eyes as he asked, “Are you okay?” as I smiled and said, “Yeah.” I felt his cock move in and out of me as we kissed and he stopped every so often to kiss and lick my neck. In under five minutes I felt his cock begin to pulsate inside of me as he slowly brought himself to a stop inside of me. He slowly removed himself from me and looked embarrassed. “What’s the matter?” I asked as he replied, “You’re so tight. I’m sorry I didn’t last long.” I smiled at him and said, “It’s okay. We can do it again.” He smiled as we started to passionately make out. Within minutes he was rock hard and placed another condom onto his cock. Again, he was inside of me thrusting himself in and out of me. As I felt his cock inside of me with my eyes closed I didn’t know how I should be feeling. The act itself felt good but part of me felt like something was missing although I didn’t know what it was. It was like he was being extra careful until I grabbed the back of his head, looked into his eyes and said, “Fuck me.” Like an uncaged animal he started to fuck me with quick short strokes and forcefully. I wrapped my legs around him as he started to pound me. It felt so good my eyes rolled into the back of my head. We were both panting until I once again felt his cock pulsate inside of me. He slowly removed himself from me, removed the condom, placed it in a small trash can beside his bed and laid next to me as I nestled my head in the crevice of his neck and shoulder. Within minutes he was sound asleep as I laid there for close to an hour staring at the ceiling until I eventually relented to the call of sleep. When I woke up in the morning, Lucas was sitting at his desk chair, wrapped in a towel with a look of uncertainty. I got out of bed and put my clothes on. He looked at me and asked nervously, “Are we okay?” I smiled and said, “Yeah, we’re okay.” He looked at me with sad eyes and said, “Are you sure. I mean I took your virginity.” I smiled and let out a small laugh. “No, Lucas I gave you my virginity” I said with conviction. “Do you regret what happened?” he asked with concern. I shook my head and said, “What happened is what I wanted to happen.” I walked over to him, kissed him on his head and said, “Thank you for last night. It was perfect and I’m glad that it happened with you.” He smiled and let out a laugh. “No one has ever thanked me for sex before.” I laughed and replied, “First time for everything but don’t let it get to your head. I’ll see you on Monday” as I hugged him tightly. As I made the short walk from his house to mine I really didn’t regret what happened. I had no idea that it was going to happen but I was glad that it did and was glad that it happened with Lucas.

Lucas had been worried that sex could ruin our friendship but it didn’t. What was starting to ruin our friendship was my friendship with Amanda. I had hoped that Lucas would come around and start to like her more but it never materialized. The more time I spent with Amanda the less time I spent with Lucas. It was late in January on a Saturday night as me and Amanda sat on the couch in my bedroom watching television. We were flipping through the channels when Amanda said her usual, “Wow that girl is hot.” I was attracted to her but had no idea if she was attracted to me in any sort of way. I wanted to make a move but was worried that she would not only resist my advances but that I would lose her as a friend all together. With only six months left of high school and two months of summer left before I would be leaving for college I figured, why not just flirt and see where it goes? I looked at Amanda and asked, “What do you think about me? Do you think I’m hot?” She smiled at me and answered, “I think you’re the hottest girl in school” and continued, “I know your dad would lose it if you dated but I find it interesting that you haven’t even dated one guy yet.” I smirked at her and asked, “What’s so interesting about that?” She smiled and then looked at me with a serious expression on her face. “There’s not one guy at school who piques your interest?” I slowly nodded my head with my heart pounding. “I’m not really into guys if you know what I mean.” She opened her eyes wide and raised her eyebrows. She coyly smirked at me and asked, “What do you think about me?” I smiled and said, “You’re beautiful.” She looked at me as she closed the distance between us. “That’s not what I meant” she said as she leaned in and kissed me. My heart was pounding so hard I could hear it as I kissed her back. When I felt her tongue touch mine I was in heaven. We made out for close to twenty minutes when we stopped kissing. She licked her lips and said, “My parents aren’t home. Why don’t we go over to my house for a while” as she grabbed my hand and pulled me from the couch. As we were walking out of my house I looked at Gina and said, “We’re going over to Amanda’s and Gina replied, “Midnight at latest” as I smiled in reply. We quickly walked over to Amanda’s house and straight into her bedroom.

She smiled at me and asked, “Now where were we” as I grabbed her waist and pulled her into me. We started making out again but where now rubbing each other’s asses as we kissed. Amada stopped kissing me, pulled my shorts and panties down to my ankles in one quick motion as she was now on her knees. She slowly arose from her knees and as we started to kiss again. As we kissed she touched my pussy and began to rub it. Before I knew it, she was down on her knees again but this time I felt her tongue begin to lick my pussy. I started to run my hands through her hair as my knees began to become week. She stopped licking me and took hold of my hand. She walked me over to her bed and laid me down. She placed herself on top of me. I could taste myself in her mouth and it turned me on. She quickly crawled down my body and began to lick my pussy again. I exhaled with passion as wet tongue continued to lick until I felt her tongue penetrate me. My body was trembling as she fucked me with her tongue. She removed her tongue from my pussy as I felt her finger enter me and her tongue begin to lick to the top of my dripping wet pussy. She licked me as she quickly moved her finger in and out of my pussy. I didn’t know what to do with my body. I was completely lost in the moment and closed my eyes. A feeling came over my body that I had never felt before. It was like a wave of heat quickly consumed me. It was like my entire body locked up and the only way I can describe the feeling is like a volcano erupting. A feeling of pure pleasure came over me. I was sweating and was having trouble catching my breath. Amanda stopped licking me and removed her finger from my pussy. “Did I just give you an orgasm?” she said laughingly. “I ran my fingers through my hair and replied, “I think so.” She looked at me with confusion and asked, “You think so? Haven’t you had an orgasm before?” I laughed with embarrassment and responded, “I think you just gave me my first orgasm.” I looked at her clock and realized I had to be home in under five minutes. “I have to go” I said as I jumped from her bed and put my panties and shorts on. I kissed her goodnight and ran out of the house. I made it through my front door at exactly midnight as I found Gina and my dad talking in the living room. My dad looked at me and asked, “How was your night?” as I replied, “Same as usual.” I went into my bathroom and took a long hot shower. When I finished showering I saw a text message from Amanda. The text was just a smiley face so I texted her back with the same. I laid in bed not believing what Amanda had did to me. All I knew for a fact as I closed my eyes to sleep was that I liked it. The next morning, I had a text from Amanda that read, “Come over now!” It was only a little after 8AM but I threw on some clothes and walked over to Amanda’s. As I approached her house she was standing out front in a robe. In a sarcastic voice she said, “I know you had curfew but you left me hanging last night. I was so worked out I barely slept.” “Sorry” I said shyly as she smirked and said, “That’s okay. You can make it up to me right now.” We walked inside into her bedroom. She locked the door behind her and removed her robe. She was completely nude. It was the first time I had ever seen another girl standing nude in front of me. She walked over to her bed, laid down and placed her feet on the bed with her knees bent. I walked over to her as she looked at me and said, “You can make it up to me now.” “Amanda, I’ve never done this before” I said nervously. She smiled and said, “I like it right here” as she pointed to the top of her pussy with her finger in a circular motion. I took a deep breath and placed my head in between her legs. I closed my eyes and began to lick her exactly where she had pointed. “Yes, Tatum just like that” she said loudly. She started grinding her hips into my face as I licked her the way that she had licked me the previous night. I was eating her pussy for less than 10 minutes when she said, “Take your clothes off. I want to taste you.” I stopped eating her, removed my clothes and laid down next to her. She climbed on top of me with her face in between my legs with her pussy now inches away from my face. I looked at her pussy and again started to lick her as she started to lick me. I wrapped my arms around her waist and pulled her pussy down to me. I loved the way she tasted and combined with the feeling of her eating my pussy I again was consumed by the same feeling I had the night before. She stopped licking me and laughed. “Give me an orgasm Tatum” she said as I inserted two fingers inside of her and vigorously licked her. “Don’t stop, just like that, fuck, I’m almost there!” she exclaimed until she screamed out “Fuck……..Oh yes…..yes, Tatum yes!”

We laid in her bed cuddling for a little while. I looked at Amanda and asked, “What does this mean?” She looked at me with a confused look and asked in reply, “What does what mean?” I sat up and said, “Sex. Me and you had sex so what does this mean for us?” She smiled and said, “Well we’re friends and we like each other. So, it just means that we’re friends who like each other, that’s all.” I looked at her and said, “Okay, friends who like to have sex together? Like friends with benefits?” She laughed and said, “No Tatum I really like you. Look I would call you my girlfriend but who wants to deal with everything that would come along with it. We’re graduating in less than six months.” I raised my eyebrows and said, “Secret girlfriend.” She shook her head and said, “What does it matter? You like me, I like you and it’s not anyone else’s business.” I looked at her and said, “I guess you’re right” but inside I didn’t think she was right at all. I didn’t care what anyone else would think. I just knew that I really liked her and wanted to be with her. If this is what she wanted then I figured that’s the way we would go about things. At school we did the same things we always did but when we were alone at my house or her house we had sex all the time. I wasn’t sure what I was feeling but knew I never had the feelings before. I thought about her all the time and always wanted to be with her. When I told Lucas about me and Amanda the reaction I got was not even close to what I was expecting. “Amanda? Are you for real? She’s not good for you and there’s no way that she’ll be faithful to you!” he exclaimed and I exclaimed, “She is great for me and I know in my heart she’ll be faithful!” The first time she cheated on me I had to brush it off and accept that she hooked up with Leonard so that people wouldn’t know that she was into girls. The second time she cheated on me was because the guy, Dennis, was introduced to her by her parents and even though she didn’t really like him she had to at least see him a few times to make her parents happy. Lucas was beside himself after the second time. “What’s it going to take for you to break things off with her?” I shook my head and replied, “I don’t know, Lucas. She’s like a drug and I’m addicted to her.” No matter how bad she made me feel about myself, how manipulative she was, how often she made me question myself I couldn’t bring myself to end things with her. That was until the night I tried. She became irate, yelled, screamed and apologized to me about everything. She told me she loved me. I told her that I loved her too but didn’t know if I really did. I knew I had feelings for her that I never felt toward another but I didn’t know if it was love. I went to prom with Lucas who of course won home coming king as Amanda went with Franklin Sirico, “for appearances.” I though she may have cheated on me with Franklin but she of course denied it. She told me that they went to an after party at one of his friends’ houses and she went home early. No matter what Lucas told me I just wouldn’t hear of it.

As a graduation present my parents bought me a special ordered candy apple red Porsche 911 for being valedictorian. School was always easy for me. I think I had kind of a photographic memory. I was given information and I remembered everything with no problem at all. When it came to tests it was like I could flip through notes in my head and find the answer. I drove that car all day long and couldn’t wait to show it to Lucas and Amanda but figured I would that night at Susan Cummings party. I was a couple of hours late and didn’t get there until well after 11PM. When I walked into the house I asked Sammy if he had seen Lucas or Amanda but was beyond surprised when Sammy replied, “Last time I saw them was upstairs.” I was confused. Why was Lucas upstairs with Amanda of all people? He couldn’t stand her so why was he hanging out with her? I walked upstairs looking for them both. I went from room to another until I opened a door and walked into a large bedroom to find Lucas in between Amanda’s legs. He was fucking her vigorously until with two quick and hard humps he shot his load. “What the fuck!” I yelled out at the top of my lungs as Lucas removed himself from her. She pulled up her panties to under her skirt and looked at me. “Shit!” she exclaimed as I ran down the stairs and out of the house. I got into my car and pounded on the steering wheel as tears streamed from my eyes. I drove home and pulled my car into the garage but I didn’t get out. I stayed in that car for hours crying my eyes out as text after text came from both Lucas and Amanda. A little after 2AM I finally got out of the car and walked into my bedroom. I laid in my bed with a combination of sadness and fury running through my body. Yeah, Amanda cheated on me yet again but she cheated on me with Lucas. How could Lucas do that to me? He fucking hated her but he fucked her? He knew how I felt about her but it didn’t stop him from fucking her. I felt betrayed. When I thought long and hard about it I wasn’t that upset about Amanda cheating on me yet again but I was furious over Lucas. He was supposed to be my best friend. My best friend had sex with my girlfriend. Fuck her and fuck him I said out loud as I closed my eyes and cried myself to sleep. The next afternoon Lucas called me. I answered my cell phone as he said, “We need to talk” “We have nothing to talk about! You were supposed to be my best friend but you’re obviously not! Leave me the fuck alone. Never ever call me again or show up at my fucking house! Our friendship is over. I fucking hate you!” I exclaimed as I ended the call. When Amanda showed up at my house we walked out to the backyard. I took a seat on a chair next to the pool as she said, “Look, I’m going to school in California in a few months and this was never going to work out anyway. I mean, what did you think? That we would have a long-distance relationship and live happily ever after? I like you and all but to be totally honest and way more into guys.” I looked at her with disdain and just said, “Goodbye, Amanda.”

I spent the summer hanging out with Gina but mostly hanging out with my dad. I was full of sadness and despair since the night of the party. It was a little after 1AM on the 5th of July. My parents had thrown a huge party for all my dad’s employees at the house. Amanda and I were over as was me and Lucas. For some reason I couldn’t stop thinking about my mother. I thought of her often but lately I had been thinking about her constantly. I was depressed but didn’t want to be. I just wanted to be happy and wondered if she was happy. Gina kissed me on my cheek goodnight as she went inside as my dad cleaned up around the yard. He took a seat next to the pool and opened a beer. I sat next to him and asked, “Did you love my mom?” He slowly lowered the beer from his lips and replied, “Yeah I did. We were just too young.” I looked at him with sadness and asked, “Was I a mistake?” with tears forming in my eyes. He looked at me with concern as he asked, “Why would you ask me that?” I looked at him and replied, “I need to know. Was I a mistake? I had to be because if I wasn’t mom would have wanted me.” He arose from his chair and said, “Come here Tatum.” I arose from my chair as I put my head on my dad’s shoulder and started to cry. “You were not a mistake, you were just a surprise, the greatest surprise of my life. Everything happens for a reason sweetheart. If it weren’t for you I wouldn’t have Gina and we wouldn’t have the life that we do. I would never have thought that any of this would be possible but it’s reality because of you, Tatum.” He stopped hugging me and wiped the tears from my face. “Are you okay, sweetheart?” he asked with concern. I looked at him and asked, “Do you know anything about mom?” He looked at me and said, “Yeah.” “What do you know?” I asked with curiosity. He sat back down on his chair and grabbed his beer. He took a drink and said, “She lives in Mesa. She’s married to a good man and they have 3 kids.” “What?!” I exclaimed. “She has a family?” I asked in shock. “Yeah, she does sweetheart. She has a beautiful family and she’s doing well.” I looked at my dad and yelled out, “You said that when she was found and wasn’t sick anymore she would find me! Why hasn’t she found me?!” He took another sip of his beer and replied, “She hasn’t found you yet but she will.” he replied. I nodded my head as I walked back into the house and into my bedroom. I was angry and hurt. How could my mother get married, start a family yet not try to find me? Did I not matter to her? Did she even think about me? I grabbed the picture of her from my night stand and ripped into pieces. I cried myself to sleep that night.

As the days of the summer went on and it was getting closer to me leaving for college I was filled with anxiety. The one girl I had ever considered to be a true friend turned into my girlfriend. Because of her I lost my best friend. I wondered who I would be living with. Would we get along? Would we like each other? Would be some sort of freak, like a goth girl or something worse? The day I was set to leave for college my dad walked into my room and said, “Lucas is outside.” “Tell him I don’t want to see him” I said to my dad. He shook his head and replied, “I don’t know what happened with you two. It’s none of my business but tell him yourself.” I walked outside to the front of the house. Lucas was sitting on the hood of his car. When he saw me he smiled, and walked toward me. He was now standing right in front of me. “I know you don’t want to see me but I needed to see you before I left for school. You’re my best friend. I can explain if you would just hear me out Tatum.” I smiled and replied, “Good luck at school Lucas. Goodbye” as I walked into the house and closed the front door. I watched him through the frosted glass of the front door. He took his baseball cap of his head, ran his fingers through his hair and put his hat back on. He raised his hand as to knock on the door but slowly lowered it. He closed his eyes, rubbed them with his hand and turned around. I watched him get into his car and drive away. I missed him so much but couldn’t bring myself to talk to him. There was no person on the planet who knew my as he did. I gave him my virginity and thought that we would be friends for life. When I looked at him all I felt was betrayal and pain. Gina looked at me as she entered the living room. “How’s Lucas?” she asked. I shrugged my shoulders and said, “I don’t know.” She smiled at me and said, “You two have a special relationship. You’re going to get over whatever it is your upset about and you two will be fine.” I shook my head and replied, “I don’t think so mo..Gina.” She gave me a perplexed look and smiled. “Can I take your car to school?” I asked. “Is the hundred thousand-dollar Porsche in the garage not good enough for you? You are not taking my Ferrari to college.” I smiled and said, “Not that car, your other car.” She looked at me as if I had just lost my mind. “You want to take my Toyota?” I smiled and nodded my head. “It’s ten years old and has over 120 thousand miles on it. Why?” I looked at Gina and answered, “I don’t want to go to college and have to explain why I have a Porsche. Don’t get me wrong I love it but I think the Toyota is perfect for a college freshman. When I get settled and hopefully make friends because of me and not because you and dad are rich then I’ll take my Porsche.” I knew how special that old Toyota was to Gina. It was her first brand new car and she loved it. It was a reminder of her far she had come. She still drove it from time to time and would just sit in it when she felt overwhelmed with life.” She had a pained looked on her face as she looked at me and said, “Okay, just promise me you’ll be careful with it.” I hugged her and said, “I will, no need to worry. I promise that I’ll take good care of it.”        

Gina and dad helped me load up the car. I hugged them both goodbye. I sat in the car and started the engine as a look come across my dad’s face that I had never seen before. He looked like he wanted to run to me. He started to move toward the car but Gina grabbed his hand. I slowly pulled out of the garage as I looked at them both through the rearview mirror as I started to drive down the driveway. I stopped the car to see my dad crying. I had never seen him cry before as in never ever. I stopped the car, put it in park and jumped out of the car. I ran up the driveway and hugged him tightly as put his placed his head on top of mine. “Promise me that you’ll be okay, sweetheart.” “I promise dad. I’ll be more than okay.” I looked at him and wiped the tears from his face. “I love you dad” I said as he said, “I love you Tatum.” Gina looked a mess which was strange to me. She was beautiful even when rolling out of bed but her eyes were red and swollen. I hugged her and said, “I love you mo..Gina” as she replied, “I love you too little one.” As I made the little under 2-hour drive to school I couldn’t stop thinking about my dad. I was starting a new chapter of my life and so was he. If I was him I would have a 2-year-old daughter to care for. He couldn’t go away to college even if he wanted to. He gave me everything he never had and now he had to hope that I wouldn’t fuck my life up. He could no longer be my protector. Gina was my mother even if she didn’t give birth to me. I wanted to call her call mom but that part of me still existed. I call her mom and I never ever meet my birth mother. At 18 I was still that little fearful girl who thought that one simple word would forever alter my future. I parked my car and took a deep breath. I was about to meet my college roommate and had no idea who she was. I just hoped that she would be for lack of a better term normal.  

I opened the door to my assigned dorm room and walked inside. There she was laying on her bed. It was like time froze for a moment. She had long brown hair, amazing light big brown eyes and the most amazing lips I had ever seen. She had to be around 5 feet 10. She was beautiful and I felt an immediate attraction to her. All I could think was, “This was not what I was expecting.” I smiled at her as she looked at me. She made me nervous which I found odd. I don’t remember ever feeling nervousness like this around anyone before. Like lava spewing from a volcano I started talking a mile a minute as I she sat up in bed. “Thank god! I was worried that I would be living with some sort of goth freak or something. I’m Tatum Wilder and I know what you’re thinking. I’m not a bitch and it’s not my fault I look like this but I love looking like this.” She nervously looked at me as I smiled and continued. “I’m from Tucson, an only child and my parents divorced when I was little. They’re both remarried and I have 3 step brothers. Don’t let my looks fool you. I’m not an airhead. I was a straight A student and am here on scholarship. Are you a mute or something?” She nervously and slowly shook her head as I smiled and said, “Let me see your schedule” as I sat down on her bed to look at her schedule that she had hanging on the wall above her bed. “Cool, we have a few classes together. I’m starving, do you want to get lunch?” I asked as she nodded her head and nervously smiled as we walked out of the dorm room and outside. “You haven’t said a word. What’s your name roomie?” I asked. In my head I said, “Roomie? Why did I just call her roomie and who am I right now?” She nervously replied, “Emery.” I smiled and responded, “Cool name. I think we’re going to get along great. Are you always this quiet?” I asked as she nodded her head. We went to a small deli. We both ordered salads as she ate in silence and I continued to talk a mile a minute. I looked at her and said, “I know I’m talking a lot but I can’t help it.” I told her that I was popular in high school and even though I received good grades I liked to party. I told her that my best friend was now my ex best friend as I had walked in on my now ex and now ex best friend having sex during a party on the night I graduated. I don’t know why I felt it necessary to share that with her but I do know that I purposely left out their names. It wouldn’t have taken her 10 seconds to realize that I was into girls and I didn’t want her to know. I was worried that knowing would change whatever opinion she was forming about me for the worse. “I think it would be a good idea if we walked campus to find out where are classes are” I said as she smiled and nodded her head. As we walked the attention we were getting from the guys was unbelievable. I was in the mood to be a flirt so I would return the looks and smiles with looks and smiles of my own. After each little encounter I would say to Emery, “Fucking wild animals.” For as much as I liked the attention she didn’t seem comfortable with it at all. She looked scared and like she wanted to take off running. The best way I can describe it was like a deer in the headlights.

We went back to our dorm room as I continued to talk while she helped me bring my things from the car and unpack. That night we started what would be our customary thing to do. Our beds were directly across from each other so I would place my pillow on the foot of my bed as she would do the same. We would both lay on our stomachs and look at each other as we talked. On this night, our very first night as roommates and college students she told me everything about her. She told me how introverted she was, non-confident and how she became even more so after her parents had passed away a little over 4 prior. How her uncle moved into her childhood home in Jackson, Wyoming to be her guardian and how she wanted to come here to school because her mom graduated from here. How she never had any close friends and how she liked to write which is why she chose her major, creative writing which also happened to be my major. I laid on my bed just listening and felt myself becoming consumed with sadness. We were from two different worlds but had similar upbringings. I couldn’t imagine how I would deal with losing my parents. I wanted to get to meet my mother more than anything but she had two great parents for 14 years of her life and they were taken from her in one night. I couldn’t stop myself from crying as she talked. It wasn’t until a few weeks later that she confessed that she didn’t like the way boys looked at her and how uncomfortable it made her feel. She looked at me and asked, “Why do boys look at us the way they do?” I couldn’t help it but I began to laugh so hard that I had tears coming from my eyes. I stopped laughing as I realized that coming from such a small town she probably never received attention like this. I had my moment as a freshman in high school but she was having the moment as a freshman in college. I looked at her and said, “Boys look at us that way because they want to see us naked and fuck our brains out.” She seemed shocked and responded, “I can understand them looking at you that way but not me.” I looked at her with confusion and asked, “Why me and not you?” She shrugged her shoulders and replied, “Look at you and look at me. You’re beautiful and I’m just me.” My eyes opened big with surprise as I replied, “Emery you’re hot.” She shook her head and looked at me as if I were crazy. I smiled at her and said again, “Emery, you’re hot” and continued, “You’re tall, have long hair, captivating eyes, huge tits and a perfect ass. Your lips are amazing, so full and plump. Believe it or not boys want to hump your brains out until your eyes roll into the back of your head.” She looked at me in terror and said in a low voice, “Sex? Sex with me?” I laughed and said, “Oh yeah, sex with you, Emery.” She took a deep breath and asked, “Is that why that boy Gregory in our class looks at me that way?” I smiled and said, “Yeah and no. Not to say he doesn’t want to fuck your brains out but he doesn’t seem like a douche bag. I think he’s crushing on you.” It was easy for me to tell her that Gregory had a crush on her because I knew I had a crush on her. How could I not? She was smart and the least stuck up person I had ever met. She was kind, gentle, caring and I just knew that she was a good person. When I looked into her eyes all I could see was fear, sadness and doubt. About week later I was surprised when she told me that Gregory asked her out and that she accepted. I would be lying if I said I didn’t feel jealous. 

The night before her very first date Emery told me how nervous she was. I said, “It’s just a date Emery. You’re acting like you’ve never gone on a date before.” She nervously smiled and replied, “That’s because I haven’t.” I opened my mouth wide and giggled. “You’ve never been on a date before?” I asked in amazement. She shook her head and asked, “What if he wants to kiss me?” I laughed and asked, “You’ve never been kissed before?” She again shook her head as I said, “If you like him and he wants to kiss you let him.” She looked at me and asked, “Well how do I kiss him back?” I smiled and said, “It’s kind of hard to explain.” With disappointment in her voice she replied, “Oh.” In my head I pictured watching a football game. I was a running back and there was a clear path to the end zone. This was my perfect opportunity to kiss her and feel her amazing lips with my own. I looked at her, smiled and said, “I know, I’ll show you.” “Show me, how?” she replied with a quivering nervous voice. “I’ll show you how to kiss. It will only take a minute” I said as I sat on her bed. “Really? Isn’t this kind of weird?” she nervously asked. I shook my head and responded, “No, not at all. Just one friend helping another. Now close your eyes.” She closed her eyes. I looked at her for a moment. She looked so beautiful sitting on her bed with her eyes closed. I was eager but didn’t want to rush the kiss. I slowly leaned in and felt Emery’s amazing lips with my own. It was everything I had imagined in my head. They were so soft. “Kiss me back” I said as her eyes remained closed. She leaned in and kissed my lips. I was completely lost in the moment and was getting turned on. “Now when I stick my tongue in your mouth I want you to touch my tongue with yours” I said. She opened her eyes and asked, “You’re going to stick your tongue into my mouth?” I smiled and said, “If I’m going to show you how to kiss then of course.” She took a deep breath and said, “Okay” as she closed her eyes again. We kissed each other’s lips when I licked her lips with my tongue. She opened her mouth slightly as I inserted my tongue into her mouth and touched her tongue. As I had told her when my tongue touched hers she felt my tongue with her own. As we sat on her bed kissing it took every ounce of my strength to keep my hands to myself. I wanted to caress her body. I was excited and could feel myself becoming moist. I didn’t want to stop kissing her but if I kept going the moment may have went from a lesson to awkward for her so I stopped kissing her. I smiled at her and said, “Congratulations. You now know how to kiss. The more you do it the better you get. Kind of like riding a bike.” She nodded her head and smiled at me. I knew my life was never going to be the same from that one kiss, just one kiss between me and Emery. As I laid in bed that night I knew what I was starting to feel toward Emery was more than a simple crush. A little less than 3 weeks ago I was at home, moping around my house and nervous about who my college roommate was going to be. Now I was laying in my bed realizing that I may have been falling for my beautiful, shy, introverted and beautiful straight roommate. I knew I was in trouble when Emery told me that her date went terribly and I felt happy about it. “Okay so maybe he is a douche bag. If she dates enough of these douchebags maybe she’ll become curious about being with a girl” I thought to myself.

As the semester went on I felt closer and closer to Emery and I knew what I felt toward her was more than friendship. It was a Thursday night close to the end of my first semester and I had gone to an off-campus party by myself after failing to get Emery to go with me. I had an okay time. I was getting hit on all night and became tired of it. I got back to my dorm a little after 2AM and I was horny as fuck. Before having sex with Lucas and Amanda I never ever had pleasured myself. I guess prior to having sex I didn’t know what I was missing but I knew full well now. I hadn’t been touched at all in well over 5 months other than that one kiss with Emery and I needed release. Emery looked like she was sound asleep. I undressed and climbed into my bed and laid under the sheet. I spread my legs apart as I closed my eyes and began to play with my pussy with my right hand as I played with my tits with my left hand. I started to breath heavily until I opened my eyes, bit down on my lower lip and let out a loud moan followed by shorter louds moans until I laid in bed breathing heavily for a moment. As I climbed out of bed and walked nude past Emery’s bed I my way into the shower I could have sworn that I saw her head move. “Did she watch me play with myself?” I thought as I went into the shower. The next night I talked Emery into going to another off-campus party with me. It was at this party where I she had her first drink. She only had 3 beers for the entire night but she was hammered. I introduced her to a bunch of people. We both walked back to our dorm. When we got inside Emery took off her shoes and said, “My feet are killing me” as I told her that I would rub them for her. I laid on my bed with my feet facing her as she laid with her feet facing me. She looked at me as I rubbed my feet when I felt the liquid courage take over. I smiled at her and asked, “Were you watching me last night?” She nervously shook her head as I said, “It’s okay if you were.” She nervously smiled at me and responded, “I didn’t mean to.” I laughed and said, “It’s okay. I was worked up last night. You know how good it feels” I said as a matter of fact as she began to blush and said, “I don’t do that. I’ve never really wanted to touch myself that way.” I started to laugh hysterically as I stopped rubbing her feet. “Never been kissed before this year and never had an orgasm too. Are you curious about what an orgasm feels like?” I asked as she nervously laughed and replied, “I’ve been curious about it.” I got off the bed, walked over to her bed, grabbed pillows and placed them on my bed. I placed my two pillows under her head and asked, “Do you want one?” as she asked in reply “Want one what?” I smiled at her and said, “An orgasm. Do you want to feel what it’s like to have an orgasm?” She looked at me nervously and asked, “How?” What I wanted to say was “I want to strip you naked, kiss every inch of your body and try to suck your pussy dry” but instead I giggled and replied, “Take your shorts and panties off.” She laughed nervously and replied, “I don’t think I’m comfortable with that but thank you” as she nervously grabbed the pillows and went to her bed. “Well if you ever change your mind, I’ll be happy to help you out” I said laughingly as I collapsed on my bed and quickly fell asleep. I may have said it laughingly but I was as serious as a heart attack. That night I dreamt of being with Emery as it was becoming an almost nightly occurrence. I was dreaming about her all the time.

When it was time for winter break I told Emery that I was going to split time between my mom in Mesa and my parents in Tucson. I don’t know why I lied to her about going to Mesa but I did. I drove her to the apartment she shared with her uncle in downtown Phoenix and was a little disturbed that her handsome uncle checked me out after I was introduced to him and was heading back to my car. She told me that he was beyond promiscuous which made me think of Lucas. I hadn’t seen or talked to him since the day he showed up at my house and left for college. I missed him terribly but I was still too hurt and upset about him and Amanda to do anything about it. I spent Christmas with my dad and Gina at her parents’ home in San Antonio. Tatum and I talked and texted every single day and I missed her so much that it hurt. When we arrived back home I was stunned to see Luca’s car parked on the street in front of his house. Part of me wanted to see him but the other part of me didn’t. That night I received a text message from Lucas that read, “Can you please talk to me. I miss you” with a sad face emoji to which I texted back in reply, “No!” We were exchanging texts back and forth all night long when. When he texted me that he was coming to my house I texted him back that if he showed up I was going to tell my dad that he took advantage of me and fucked me. That stopped the texts altogether. It was great seeing my parents but as I drove back to school I was never so excited to see Emery. It felt like the drive took forever.

When I arrived back at my dorm room there was Emery laying on her bed and watching television. As soon as I saw her I jumped on top of her and hugged her tightly as I said, “I’ve missed you so much!” as she hugged me back. I laid on the side of her as we caught up about what we did during the break. “What’s wrong?” she asked. I sat up on the bed and looked at her. “My ex bestie kept reaching out to me during the break. Part of me wants to forgive but the other part of me just yells out full of shit. I don’t know what to do.” “I wish I could give you advice about what to do with your best friend but I can’t. You’re the closest friend I’ve ever had in my life and I’ve known you for what, three months?” she said. I rolled my eyes and said, “No, over four months” and laughed. She smiled and said, “Well I guess if it’s meant that you two become friends again it will happen.” I nodded my head in agreement and said, “Guess so.” Since we didn’t have classes for another couple of days we went to a huge off campus party that night. There was this guy who wouldn’t take his eyes off Emery and I know it was making her uncomfortable. It seemed that whenever we walked out of a room to get away I would find him a few feet away from her a few minutes later. I looked at her and said, “I think you have a stalker but at least he’s a cute stalker.” She nervously smiled at me as I walked across the room and said to the cute guy, “Just go over and talk to her” as I proceeded to walk the guy over to her. “Emery, this is Jason. Jason this is Emery. You two talk now” I said as I left them alone.  Inside I said to myself, “Douchebag number 2!” For as much as Jason was stalking Emery that was the same thing I was experiencing with a guy named Doug. He was cute and all but I had zero attraction to him. Whenever he saw me he would ask me out and I would shoot him down. That night he was a bit different. He was charming, funny and was trying to get to know me. He wasn’t undressing me with his eyes and I thought that maybe we were becoming friends. Maybe he realized that he had not shot and was accepting of it. I didn’t feel like drinking much. I may have had a beer and another two drinks that Doug had given me. We went upstairs to his bedroom as we continued to talk. Suddenly the room started to spin. I felt dizzy and as Doug spoke to me I couldn’t understand what he was saying. The next thing I remember was waking up a little after 10AM with Emery lying next to me with a concerned look on her face. I looked at her with confusion and said, “My head is fucking killing me. How did I get here?” She told me that after Jason walked her home she started to worry that I wasn’t back yet so she went back to the party and found me passed out on a bed with Doug removing his shirt at the foot of the bed. She told me that she yelled at Doug and had to practically carry me home. “Tatum, you cannot get that wasted at parties!” she reprimanded me. I looked at her and said, “I barely had anything to drink. The last thing I remember was going up to Doug’s room so he could show me a picture or something and waking up here.” I sat up in bed and put my hand on my forehead. “I feel fucking terrible. This is the worst hang over of my life.” She shook her head and replied, “I thought you didn’t drink that much.” I was confused and said, “I didn’t. I had like three beers and a few vodka and cranberries that Doug gave me.” I looked at Emery and yelled out “That fucker roofied me!” I looked at her as I started to tear up and hugged her tightly. “He was going to rape me and he didn’t because you saved me.” With a look of panic on Emery’s face she said, “We need to go the police.” I shook my head and replied, “Fuck the police. When I’m done with him he’ll wish he were dead.” She shook her head and said, “Tatum, if he did it to you he’ll do it to other girls if he hasn’t already. We need to stop him.” We went to the campus police a few days later but was told that if I had indeed been drugged it was out of my system by now and since I wasn’t assaulted there was nothing that could be done. The officer yelled at me and said I should have come in that day. I was never quite the same after that. I was still my usual self on the outside but I was no longer as trusting as had once been. I never accepted another drink unless I watched it being poured and even if I took my eyes off it for a split second I wouldn’t drink from the bottle or glass. I felt terrible that I didn’t go to the police sooner. Emery was right, we needed to stop him but I didn’t know how. Especially since that was the last time I ever saw him.

To my dismay Emery started dating Jason. I could see the way the way they were with each other and I knew that she was into him big time. It was a Wednesday night. I had an evening class and was exhausted. I wanted nothing more than to go back to my room, take a shower and lay down. When I entered the room, I was shocked to see Lucas sitting on Emery’s desk chair. I yelled out, “What the fuck are you doing here?!” He looked nervous but replied, “Tatum, this is crazy. You’ve been my best friend since we were 5 years old. I love you and I miss you. Please we can get past this.” I snarled at him and said, “Get past this? You mean get past the fact that you fucked my girlfriend?! You know how I felt about her but you did what you did, didn’t you?” He took a deep breath and yelled out, “I didn’t know how else to prove it to you. How many times did I say how wrong she was for you? How many times did I tell you she wasn’t being faithful? You were in total denial.” I shook my head and replied, “Maybe but if that was the case I could have found out in different way. I walked in on you two on graduation night. What should have been one of the best days of my life was ruined because of you!” He walked over to me and put his hand on my shoulder. “Tatum, I know that I could have handled things with you and Amanda differently but I didn’t want you to leave for college being attached to her. If I could take it back I would but I can’t. You look great by the way.” I rolled my eyes and said, “I know I do and you’re an asshole!” He nodded his head and replied, “Yeah I know I’m an asshole but this asshole has been your best friend for 13 years and is asking for forgiveness.” I shook my head and said, “Key word being has been as in no longer. Get the fuck out of my room.” He looked sad and defeated. “Tatum, please stop shutting me out, I need you in my life. If you want me to leave and never come back that’s what I’ll do but don’t you miss me at all?” I smacked his hand from my shoulder and yelled out, “Of course I miss you, asshole! I just need more time.” “Can I at least get a hug for the road?” he asked. I looked at him and asked, “When did you get here?” He smiled and replied, “Like twenty minutes ago.” I shook my head and replied, “I can’t let your drive all the way back to school after being here for only twenty minutes. Just stay here and go back tomorrow.” He smiled and hugged me. “I’ll leave you too alone for a while. I’m going to check in on Jason” Emery said. I thought to myself, “Fuck, the cat is out of the bag!” The combination of shock in seeing Lucas in my room and the ensuing argument made me forget that Emery was there. She heard every single word and now knew that Lucas was my best friend and my ex was a girl named Amanda. 

“I’m so sorry Tatum, I really am. I just thought you were going to react differently.” I shook my head in disbelief. “If I didn’t walk in on you two how the fuck would I have found out?” I asked. He smiled and said, “I recorded it on my cell phone. I had it propped up on the nightstand to the right of us. I knew that if I told you that it happened you wouldn’t have believed it so I was going to show you the video.” I let out a gasp as I tried to remain calm. “You recorded it. How the fuck did you think I would react.” As a matter of fact, he replied, “Bros before hoes. I thought you would have finally realized that I was right all along and that you would be upset but not as upset with me. Anyway, I’ve really missed you.” I took a dep breath and replied, “I’ve really missed you too.” He smiled at me and said, “Your roommate is smoking hot. I wouldn’t mind getting to know her better.” I opened my mouth wide and punched him as hard as I could on his arm. I pointed at his face and yelled out, “She is off limits man whore!” He started laughing as he rubbed his arm and said, “Wouldn’t that be for her to decided?” I snarled and said, “Make a move on her and I will kill you in your sleep. You’ve already fucked one of my girlfriends, okay?” He looked at me with curiosity and asked, “Are you two together? Didn’t she just say she was going to check in on Jason?” I shook my head and responded, “No we’re just friends and Jason is her boyfriend for now anyway. I made it all the way today without her knowing that I’m into girls so thank you.” He gritted his teeth and said laughingly, “Sorry.” He looked at me and smiled. “Holy crap, you’re into her. You’re so into her.” I quickly shook my head and replied as if he were crazy. “I am not into her, not in the least. We’re just really good friends.” He smirked and said, “Tell me about her.” I smiled and said, “She’s the most real person I’ve ever met. She wears her heart on her sleeve. She’s kind, compassionate, smart and caring. We have so much in common. We love the same movies; music and we even have the same major. I really like her.” He laughed out loud and said, “Listen to yourself, you’re gushing.” Making fun of me he started to speak in a terrible impersonation of a female voice, “She’s so kind, caring and smart. I really like her.” I sighed and said, “Fuck. Why does this keep happening to me? You’re my best friend and we had sex. Amanda started out as my friend and we had sex. Now I want to be with Emery.” He smiled as he punched him in the arm and said, “Don’t picture me having sex with her.” He laughed and replied, “Sorry, can’t help it.” We spent the entire night talking, laughing and catching up. We laid in bed talking until we feel asleep.  

When me and Lucas woke up I could hear Emery in the shower. Me and Lucas talked for a little while as Emery came out of the bathroom. She looked terrible. Lucas looked at me and said, “Time for me to hit the road” as we hugged each other tightly. He looked at Emery and said, “Nice to briefly meet you” as she gave him a short smile and he left the room. I looked at her and asked, “Is everything okay?” as she shook her head and started to tear. “I walked in on Jason having sex with some girl last night” she said as I looked at her and replied, “That sucks. I’m sorry.” My inner voice screamed out, “Yes!” I looked at her with caring eyes and said, “It’s not your fault he can’t keep his thing in his pants” as I wiped the tears from her eyes. “So, things went well with Lucas?” she asked as I smiled and replied, “Surprisingly well. We talked things out and I can see where he was coming from. I don’t agree with the method but he was indeed looking out for me.” She smiled and replied, “I’m glad.” For the first time since living with Emery there was an awkward silence between us. I quickly realized that what it was. I grabbed my cell phone and handed it to her. On my screen was a picture of Amanda. “She’s pretty” Emery said as I nodded my head. “I loved her and she broke my heart into a million tiny pieces.” She bit the bottom of her lip and replied, “I didn’t know that, um, ah, um..” “You didn’t know that I’m gay” I said as a matter of fact as she smiled nervously and slowly nodded her head. I was concerned and asked, “Is this going to be an issue between me and you?” She quickly shook her head and said, “Of course not, I just didn’t know.” I started laughing and replied, “How could you not know?” She shrugged her shoulders and replied, “I just didn’t. I mean you never mentioned your best friend or ex by name. You always called them your ex and ex best friend.” I nodded my head and continued to laugh. “It never dawned on you that I haven’t hooked up with any guys and haven’t dated anyone?” She shook her head and answered, “I just thought there wasn’t anyone you liked yet.” I again laughed and replied, “So we’re okay then?” She smiled and said, “More than okay. I don’t care that you’re gay” as I quickly replied, “I don’t care that you’re straight.” We both laughed as she said, “I’m hungry” as I replied, “Me too” as we threw on some clothes and went out for breakfast.

I would like to say that Emery knowing I was gay didn’t change things but it did. It felt like my mind was playing tricks on me. It was like she was looking at me differently, in the way that I wanted her to. I could have sworn that I caught her more than once checking me out. It made me happy and nervous at the same time. I remember this night as if it happened yesterday. I came home from an evening class in the middle of a huge rain storm. I walked into my dorm room to find Emery profusely sweating and shaking like a leaf. I sat on her bed and felt her forehead. I said, “You’re burning up.” I grabbed a thermometer and checked her temperature. “Wow, Emery 102. You need to cool down.” I left the room and came back with a small bucket a few minutes later. I filled it with ice cold water and soaked a large soft sponge. “Clothes off” I said as she asked, “Why?” “I’m going to give you a sponge bath to bring you’re fever down” I replied. She smiled and said, “Thanks Tatum but that’s okay.” I shook my head and replied, “If your fever gets any higher it can be dangerous. Now out of bed, clothes off and into the shower.” She saved me from getting raped, the least I could do for her was to make sure she didn’t drop dead. I walked into the bathroom to see Emery shivering in the shower completely nude. Her body was amazing and I tried as best as I could not to gawk at her. I could tell she was uncomfortable with being nude in front of me. “You don’t have anything I haven’t seen before, Emery” I said which I think made her feel less nervous. I put on the cold water as I had her stand under freezing cold water for a few minutes then turned the water off. I got into the shower with her and proceeded to give her a cold sponge bath. As I sponged her body she closed her eyes. I couldn’t stop myself from becoming aroused. As I sponged every square inch of her body it took every ounce of my strength not to do what I wanted to. I wanted to kiss and lick her everywhere. Part of me thought that she enjoyed it but the other part of me felt that she was quivering because of her fever. When I was done I removed a huge comforter from my closet and wrapped Emery up like a new born baby. I forced some night time medicine down her throat and kissed her forehead. “Sleep, it will make you feel better. I’ll keep on an eye on you, okay?” as she replied with drowsiness, “Okay.” I watched her sleep and felt her forehead. She was cooling down which brought sense of relief over me. I barely slept that night. I couldn’t get the image of her nude body out of my head. I was way beyond physically attracted to her and it was starting to drive me insane.

A few months later, Emery went home for the weekend. I decided to go to a party with my friends Erick and Fiona. The music was good and so loud I could feel the bass pulsate through my body. As I danced I could see a girl looking at me as she danced on the other side of the room. She was so hot and fit. I could tell her hair was long but she had it up in a bun on the top of her head. When she smiled at me I could see dimples in her cheeks. Little by little we danced toward each other until we were dancing together in the center of the dance floor. As the song came to an end she looked at me and asked, “You want to get a drink? I’m dying right now.” I smiled and replied, “Sounds good.” We drank and danced all night long. Her name was Jessica Alvarez and I was attracted to her from the start. I could tell that the attraction was mutual by the way she smiled and touched me as we danced. It was getting late and we were both wasted. I looked at her and asked, “You want to get out of here?” She smiled and replied, “Where to?” I smiled as I kissed on her on the cheek and said, “My dorm. My roommate is away for the weekend.” She gave me a seductive smile and replied, “Sounds like a plan.” We walked and talked until we arrived at my dorm. “Is it cool if I use your shower?” she asked and continued, “I’m beyond sweaty.” I nodded my head and replied, “Sure no problem.” She smiled and undressed in front of me. She had small, perky tits and a shaved pussy. It had been so long since I had been touched. As I looked at her nude body up and down I became excited. She called me over to her with her right index finger as I quickly closed the gap between us and now stood inches away from her face. She kissed me passionately and then stopped. “Care to join me?” she asked as she went into the shower. I undressed as fast as I could and joined her in the shower. She was such a good kisser and she knew how to touch me. When I turned off the water we didn’t even dry off. I grabbed her by her hand and pulled her to my bed. She got on top of me and licked my nipples as I played with her soaking wet hair. She licked right down the middle of my stomach and started to lick my pussy. Her tongue felt so amazing. I wrapped my legs around her head as she licked my pussy. She was so much better at this than Amanda ever was. My body melted at her touch and I was so turned on I yelled out, “I want to taste you.” Before I knew it, we were in a 69 as she laid on top of me. Her pussy was pretty and she tasted so sweet that it drove me crazy. We gave each other orgasm after orgasm and spent the entire weekend licking and playing with each other. We didn’t talk much at all. It was pretty much just non-stop sex. Emery walked in on us kissing as we were saying goodbye to each other. “Emery, welcome back!” I yelled out. “Jessica this is my roomie Emery. Emery this is Jessica.” She smiled and said, “Hi, Jessica” as Emery looked at her. Jessica smiled at Emery and then looked at me. “I have to run but I’ll call you later, okay?” as I happily nodded my head and said, “You better.” As soon as Jessica left the room, I let out a yelp of joy. “When you went home on Thursday night I went to a party with Erick and Fiona and met Jessica. We hit it off from the start. It was like we knew each other for forever. I have never been so comfortable with anyone in my life. We spent the last two nights together and it’s been amazing.” She smiled and asked, “Together?” I smiled and nodded my head quickly. “No one has ever made me feel the way she made me feel over and again” I said laughingly. She let out a small laugh as I said, “I so need a shower” as I grabbed an outfit and went into the shower.

Me and Jessica started hanging out all the time. I quickly realized that although I did like her what I liked most about her was the way she looked. It’s not that she had a bad personality or anything it was just that I was attracted way more to her physical appearance than the person she was. What I found beyond strange was that Emery didn’t seem to care for her much. Jessica was always trying to engage her in conversation but Emery would give simple answers and shut up. It was almost like Emery was jealous of my relationship with Jessica. When we kissed in front of her or held hands as we all walked somewhere Emery looked weird to me. Jessica and I had been seeing each other for a little over a month and I had convinced myself that Emery was jealous of Jessica but I needed to make sure. It was a Saturday night as me, Jessica and Emery watched a movie together. Me and Jessica were cuddled on the huge bean bag chair in our room. I know I was a little over affectionate with Jessica but I needed to get a reaction from Emery. A little while later Emery said, “I’m not into these movie at all. I’m going to find something to do” as she put on her sneakers and left the room.  I couldn’t stop myself from smiling as Jessica looked at me and shook her head. “I’m not much into this movie either” she said as she got off the chair. “Where are you going?” I asked with confusion as Jessica replied, “My room. I’m tired.” “Just stay here” I said as Jessica looked at me with sad eyes and said, “Why, you want to make Emery more jealous?” I was stunned. “I don’t know what you’re talking about Jess” I said confidently as she rolled her eyes and responded, “Yeah you do. I’ll see you tomorrow.” I felt terrible that what I was doing was so obvious to Jessica. I was worried that she would want to stop seeing me but to my surprise she didn’t even bring it up the next day.

It was a Friday night. I was in my room recuperating from the night before and so was Jessica at her place. I was shocked when Emery walked in with a tall, handsome and muscular guy. He looked so familiar but I couldn’t quite figure out why. That was until Emery introduced us. I watched him kiss her goodbye as I sick feeling developed in the pit of my stomach. Suddenly, it clicked where I knew him from. “Holy shit, you went on fucking date with Lance Donaldson?” She shrugged her shoulders and replied, “I’ve been seeing him close to a month.” I looked at her with a puzzled look and said, “You’ve been dating Lance fucking Donaldson for close to a month and you didn’t say anything to me.” She shrugged her shoulders and replied, “There isn’t much to say. Anyway, how do you know his last name?” I looked at her with bewilderment and replied, “How the fuck could I not?” as I grabbed my laptop and entered his name into the search engine. “Arizona State University star shooting guard, Lance Donaldson” was one result as she continued to view the screen. “1st Team All American Lance Donaldson drops 50!”, “Is Lance Donaldson going to declare for the draft?” read another caption. “I know he’s a basketball player, Tatum” she said with annoyance. I looked at her and said, “Emery, he’s not a basketball player, he’s like the basketball player.” She shrugged her shoulders and replied, “Okay, whatever.” As I laid in bed that night it was as if I was living a nightmare. I truly thought that Emery was jealous of me being with Jessica but it wasn’t the case at all. She was dating a fucking guy and not just a guy, the star fucking basketball player for the college. She had been seeing him for over a month and didn’t even tell me. I was filled with sadness. It was at that point that I made up my mind. Emery was never going to look at me the way I wanted her to. She was straight and there was nothing I could do about it other than accept it. I had Jessica and it wasn’t fair to her to be used the way I had been using her. If I couldn’t be with the one I loved I figured I could learn to love the one I was with. It was pure torture going out on double dates with Lance and Emery. I tried my best to act normal but I had a feeling that Jessica knew how I truly felt even though she hadn’t called me on it.  When the school year finally came to end I was relieved. I didn’t know how much more I could take seeing Lance and Emery together.

Lance packed up his car with his and Emery’s belongings as I hugged her goodbye. I didn’t want to let go of her but I of course did. Seeing his car pull away filled with me sadness. I went back to my dorm room and started to finish packing the few things I had left. Jessica helped me load my car up but wasn’t talking much and looked upset. I tried to act as if everything was fine but I knew it wasn’t. Jessica and I went back into my empty dorm room and said the dreaded words, “We need to talk.” I smiled and asked, “Talk about what?” She had tears in her eyes as she sat down on the mattress of my bed. “Tatum, I’m not going home to Flagstaff this summer. I’m going to Los Angeles to stay with my dad.” With confusion I asked, “I thought you were going home and we would see each other as much as we could this summer. Why are you going to Los Angeles?” As tears fell from her eyes she said, “I’m going to live there permanently. I’m transferring to Mount Saint Mary’s. I wasn’t sure if that’s what I wanted to do but I know now that it’s the best thing for me to do.” I shook my head and asked, “Jess, what about us?” She put her hand over her face and responded, “There is no us Tatum, it’s just me. I love you but I know you don’t love me. You’re in love with her and I can’t take it anymore. I don’t want to be your second choice. I don’t want to be anyone’s second choice. I want you to look at me the way you look at Emery and I know you never will. This is goodbye Tatum.” I didn’t know what to say. I thought I was doing well at hiding my feelings but apparently, I was wrong. I just looked down at the floor as she arose from my bed, placed her hand on my face and said, “Goodbye Tatum” as she started to hysterically cry as she ran out of my room. I didn’t say a word and I didn’t chase after her. What would be the point? She had already made her decision and she was right. I didn’t love her because I was in love with Emery. I felt terrible for hurting her. It made me feel like the worst person on Earth.

That summer was the worst summer of my life. I talked to Emery and texted with her everyday but I was lying to her daily about how happy I was with Jessica. I told Emery that I had visited Jessica in Flagstaff and that she was going to visit me in Tucson. She was trying to make as much time as possible for Lance so I would lie and tell her I was doing the same thing with Jessica. I was beyond miserable and barely left the house. I was never so happy when Lucas finally came home from school for summer break. He only had 10 days before he had to head back to college for summer term. The days that Lucas was home felt like they were passing in light speed. Before I knew it, Lucas was heading back to school in a short 3 days. I hadn’t told him that Jessica had broken it off with me but drinking beer after beer while doing shots for Southern Comfort would forever change my life. We were hanging out in Luca’s backyard right outside the cabana when he looked at me and said, “My mom is such a bitch. She basically forced Dan to cheat on her and now she’s taking him for everything.  I feel bad for him, he’s a good guy and always treated me well.” I looked at him and nodded my head. “I feel bad for him too but love fucking sucks anyway.” He laughed and said, “Love does not suck. It’s a beautiful thing when two people love each other like the way your parents love each other.” I took another shot and said, “Yeah, but it absolutely fucking sucks when your girlfriend decides to relocate to another fucking state because she knows you don’t love her because you’re in love with someone who can’t love you back.” He started laughing and said, “You have to kidding me, Tatum. You’re in love with Emery? Isn’t she dating Lance Donaldson of all people?” I nodded my head slowly and responded, “Yup, Lance fucking Donaldson. You know I wish he were more like you. Just fuck everything that moves.” He laughed and responded, “I do have standards you know. It takes a special girl get a ride on this train.” I made a gagging sound as he again laughed. “You know there was a point in time that I thought I was in love with you but I realized that you could never love me back so I just turned it off.” I gave him a dumb look and said, “I know that you were never in love with me because if you were it wouldn’t be that easy to turn off.” He took a shot and a drink from his beer and said, “Who said it was easy?” I looked at him with concern and fear in my eyes as he looked at me and said, “Relax Tatum. I’m not in love with you. I just thought that I was for a while. It took me some time to figure things out. I’m straight and you’re gay. What would be the point? Something’s just aren’t meant to be. I know that now and you need to know it too.” I was becoming upset and asked, “What are you saying Lucas?” He looked at me with understanding and said, “Emery isn’t gay, you are. She’s happy and you’re not. You’re the smartest person I know so figure it out Tatum.” I knew exactly what he was saying. If I was ever going to be happy I had to come to the realization that me and Emery was never going to happen. I looked at him and said, “But I love her Lance.” He gave me a hug and said, “I know, I know.” I was beyond wasted. We had been drinking for hours when I said, “I’m going home.” He looked at me with his eyes wide open. “Tatum you’re beyond wasted. Just stay here with me and you’ll feel better in the morning.” I shook my head in defiance and responded, “I want to sleep in my own bed. My giant wonderful bed.” He smirked at me and said, “You’re funeral but don’t say I didn’t warn you.”

I stumbled home as and I put my key in the door I could hear Gina yelling. I opened the door to find Gina yelling into the phone with a glass of wine in her hand. I could also see an empty wine bottle on the coffee table with an opened bottle of wine next to it. “This conversation is over Darwin. Stop the bullshit already and let the fuck go!” She took one look at me and shook her head. “Tatum, I’ve been on the phone with your dad for over two hours defending you and you walk in like this. If your dad was home he would murder you.” I laughed and replied, “Where’s daddy?” She smirked and said, “You are beyond wasted. Darwin let for Tokyo this morning for the toy convention.” I started to hysterically laugh and said, “Oh yeah, we drove him to the airport. Must have slipped my mind, I have a lot on my mind.” She looked at me and said, “Fuck it! Drinking alone sucks. Tonight, sweetheart is your get out of jail free card and we’re going to keep the party going.” I smiled and yelled out, “Me and Gina gonna get wasted! Holy fuck!! Can I invite Lucas?!!!” She finished her glass of wine and grabbed the bottle. She shook her head and answered, “Nope, no boys allowed. This is a girl’s night.” Me and Gina went out to the backyard and sat in the hot tub as me and her drank wine. She told me all about her argument with my dad. He was so worried that I would fuck my life up that it was all he would talk about. He was so scared that I would fall in love, become pregnant and somehow turn out like my mom as in too young and very pregnant. I was so drunk I didn’t think twice about the words that came out of my mouth. It was like a damn had broken. I laughed and said, “My dad has nothing to worry about. I don’t like boys. I like girls and girls can’t impregnate other girls. It’s a scientific fact. It sucks liking girls though because then I wouldn’t be in love with my straight roommate.” I hadn’t realized that I had just come out to Gina but I quickly realized by her pale and expressionless face. She looked at me and asked, “Tatum, you’re gay?” I laughed and said, “Oh yeah, I’m so gay.” We talked all night long. As the effects of the alcohol began to wear off I began to worry but realized I had nothing to worry about. She didn’t yell at me, say she was disappointed or anything of the sort. She listened, hugged me and showed me compassion. That morning as I crawled into bed I felt like a giant weight had been lifted off my shoulders. I had come out to Gina. I had come out to my mom and she didn’t love me any less. She understood me and it made me feel ever so closer to her. Gina was my mom yet I still couldn’t call her mom for fear of never meeting the bitch who gave me up, got married, had 3 fucking kids and never once tried to find me? It was that night that for the first time in my life I said out loud, “Fuck my birth mother, I have a mother.”

The summer could end fast enough for me. As bad as I wanted to get over Emery I just couldn’t bring myself to. I came to the realization that I would rather have her in my life than tell her how I felt and not have her in my life at all. I felt that at some point I would get over her and meet the girl who I was meant to be with. It was easier said than done. Me and Emery had the same exact room as the year before. When I saw Emery again my heart felt like it skipped a beat. She looked at me and said, “Holy crap Tatum, you look amazing!” I laughed and replied, “I know. Summer of working out and eating right” as I spun myself around. I looked at Emery and said, “I can’t put my finger on it but you look different.” She shrugged her shoulders and said, “I think I gained 5 pounds.” I shook my head and responded, “No that’s not it. Did you do anything different this summer?” She smiled and said, “You know the usual. Hung out with my uncle and Jillian, visited my grandparents and lost my virginity.” My eyes opened wide as I asked, “When?” She sat on the large bean bag chair and said, “Fourth of July weekend.” I smacked her arm and said, “For all the talking and texting we did this summer you waited until now to tell me?” She nodded her head and said, “I didn’t want to talk about it over the phone.” I rolled my eyes and said “We could have used face time. Anyway, how was it?” She thought for a moment and replied, “It was okay.” I raised my eyebrows and responded, “Just okay?” She looked at me and said, “Yeah, just okay that time and the other ten plus times we did it.” I sat on the floor across from her and asked, “Did you have any mind shattering orgasms?” She shook her head and replied, “Not one.” I was confused and said, “Can I ask you something?” She smiled and replied, “Of course.” “Do you love him?” I asked as she bit down on her bottom lip and replied, “I care about him a lot.” I shook my head and said, “So the answer is no.” She got off the bean bag chair and threw herself onto her bed. “I don’t know Tatum. I mean I’ve never been in love before but I’m pretty sure what I feel about Lance isn’t it. I can’t explain it.” I looked at her and said, “Well you can’t force something that isn’t there. Do you even want to be with him?” She took a deep breath and said, “I don’t know, I mean most girls would kill to be with him but something’s missing. Enough about me where is the love of your life, Jessica?” she said sarcastically. I rolled me eyes and asked, “What is it about her that makes you not like her.” She let out a small laugh and replied, “I don’t dislike, Jessica.” I rolled my eyes and replied, “Yeah you do but don’t worry about it. You won’t be seeing anymore of her.” “What happened?” she asked with a voice of fake concern. “She’s not coming back to school. She told me last week that she’s going to Los Angeles to find herself. She told me that we’re both too young to get into such a serious relationship and if it’s meant for us to be together we would be just not now” I lied in reply. She seemed puzzled as she said, “You don’t seem to be upset at all.” I smiled and said, “I’m not because she’s right. I’m 19 and in my sophomore year of college. We only get to do this once and I’m going to make the most of it. The truth is I wasn’t in love with her. To be honest I’m kind of relieved that she broke it off with me. I was going to break it off with her so she saved me the trouble. Anyway, huge party tonight.” She shook her head and said, “I’m not in the mood. I just want to finish unpacking and relax tonight. I shook my head and said, “Whatever.”

My head was spinning. “What the fuck just happened?” I said to myself. She had given her virginity to Lance and had sex numerous times with him yet no orgasm? She didn’t love him? She cared about him a lot but something was missing? When she asked me about Jessica she sounded as if she were jealous. Was she jealous over me and Jessica? When I told her that she wouldn’t be seeing Jessica anymore she looked happy. It sounded like she didn’t care about what happened between me and Jessica but why? I felt a rush of excitement came over my body. “Oh my God! I have a chance with her?” I yelled out in my head. Even the thought of having the slightest chance with Emery filled me with joy. I couldn’t let her know what I was thinking and feeling. When I got back from the party that night I walked into the room as Lance looked at me and said nothing as he stormed passed me and slammed the door so hard behind him that I though the door broke. I scanned the room to see a large fist size hole in the wall as I looked at Emery with concern as tears streamed from her eyes. “Are you okay?” I asked as she started to hysterically cry. “He’s so angry. He hates me!” I hugged her and said, “I guess you broke it off. He may hate you now but he’ll get over it eventually.” She laid on her bed as I sat on the corner of her bed. “If I don’t love him and don’t want to be with him why do I feel so bad?” she asked through her tears. I looked at her with compassion and said, “It sucks to have your heart broken but probably worse to hurt someone you don’t want to hurt.” At that moment I felt like Lance was Jessica and Emery was me. I shook it off and at that moment devised a plan and put in into action. I would party like there was no tomorrow and talk to her only as a best friend would. I would tell her all about the various girls that I hooked up with even though I wasn’t going to hook up with anyone. I felt that trying to start a relationship based on lies wasn’t a good thing but I didn’t know what else to do. She had broken up with Lance and I felt it had everything to do with me. I quickly put my plan into action. I would go out almost every night of the week, sometimes to parties but mostly to a local sports bar where I would flirt with the bartenders and guys to get free drinks. I did this for well over two months. It was then that I decided to put the pedal to the medal on my devious plan. On a Friday night a few months through our first semester I walked in earlier than usual but tried to make myself look as upset as possible. I wanted to look as sad and depressed as possible. I looked at Emery and said, “I don’t want to do this anymore. It was fun at first but it’s not anymore. I’m tired of living like this. “Tatum, talk to me. Tell me what’s wrong” she said as I forced myself to cry. “I’m fucking heartbroken. All the partying and random hooking up isn’t helping at all. I thought it fucking would. I can’t believe Jessica left me.” She looked shocked. “Tatum, you told me you were relieved when she broke it off with you.” I looked at her with fake anger and said, “I know what I fucking said. I was lying okay?!” She nodded her head and said, “I don’t know how to help you.” I looked at her with sad eyes and asked, “Will you lay down with me and just hold me?” She smiled and took me by my hand and walked over to my bed. We laid on my bed with her holding me from behind. “I’m never going to be fucking happy. I’m never going to find anyone and I’m going to wind up old and alone with a bunch of fucking cat’s. The kids will all say, there’s the crazy cat lady.” She laughed and said, “You’re 19 Tatum not 90. There’s someone out there for all of us. My mom had my dad. My grandfather has my grandmother. My uncle Bryce has Jillian and we’re both going to find that special someone one day.” I laughed through my fake sobs and said, “Your positivity is sickening.” She laughed and said, “I know but that’s why our relationship works. We balance each other out.” I laughed and responded, “That we do.” I rolled over and placed my head on her shoulder. I was cuddled up against her and it just felt like I belonged there with her. Within a few minutes I was sound asleep.

When I awoke the next morning, I decided that I couldn’t take the lying and my plan for much longer. I needed to find out if I could be with her or not and like as soon as possible. I took a shower and exited the shower with my body wrapped in a towel with my hair wrapped with another towel. I looked at Emery and smiled, “Sorry about last night” I said as she said, “Nothing to be sorry about.” “Can I ask you to do something with me?” I asked as she laughed and said, “That depends on what it is.” I laughed and said, “Will you come with me to my dad’s house next weekend. I feel the need to spend some time with my family and I want you to come.” She smiled and asked, “You want me to meet your family?” I nodded my head and said, “Yeah I do. I would miss you if I was there without you so will you please come with me?” She nodded her head and said, “Sure.” That next Thursday night, instead of going out, we packed a few things, got into my car and started the little over two-hour drive to my parents’ house in Tucson. As we drove she asked, “Your mom is so close to school. Why don’t you want to go see your mom?” I had to think of something and think of something fast. “It’s not that I don’t want to see my mom but we don’t always get along so well. She has an issue with my whole being gay thing. She thinks it’s some sort of phase that I’ll eventually grow out of. My dad on the other hand gets me and accepts me for the way I am. I guess I’ll never stop being daddy’s little girl.” As we started to get closer to my house she looked around as if she were in a different world. A few minutes later we pulled into my driveway as I looked at her and said, “Yeah, my dad is sort of rich.” We walked into the house where Gina sat on the couch watching television. “Oh my god, Tatum!” she yelled out as I smiled and said, “Hi Gina!” Gina jumped off the couch, ran over to me and hugged me. “Is everything okay?” Gina asked as I smiled and said, “Yeah I just missed you both.” Gina looked at Emery and said, “You must be Emery. It’ so nice to finally meet you even though I feel like I know you already” as she hugged her. “Nice to meet you too” she said. “Your father is going to be so excited your home. Darwin! Darwin!” she yelled my dad came running into the room. “Gina what’s wrong!” he yelled out as he made eye contact with me. “Princess!” he yelled out as he ran across the room, picked me up, kissed my cheeks and held me tightly as I laughed. “Hi daddy” I said. “I was feeling a little home sick so here I am” I said as he put me down and looked at Emery. “Emery. Your pictures don’t do you justice” he said as she smiled and said, “Thank you.” He looked at me and said, “I wish you would have let me know you were coming. I have to leave Saturday afternoon for Tokyo.” I smiled and said, “That’s okay.” I could tell she was confused by how young my dad and Gina were. We spent that entire night talking and laughing as my dad showed me photo albums of me growing up as Gina would periodically look at me and smile.

A little after midnight we called it a night.  I could tell that Emery was overwhelmed by the size of my home and my bedroom. I needed to get Emery to my house. It was where I felt most comfortable and knew that a small-town girl from Jackson Wyoming would feel like she was on some sort of vacation. A vacation where perhaps she would let go of her inhibitions. We took turns taking showers laid in my bed. She looked at me and asked, “How old is your dad?” I smiled and said, “He just turned 35.” As we laid in my bed talking I opened a bit but as usual I wasn’t totally honest about my situation with my birth mother. I told her how my mom and dad got together when they were both 15 and that my mom became pregnant soon thereafter. When they turned 18, they got married but they were too young to make it work and not even two years later they divorced. I told her how much my mom and dad’s parents hated each other and how I was constantly being shipped back and forth between Mesa and Tucson. That I was so much closer to my dad than my mom because my dad wanted me and her mom somewhat resented me. That my step mom was a model and had just turned 31 and that I felt closer to Gina than I ever had to my mother. That Gina was the one who helped me come out to my family. That when my mother remarried she started a family that she wanted that resulted in my three step brothers which I had issue being around because I always wanted my mom to look at me the way she looked at them. She just sat and listened as I talked, letting my words sink into her.  I felt terrible for not being totally honest with Emery but I was afraid. I was afraid that she would think of me differently if I told her the exact truth. She went to ASU because her mom graduated from there. She was close to her mom and loved her so much. I went to ASU just to be closer to the woman who gave birth to me, the woman who didn’t want me. I awoke a little after 8AM as Emery awoke a little after 10AM. I was in the kitchen talking to my dad when Emery walked in. “Good morning sleepyhead” I said to her as she said, “Sorry I had trouble sleeping” as my dad replied, “Nothing a bottle of wine or two can’t help with.” She nervously smiled as I looked at her and said, “Gina bonding, huh?” as she smiled and let out a small laugh. “When Gina wakes up from her coma we’re going to do a little shopping if that’s okay” I said as she replied, “Whatever you want to do.” My dad said, “I have to head to the office for a little while but I promise I’ll be home early” as he kissed my forehead and gave me a tight hug. She washed up and changed into her clothes as I laid on the couch in my room. She looked at me and asked, “What color is your Porsche?” I looked at her with amusement and replied, “Candy Apple Red. Special order.” “Can I see it?” she asked as I said, “Sure, follow me” as she followed me into the garage where my graduation present sat. “How can you not drive that?” she asked with amazement as I replied, “I’ve driven it, I just didn’t want to take it to school so people could be like, oh there’s the hot girl with the Porsche.” I smiled at her and asked, “Do you want to drive it?” She quickly shook her head and responded, “I don’t even have a learner’s permit.” I laughed and said “Who gives a fuck? I promise you won’t wind up in jail. Wait here.” I came back a minute later with the keys to the car and handed them to Emery. I taught her how to drive in less than two hours. When we got back home Gina was waiting for us so we went shopping for a few hours. We had a late lunch early dinner and sat outside for hours as she listened to me and my parents reminisce about things.

It was now dark outside as my parents headed inside as I looked at Emery and asked, “Hot tub?” “Sure, but I don’t have anything to wear” she answered as I smiled at her as I took of my shirt and shorts. I was in my bra and panties as I entered the hot tub. Emery shrugged her shoulders and removed her shirt and shorts and joined me in the hot tub. We sat in the hot tub and talked for hours. “Thank you for coming home with me” I said as she replied, “Thank you for inviting me. Your dad and Gina are awesome.” I smiled and said, “I know right. I’m a lucky girl.” I closed my eyes as I sat back in the hot tub. I could feel her looking at me and it excited me. I was in love with her and though I had no shot in hell with her but she had sex with Lace with resulted in a grand total of 0 orgasms. She looked and sounded jealous when I talked about Jessica and happy when I told her that me and Jessica were no more. She seemed jealous when I told her about my fake random hookups and comforted me when I was fake upset over Jessica and being alone. We were having a great time and I never felt so close to her. Now we were sitting in m hot tub in our bra and panties and I could feel her looking at me. I needed to know and needed to know now if she felt anything remotely close to what I felt toward her. I opened my eyes with my heart pounding and looked her. “I’m tired how about you?” I asked as she nodded her head and we exited the hot tub. We walked out of the hot tub and into the kitchen soaking wet. She went into my bedroom as I rummaged through the liquor cabinet trying to decide what to take. I came into the bedroom a couple of minutes later with a bottle of tequila and two shot glasses. I poured two shots and handed Emery one as we laughed, clinked shot glasses and drank. We sat on the couch talking and taking shot after shot until less than half the bottle remained.

I got off the couch and said, “I’m shitfaced.” I was drunk but had been much more drunk and many more occasions. It was now time to find out what I needed to find out. I laughed as I took my panties off. I removed my bra and now stood before Emery completely nude. She couldn’t take her eyes off me as she gazed upon my nude body. With my heart pounding I looked at Emery and asked, “Emery are you okay?” She slowly nodded her head and replied nervously, “I’ve never seen you naked before.” She was lying! I thought back to the time she watched me pleasure myself. I had walked passed her bed butt naked and I knew she had saw me. I thought for a moment trying to think of what to say.  I started to laugh and said, “You’re right! I’ve never been naked in front of you before!” as I continued to laugh. I swallowed hard as I said, “I’ve seen you naked before how come you’ve never seen me naked before?” She nervously replied, “I have no idea.” I smiled at me mischievously and spun myself around like a ballerina and asked, “What do you think?” as I poured another shot and drank it. She swallowed hard and said, “Nice” in a low shy voice. I sat on the couch next to her as if it were normal for me to be drinking shots with her as I sat next to her in the nude. She looked nervous and I could her begin to sweat even though my room was cool. “Can I ask you something?” I said with a quizzical tone. She nodded her head as I smiled and said, “When we kissed last year did you like it?” She smiled shyly and replied, “Yeah” as she poured herself a shot and quickly drank it. I smiled big and wide and asked, “I’m going to ask you a question and I want you to answer honestly as if you were on trial for murder you didn’t commit. Emery, are your curious?” I could tell she was beyond nervous as she asked in reply “Curious about what?” I ran her fingers through my hair and pulled the back of my hair over my right tit. “Curious about what it’s like to be with a girl?” I asked with amusement. She bit the bottom right corner of her lip and replied, “A little.” I smiled at her, took hold of her right hand and placed it on my left tit. “Touch me” I said as I let go of her hand. This was the moment of truth. I was nude and she looked beyond curious. Was she going to touch me? She slowly moved her hand across my left tit as I moved my hair away from my right tit. She slowly moved her left hand toward and now had both of my tits in both of her hands. She slowly moved her hands and felt my hard nipples in the palm of her hands. I laughed and said, “What do you think?” She swallowed hard and said again, “Nice.” I smiled at her and laid down on the couch. I slowly separated my legs and said, “Emery look at me.” As she stared at my shaved pussy as I asked, “What are you thinking right now?” She poured another shot and drank it quickly. “I’m thinking about how much I want to kiss you.” “Please kiss me!” my inner voice shouted in my head. I giggled and replied, “Well if you want to kiss me then kiss me.” She looked like she wanted to but couldn’t build up the nerve. She sat back on the couch and took a deep breath. “Damn it!” I yelled out in my head but started laughing hysterically and then stopped. I couldn’t fucking take it. I wanted her so bad and I needed to know. “Fine I’ll do it” I said as I sat up and slid myself next to her. I leaned in and kissed her lips as she kissed my lips back. “This is fucking happening!” my inner voice yelled with glee. Within seconds our tongues were touching and we were kissing passionately. She stopped kissing me as she looked at me with confusion. “What are we doing?” I asked nervously as I smiled and said as cool as a cucumber, “What we should have done from the start” as I started kissing her again. It was as if she was no longer nervous. As we kissed I unhooked her bra and started to rub her tits. I moved my hand down her stomach as we continued to kiss and began to rub her pussy over her panties. She started to breathe heavily as placed my hand beneath her panties and felt her pussy. I looked at her in amazement and said, “You’re so fucking wet” as she quickly nodded her head. She grabbed me head and pulled me into her and as we kissed passionately. We stopped kissing as I smiled at her, arose from the couch and kneeled in between her legs. This is what I wanted for so long but was it really going to happen? I tugged on her panties as she rose her ass high enough to allow me to pull them off. Did she really want this to happen?

I needed to know. I smiled at her from my kneeled position and asked, “Do you want this to happen?” She looked at me as she breathed heavily and quickly nodded her head. I started to kiss and lick the inside of her thighs and I could tell it was driving her crazy. “Tatum do it already!” she yelled out me. I laughed and kissed her pussy. I started to lick her pussy as she moaned in pure ecstasy. I pulled her legs closed so that both her legs were pressed tightly against my head. I started to lick her quickly as she moved her hips into me as I continued to lick her. She was breathing heavier and then placed both her hands on the top of my head. Her body tightened as she moaned softly as her body suddenly became limp as she tried to catch her breath. I stopped licking her, kissed up her stomach and started to kiss her passionately. She seemed to enjoy the taste of herself in my mouth. “Congratulations, you just had your first orgasm” I said as she placed her hands over her beautiful face in embarrassment. I laughed and pulled her up from the couch and walked her to my bed. She laid down on her back as I climbed on top of her with my face hovering over her dripping wet pussy. I began to lick her again when I felt her tongue lick my pussy. I was again licking her pussy passionately as she wrapped her arms around my waist and pulled my pussy closer to her face. I gasped momentarily as I stopped licking her to enjoy the feeling as she started to lick me again. Her pussy tasted so sweet and she was licking me so good that I felt like I was in heaven. My body started to shiver as I stopped licking her and started to moan. I held onto her legs as I started to move myself up and down across her tongue. She pushed her face hard into my pussy and as she licked me furiously until my body become stiff and started to spasm as I started to yell out briefly but quieted myself so my parents wouldn’t hear me. I slowly rolled off her to the side and again got on top of her.

The feeling of our tits touching was everything that I had imagined and dreamed of as we began to kiss again. I moved off her and to the right as we continued to kiss. I reached down to her pussy and began to rub her clit as she stuck her tongue deep into my mouth. As we kissed I rubbed my fingers against her clit fast and furiously. She stopped kissing me as she held onto the back of my head as her body once again tightened as she moaned and then became limp. I laughed and said, “Wow, twice in one night” as she again became embarrassed and placed both hands over her face. As I laughed, I removed her hands from her face and kissed her lips. “I think it’s safe to say that you’re no longer curious” I said as she giggled and replied, “More than safe.” I got off the bed and went into the bathroom as she laid flat on her stomach. By the time I exited the bathroom she was sound asleep. I couldn’t believe what happened between us. It was like I was in a dream that didn’t want to wake up from but this was no dream, this was reality. I couldn’t sleep a wink. I laid next to hear as I watched her sleep peacefully. I know I had seduced her and I began to worry. Did we have this moment together because we were drunk and she felt it necessary to have sex with me? I watched the minutes and hours tick away as I continue to watch her sleep. I may have slept for a little over and hour. When I awoke Emery was still sound asleep on her stomach with her perfect looking ass toward the ceiling. As I watched her peacefully sleeping I looked at her pussy and it was as if I could taste her from memory. I didn’t want to taste her from memory I wanted to taste her. I began to kiss her pussy from behind as she started to wake up. I started to once again lick her pussy as she was now becoming wide awake. “Tatum, that feels so good” she moaned as I stopped liking her and said, “I want to do something to you” because I did. I had never done this to a girl but did have it done to me. It felt great but I never wanted to do it myself until this morning. I could tell from her body language that she was not only curious but excited. “Whatever you want to do” Emery said to me as I smiled. I started to lick her pussy again but then started to kiss her ass cheeks. She was squirming on the bed and I swiped my tongue across her asshole. She stiffened her body momentarily as I inserted my tongue into her ass but as quick as she had tightened up she was now loose. I started to move my tongue in and out of her asshole as I inserted two fingers into her pussy. She was now on her knees on the bed as she laid on her chest with my arms stretched out in front of her giving me more access. As my tongue moved into her asshole my fingers move outward from her pussy. As my fingers moved into her pussy my tongue moved into her asshole. I was worried that she may not have liked as first but that was before she was thrusting herself into my tong and fingers. She started to moan loudly but then became quiet as she pulled the sheet of the bed into her mouth to muzzle herself and then it was as if she lost complete control of her body.  I removed my tongue from her ass and my fingers from her pussy. I slapped her ass and laughed as I said, “I’m going to take a shower.”

As I showered in came Emery running into the bathroom. She kneeled in front of the toilet and puked her brains out. I laughed and yelled out, “Lightweight” as she replied, “Not funny at all.” She sat on the bathroom floor as I got out of the shower and left the water running. “All yours” I said as I helped her to her feet as she stepped into the shower. As Emery showered I got dressed and went into the kitchen to find my dad reading the morning paper and Gina pouring a cup of coffee. My dad asked, “How was your night?” as he continued to focus on the paper. I let out a soft sigh and said, “Fantastic” as Gina looked at me with concern. I smiled at her as she stared at me for a moment and then gave me a short smile. I was over the moon and couldn’t wipe the smile from my face as Gina continued to look at me with concern. We looked at each other in silence which started to become awkward until Emery walked into the kitchen. My dad stopped reading his paper, looked at me and said, “Sweetheart you should come home more often” as he kissed my forehead and hugged me. He looked at Emery and walked over to her. “You’re welcome anytime Emery” he said as she replied, “Thank you.” Gina kissed me on my cheek and hugged me. “I’m driving your dad to the airport and heading home to San Antonio to see my parents before I leave for Italy. Please lock up and set the alarm before you leave. Love you” she said as I replied, “Love you too.” They both walked out of the house as I looked at Emery and asked, “You want to stay here for another night or should be head back to campus?” She shrugged her shoulders and answered, “Whatever you want to do.” I smiled and nodded my head and said, “Great, we can head back tomorrow then. Are you hungry?” She shook her head and said “I can’t tell. I’m so hung over.” “You know what the best cure for a hangover is don’t you?” I asked as she rolled her eyes and said, “Yeah, keep drinking.” I laughed and said “Okay, let’s do that.” She shrugged her shoulders again and said, “Why not.” She forced an egg sandwich down her throat as I made margarita’s. “The pool is heated; the drinks are cold and we have the entire house to ourselves” I said as she responded, “Still don’t have anything to wear” sarcastically as I laughed and responded, “Who the fuck needs clothes?” as I turned to face her and quickly undressed. She giggled and removed her clothes as we walked into the cool afternoon weather and ran into the pool with drinks in hand. We spent the entire day drinking, kissing and feeling each other’s bodies. It couldn’t have been any later than 4PM but we were both wasted. As Emery looked at me as we sat in the hot tub drinking she became emotional. I looked at her in drunken confusion and said, “What the fuck Emery” With tears in her eyes she asked, “Where are we going from here?” I knew exactly what she was asking but tried to make a joke of it as I laughed and replied, “Back to campus.” She became angry and yelled out, “Stop it! You know what I mean!” I shook my head and replied yet again, “We’re going back to campus from here, okay?” She looked at me with anger and said, “Fine!” as she got out of the hot tub and walked back into the house. I sat in the hot tub for a little while until I realized that she was as concerned as I had been earlier in the morning. It was at that moment that I realized that alcohol wasn’t the reason we had sex, it just made it easier and sped things up between us. She wanted what happened to happen. I knew I was the only girl she had ever been with. I wanted to tell her that I loved her and that it was okay to worry about our friendship but I felt it would be too much and too soon for her to handle. I knew I was in love with her for a while at that point in time but I didn’t know if she loved me or had just satisfied her curiosity.

I went into my bedroom to find Emery laying on my couch in pajamas as I sat next to her and placed my hand on her shoulder. She moved it and said, “Don’t touch me.” I let out a deep breath and said, “Emery, I don’t know where we go from here. The only thing I know for sure is that tomorrow we’ll be back on campus and in our dorm room. I don’t know what the future holds any more than you do. I guess we’ll find out together, right?” She sat up on the couch and nodded her head. “I’m so fucking drunk” I laughed to ease the tension between us as I continued, “I say we sleep the rest of the day away and leave for campus when we wake up.” She looked at me and said, “Sleep sounds fantastic.” I smiled and said, “Let’s go to bed” as we got off the couch and laid in my bed. I put on a pair of shorts, a long tee shirt and laid down next to her. I spooned her as she fell asleep. I was so in love with her. The very thought of this just being a one-time thing and her ending our friendship terrified me. What if we went back to college and everything changed between us. I started to tear as I knew that everything had changed between us. There was no going back to the way we once were. We woke up almost simultaneously as we looked at each other and smiled. We showered, got dressed and grabbed our things. I locked up the house, set the alarm to the house and we headed back to school.

That night as we laid in our beds Emery said, “Tatum there are a few things I would really like to know.” “Like what?” I responded. “How did you know?” she asked as I quickly replied, “Know what, Emery?” She took a deep breath and asked, “How did you know?” There was silence for a moment until I replied, “Know what? Oh, how did I know?” I got out of my bed and sat on hers. I looked at her and began, “I think I always knew. I just never looked at boys the way other girls did but I tried to act like I did. As I got older it really started to bother me. I would catch myself staring at girls all the time but I was afraid of acting on my impulses. I didn’t know what to do or who to speak to about it until I finally built up the courage to talk to Lucas about it. I told him how I felt and he understood. He never judged me or said a bad word about it to me. Of course, I thought that I might be gay but wasn’t completely sure so I asked him for a favor. I asked him to take my virginity. Thinking back, I find it amusing that I pretty much had to beg him to have sex with me. He was worried that things would change between us but they didn’t. After we had sex it clinched it for me. He was my best friend, hot as hell and although it felt good I knew after that day that I was a lesbian.” She was stunned. “You lost your virginity to Lucas?” I smiled and shook my head. “No, I gave my virginity to Lucas.” She nodded her head and asked, “That night you kissed me was that for me or was that for you?” I smiled mischievously and replied, “I was just trying to help you out but it was kind of more for me. I love your lips” I said as I kissed her. She giggled and asked, “You offered to give me an orgasm.” I again smiled mischievously and said, “That would have been all for me.” She sat up on her bed and gazed into my face. “When did you realize that you were attracted to me?” I smiled, looked down at the floor and then looked at her. “The first time I saw you.” She laughed and asked, “Why didn’t you make a move?” I shook my head and laughed. “I really liked you and thought you were straight. I didn’t want to make a move, be shot down and lose you as friend. You dated Jason and then you were with Lance. I had no idea that you felt anything other than friendship toward me.” She looked at me and said, “Tatum, I’m scared.” I looked at her with concern and asked, “What are you scared about?” She looked at me with sad eyes and replied, “Us.” I put my hand on her face and said, “Yeah, I know. I am too but if this is supposed to be it will be.” When I tried to sit up she grabbed my arm and said, “Can you please sleep next to me tonight?” “Emery these beds are so small” I replied as she looked at me with sad eyes and said, “Please.” I smiled and said, “Okay” as she moved over and I laid in her bed. I nuzzled my head against her neck and closed my eyes. The way she held me felt so right as if this was supposed to happen. The smell of her hair put me in a sort of trance as I quickly fell asleep.

Emery and I were as close as two people could be. We still did the same things we had always done together but it was different to me when we did. We had gone to countless parties together but going to parties with her now was different. We had watched countless movies together but doing so as we cuddled was new. It was exciting and “different.” I would of course initiate sex but not as often as she did. If I were a betting girl I would bet that is was easily a 5 to 1 ratio in her initiating sexual encounters. It was as if she couldn’t get enough of me and I loved every second of it. What I didn’t love was that I knew that I was beyond in love with her. She was my everything but I didn’t know how she truly felt about me. She was the 3rd girl that I had been with but I was her 1st.  Maybe our sexual relationship was nothing more to her than exciting and new. I wanted her to look at me the way I looked at her. I felt as if I were Jessica and Emery was me. Was I hoping for something that would never happen? Was Emery going to break my heart and say I was a phase? I was becoming consumed by insecurity and fear to the point that I was having nightmares. I was talking to Lucas almost daily about how I felt. He was truly my best friend. He never once said he was getting tired of hearing my talk about Emery or that I was being selfish. He listened and tried to give me advice. When it was time for winter break I could easily tell that Emery was upset. “What is wrong with you Emery?” I asked as she replied, “What am I supposed to do without you for 3 weeks?” I laughed and replied, “The same thing we did last year.” She looked at me with puzzlement and said in a sarcastic voice, “Well I’m glad to see you’re not all broken up over it.” I wanted to say, “You know I love you more than life” but instead I laughed and kissed her. “You know I’m going to miss you” as I said as she shook her head and said, “I don’t know that.” I laughed again, smiled and said comically. “I’ll miss you like a little fat boy misses cake.” She laughed and said, “I can live with that. So, what’s the plan for break?” I shrugged my shoulders and replied, “The usual, back home to Tucson.” She looked at me with confusion and asked, “Aren’t you going to see your mom in Mesa at all?” I shook my head and asked, “Why would I do that?” She looked at me with the same confused look as I closed my eyes and plopped down in the huge bean bag chair. I loved her more than anything in life yet I continued to live a lie. I didn’t want to lie to her anymore. I took a deep breath, breathed out slowly and opened my eyes. “Okay, maybe I haven’t been completely honest about things. My mom and dad never got married. When my mom turned 18 she gave my dad full custody. I was never shipped back and forth from Mesa and Tucson, I just wanted to be. I don’t have a relationship with my mother, I don’t even know her. I decided to come to school here so there could be a chance that I could talk to her and find out why she didn’t want me. That maybe I could develop a relationship with her. Stupid, right?” I said as I didn’t know what to expect. She shook her head slowly and replied, “Not all. What’s her name?” I looked at her and replied, “Claudia Jones-Garrett. She’s married to some guy named Melvin and they have three sons, 8, 5 and 2.” With sincerity she asked, “How do you know what you know about her?” I slowly smiled and answered, “My dad. He’s always stayed in touch with her. Gina has pretty much been my mother but I could never bring myself to call her mom. I think it hurts her that I don’t but she’s never said anything about it. Anyway, I’ll drop you off at your uncle’s.”

I dropped off Emery at her uncle’s apartment and kissed her passionately before she left my car. I didn’t want to be without her but I knew we had to. It was only a few weeks but as I drove home I thought it may very well be the longest few weeks of my life.  I was full of emotion and needed to talk to someone who could understand. I didn’t want to bother Lucas as I had been since me and Emery started our sexual relationship but felt at that moment that the only person I could talk to and get advice from was Gina. As soon as I got home I noticed that her car was missing. I walked into the house looked at my dad who was on his cell phone and asked, “Where’s mom?” His eyes opened wide as he said into his phone, “Larry, I need to call you back” as he ended the call. He looked at me with concern and a quizzical look on his face. “Why do you feel the need to talk to your mom now?” he asked as I quickly responded, “I just do, okay?” He looked puzzled and asked, “Sweetheart you know that your mom is in Mesa.” I looked at him with puzzlement and replied, “Yeah I know that but I need to talk to mom like right now.” His face now looked concerned as he asked, “Are you okay, Tatum?” I nodded my head and quickly replied, “Yeah I’m fine I just want to talk to mom. Where exactly is she?” He wiped his forehead and asked with concern, “Are you pregnant?” My eyes opened wide and my mouth nearly hit the floor. “What?!” I exclaimed in response. “Answer my question Tatum. Are you pregnant?!” I was shocked and became angry. “What did you just ask me?!” I exclaimed. He slowly walked over to me and put his hand on my shoulder. “That’s the only thing that makes sense to me Tatum. You never ask about your mom and as soon as you walk through the door you’re telling me that you need to talk to your mom right now. You’ve never met your mom yet you need to know exactly where she is right now?” It took me a moment to process what he had just said. I looked at him with surprise as I realized that I wanted to talk to Gina yet had referred to her as my mom to my dad. I became a bit sad as I looked at my dad and answered, “I meant Gina, dad.” With a sigh of relief, he replied, “She’s out with Rebecca, sweetheart. She’ll be home tonight” as he removed his hand from my shoulder and looked at me with apologetic eyes. “I’m a, a, sorry Tatum.” I gave him a quick smile and responded, “Not a problem dad. There’s no reason to worry about me being pregnant. I would have to like guys for that to happen and we know that’s not the case” I said with a laugh. “What?” he asked. I had assumed that Gina had told him but I knew within a second that she hadn’t. “Fuck!!!!” my inner voice screamed in my head as I just realized that I just told my father that I was into girls. I nervously smiled as he slowly walked into the kitchen as I slowly walked behind him. He opened the fridge, cracked open a beer and pounded it as he took at a seat on a stool at the kitchen island. He pointed at the stool across from him and pointed to it as I nervously sat down across from him. He tried to speak but it was as if the words couldn’t come out of his mouth. He got off the stool, went to the fridge, pounded another beer and grabbed another as he opened it, placed it on the island and sat down. He smiled at me nervously and said, “So I don’t have to worry about you becoming pregnant because you like girls?” I closed my eyes, slowly nodded my head and slowly opened them. He took a drink from his newly opened beer and asked, “Is it my fault?” I quickly shook my head and asked with surprise, “Why would it be your fault?” He looked at me with concern and said, “I wouldn’t let you date or have boys here. Is that the reason?” I shook my head and replied, “No, but why does it have to be a fault? It’s just the way I am, it’s the way I’ve always been, dad.” He smiled and asked, “Why would you assume that I knew?” I shrugged my shoulders and replied, “It just slipped out.” He let out a small laugh and said, “You told Gina.” With a look of concern, I said, “Please, don’t me mad at her?” He took another drink of his beer and responded, “I’m not. She was protecting you like any mother would.” I shook my head and said, “Just like any mother except for my mother.” He shook his head and said, “You don’t understand, Tatum.” I looked at him and replied, “So help me understand then.” He smiled as he took another drink and said, “Just like it wasn’t Gina’s place to tell me about what you told her it’s not my place to speak on your mom’s behalf. When you meet her, I think you’ll understand how she protected you.” I let out a small laugh and said, “Like that’s ever going to happen.” He smiled and replied, “I know in my heart you will.”  I looked at him with concern and worry. “So, the whole I don’t like boy’s thing….” I began to say as he cut me off and said, “I don’t care if your gay sweetheart. I just want what’s best for you and for you to be happy. Are you happy?” I thought of Emery and replied, “As happy as I’ve ever been in my life.” He smiled and said, “Good talk” as Gina walked into the kitchen. My dad looked at her as he asked, “Baby, welcome home. Did you know that Tatum is gay?” Her eyes opened wide as she clenched her teeth at the same time. She looked at me and opened her mouth as she said, “You didn’t tell me you were going to tell him.” I looked at her as I scrunched up my face and replied, “I didn’t mean to it just kind of slipped out.” She looked at my dad nervously and replied, “Yeah, I did know.” He looked at her and smiled and he said, “Can we talk?” as she replied, “Yeah” as they both went into his home office.

That night Emery called me and told me that she told her uncle and her uncle’s fiancé Jillian about us. “So, is he disowning you?” I asked with amusement as she replied, “Nope not at all. They both said they were happy for me.” I laughed and said, “Well guess that was pretty easy. We talked for a while and ended the call about an hour later. I didn’t tell her that I had already come out to Gina and had accidentally came out to my dad earlier in the day. I just couldn’t. I didn’t want to ruin her moment. She had come out to the man who had been her father for the last 5 years of her life, the closets family she had left. She told him about us. A part of me was beyond happy. I thought she wouldn’t have come out to her uncle Bryce if she wasn’t serious about me but the other part of me was still beyond insecure about me and Emery. All I was certain of was how I couldn’t wait to get back to school. When we spoke, and texted I was overjoyed but when we weren’t talking or texting throughout a day I was filled with sadness. After break I made it back to campus before Emery did. I anxiously waited for her as I laid on the giant bean bag chair.  When our door opened and we locked eyes I jumped off the chair, ran over to her and planted a big kiss on her lips. She hugged me tightly and said, “I missed you so much.” I smiled at her, said, “I know” and laughed. She excitedly went into her bag and pulled out the Christmas present she bought for me. She knew I had a thing for unicorns so she bought me a gold charm bracelet that was made entirely of unicorns. “I love it!” I exclaimed as I kissed her. I opened my dresser drawer and handed her a small wrapped box. She opened the box to find the gold chain with a locket I bought her. She opened the locket to find a picture of her parents with their heads pressed together. It was her favorite picture of her parents and it made her cry when she looked at it. “Thank you so much” she cried out. I smiled at her and said I have another present. I went into my bottom dresser drawer and pulled out a strap on. I smiled at her and said this one is for both of us. She laughed and asked, “Do you expect to fuck me with that?” I smiled, giggled and said, “Not only do I expect to fuck you with this I expect to fuck you with this right now.”

I locked the door to our room, stripped naked and affixed the strap-on. I looked at her and commanded, “Clothes off, now.” I could tell she was turned on as she replied by removing her clothes. I looked at her and laughed. “You shaved your pussy.” She smiled and replied, “Like it?” I nodded my head and attacked her. I pushed her down forcefully onto my bed and climbed on top of her. I sucked on her nipped and lightly bit them which drove her crazy. Within seconds I was in between her legs licking her pussy passionately. “Holy shit, Tatum!” she yelled out as I climbed on top of her and slowly inserted the strap-on dildo inside of her. She wrapped her legs around my ass as I forcefully fucked her. With me penetrating her pussy she rolled me over so that she was now on top of me. She placed her hands on my breasts and started to ride me. I removed the strap on from inside of her and forcefully bent her over. I inserted it into her pussy from behind as she grabbed the bottom of the mattress to brace herself from the pounding I was giving her. “Tatum I’m going to cum!” she yelled out as I started to fuck her faster and harder until she exploded at the top of her lungs. Her body was shaking and went limp as she collapsed onto the bed flat on her tits. She ran her fingers through her sweat drenched hair as I leaned over and kissed her neck. She caught her breath, as I removed the strap-on from myself and she put it on. I licked the strap-on and kissed her so that she could taste herself. She kissed me passionately and started to rub my dripping wet pussy. She laid down on the bed as she placed the strap-on inside of me as I sat on top of her in a reverse cowgirl position. I placed my hands on her legs and began to ride the dildo. She started to thrust as I rode her. She was so turned on that she pushed me back to that I was now bent over the way I had me bent her over earlier. With me lying flat on my tits and stomach she fucked me as hard and fast as she could as I came louder than I ever had before. She removed the strap on from inside of me, took off the strap on and threw it on the floor next to the bed. I was panting and trying to catch my breath as she kissed down my back and began to lick my ass. “Emery, that feels so fucking good!” I exclaimed. She inserted her tongue into my ass and inserted a finger into my pussy. She fucked my ass with her tongue and finger fucked my pussy until I again cried out in pleasure. I had done that to her plenty of times but that was the first time she had ever done it me. It was awesome. We laid in bed cuddling and lightly kissing each other as we gazed into each other’s eyes. I missed her so much I needed to feel her touch but I thought it was more than safe to say that she wanted me just as much as I wanted her.

I looked at her and asked, “Anything interesting happen over break?” She shook her head and smiled. I looked at her as I always did when I knew she was holding something back from me. I coyly smiled and asked, “Are you sure?” She again nodded her head and smiled. “Emery?” I said as she looked at me and nervously asked, “What?” I raised my eyebrows and said, “Tell me.” She sat up in bed and looked at me. With her voice beginning to quiver she said in a low voice, “I may have met your mom over break.” “What?!” I exclaimed. She took a deep breath and continued, “When you told me that you didn’t know your mom before break and why you came to school here I wanted to help so I looked her up. I took a bus into Mesa and I wound up talking to her.” I looked at with anger and rage I had never felt before. I jumped out of the bed and screamed out, “Why the fuck would you do that?!” through clenched teeth. She was beyond nervous at this point as she said, “I just wanted to help, Tatum.” As I put my clothes on I screamed out, “You had no fucking right to do that! None!” She looked at me with a combination of nervousness and fear and asked, “Why are you so angry? She wants to meet you. I thought that’s why you came to school here.” I was breathing heavily as I screamed out and started to cry. “Why the fuck would I want to meet the woman who gave birth to me and decided she didn’t want me?! Fuck her and fuck you!” “What?” she asked with her voice quivering. “You fucking heard me!” I screamed out as I threw on my clothes, opened the door and slammed it hard behind me. I was furious! How dare she go behind my fucking back and take it upon herself to meet my birth mother! Why would she do that?! I walked around campus for well over and hour and called Lucas. I was fuming and told him what she had done expecting for him to sympathize with me as he always did. After I told him everything he said, “You know what Tatum, you’re acting like a complete and total bitch. Do you realize what she did?! She knows how much you want to meet your mom and knew you didn’t have the guts to do it yourself so she did it for you. Your mom wants to meet you which is what you’ve always fucking wanted and instead of thanking her your freaked the fuck out. You know her and you know the way she is and I can’t fucking believe that you’re making this all about you. Do you realize how hard that must have been for Emery? She did it for you because she wants to make you happy! Do you even realize why she would do this for you?” I was shocked. Lucas never talked to me this way but he reprimanded in a cursed filled and scathing manner. I swallowed hard and asked, “Why would she do this for me, Lucas?” He laughed sarcastically and replied, “Think about it Tatum, just really fucking think about it.” I sat in silence with my phone pressed against my ear as the answer hit me like a bolt of electricity. “She loves me!” I exclaimed. He let out a laugh and replied, “She loves you Tatum and you tore into her. Go apologize to her and don’t talk to me again until you tell me all about the meeting with your mother. I love you and good luck” he said as he ended the call. He was never so right in his life which made me feel like the worst person in the universe for reacting the way that I did. I slowly walked back to my dorm room to find Emery sitting in the giant bean bag chair in a pair of basketball shorts and a tee shirt. I could tell she had been crying. Her eyes were bloodshot and the area around her eyes were puffy. I looked at her with sadness and said, “I’m sorry for overreacting and cursing at you. I went for a long walk and talked to Lucas. I know you were only trying to help. Does she really want to meet me?” She looked at me with her red and puffy eyes and slowly nodded her head. I smiled at her and hugged her tightly. “Emery, I’m so sorry. Please forgive me.” She gave me a small quick smile and looked away. I placed my hand on her chin and forced her to look at me. “Emery I’m sorry. I didn’t mean what I said. I hate that I made you so upset.” She smiled at me and said, “It’s okay Tatum.” I shook my head and said, “No it’s not. I know I hurt you and I don’t ever want to hurt the person I love.” She opened her eyes wide as well as her mouth. “What did you just say?” I smiled at her and lightly kissed her lips. “I love you Emery.” She looked like she wanted to start crying. “I love you to Tatum” she said as we kissed, hugged and held each other. Later that night I looked at her and asked, “When can I meet her?” She replied, “You tell me.” I shook my head and said, “Please just make it happen.” She smiled, grabbed her cell phone and walked outside the dorm room and into the hallway. She came back inside after a few minutes and told me I could meet my mother the next day in the afternoon. I looked at her and asked, “Will you come with me?” She replied, “If you want me to.” I smiled nervously at her and said, “Please.” She smiled and said, “Of course.”

Neither of us slept very much that night. I thought Emery was having trouble sleeping because we told each other that we loved each other for the first time. For me I knew it was because I was nervous, scared and unsure of meeting my birth mother. “Maybe I should do this some other time” I nervously said as she hugged me and said, “I think this has been put off long enough. I’m here for you so let’s go.” I nodded my head and took a deep breath. I didn’t say a word as I drove to the address. A little over twenty minutes later I stopped the car in front of the house. Emery held my hand and asked, “Ready?” as I slowly nodded my head. We got out of the car and walked to the front door. As Emery was about to knock on the door it opened. There stood a tall, skinny man. “Hi, I’m Claudia’s husband, Melvin. Please come in.” She started to walk in but I stood there as if I were frozen. She grabbed my hand and pulled me inside as Melvin closed the door behind us. She looked around the living room as I did the same. I was in complete and utter shock. There were pictures of me everywhere. Emery looked at me as tears formed in my eyes. There were two boys playing with toys on the living room floor. “Boys, come and meet your sister” Melvin said as the two boys arose from the floor and walked over to me. “Tatum this is Josh and Samuel. Robert is upstairs taking his afternoon nap but maybe you can meet him later” he said as both boys excitedly yelled out, “Hi Tatum” as the both took turns hugging me. “Hi” I said in response with tears flowing from my eyes. Why were there so many pictures of me and how did my stepbrothers recognize me so quickly. How did they know who I was? “Boys your sister needs to talk to you mom for a bit. Tatum will be back a little later” Melvin said as he smiled at me and said, “Claudia is outside in the yard. Follow me.” I held onto Emery’s hand tightly as we followed Melvin outside. There she was. The woman who gave birth to me at 15 years of age. The woman who signed her parental rights over to my dad and abandoned me. The woman who never wanted me and the women who never came to find me. The woman who got married and started a new family but for some reason had pictures of me throughout her home.  There sat my birth mother, Claudia sitting on a lawn chair, smoking a cigarette as she made eye contact with me. When we locked eyes, I stopped dead in my tracks. It was like looking into my own eyes and almost like me looking at an older version of myself. I looked so much like her it was unnerving to me. Claudia put the cigarette out as she covered her mouth. Tears started to flow from her eyes. Claudia slowly walked over to me as I let go of Emery’s hand. “Can I hug you?” Claudia asked me as she cried, “If you want to.” Claudia hugged me tightly but I didn’t hug her back. “Please, have a seat” Claudia said to us as Emery took a seat on another lawn chair as I stood next to her. Claudia sat down on her chair and lit another cigarette. With her voice quivering I looked at Claudia and said, “I’m confused. If you didn’t want me why are my pictures in your home?” Claudia took a long drag of her cigarette and replied, “It’s not that I didn’t want you, I just couldn’t take care of you.” With my voice quivering uncontrollably I asked, “Why couldn’t you take care of me?” Claudia arose from her seat and asked me to sit down. I sat down on the chair as Claudia began, “I was 15 years old when I had you. After you were born I fell into a deep depression. I had just turned 16 and a had a beautiful baby girl to take care of. I was scared and didn’t know what to do. I started drinking and smoking weed which led to me drinking and taking pills, which led me to drinking and taking cocaine and other things. I stopped going to school all together Everyone tried to help me. My parents, Darwin, Darwin’s parents, all my family, all my friends but I didn’t want the help. By the time I was 17 I was a full-blown junkie. My parents couldn’t control me and were far from well off. They sent you to Darwin’s parents. By 18 I was robbing my parents blind. When my dad couldn’t make the mortgage payment because I forged check after check they did what they had to do. They kicked me out. I was homeless and running the streets doing whatever it took to get my next high. Darwin tracked me down and demanded that I give him full custody of you. I signed the papers without an ounce of hesitation not even realizing I had given up my parental rights. I knew that I couldn’t be a mother to you. I knew that Darwin was a good person and that he and his parents would take care of you. That was my life for close to eight years. I had just turned 24 and I knew that if I didn’t change I was going to die. One night I wandered into a narcotics anonymous meeting that was being held in a church basement. When I stood up and said, “Hi, my name is Claudia and I’m a drug addict” it was as if a giant weight was lifted from my shoulders. I met Melvin that very day. He didn’t know me and I didn’t know him. I was a drug addict and he was in recovery. He knew I was an addict but he took me into his home without a thought. I thought I was going to die for the first few weeks. He locked me inside of his bedroom and wouldn’t let me come out not matter how much I begged and plead. I told him everything and he told me everything. Melvin reached out to your dad and told him that I was trying to get my life together. Even after everything I did to your dad he paid to send me to Aton Center in San Diego. I spent nine months there. Your dad paid for everything. He even set up Melvin in an apartment close by. I’ll never be able to repay him. When I told him that he told me that he could repay him by getting my life together and becoming a mother to you.”

Claudia was sobbing hysterically as she took a few deep breaths and regained her composure. She continued, “Melvin and I fell in love, got married and came back to Arizona a year later. Soon after I became pregnant with Josh. After he was born I almost relapsed but I fought through it. You were almost twelve by then and I was ashamed that I was never your mother. I was just the woman who gave birth to you. Gina was your mother and I had no right to intrude so I didn’t. I had regained Darwin’s trust by that time and he agreed to send me pictures and send me videos of special occasions and your special life moments. I just watched your life from afar hoping that one day you would want to see me. I prayed that you would and my prayers were answered when your friend showed up outside my house.” I sat stone faced with tears streaming my face. As I wiped the tears from my face I looked at Claudia and said, “Claudia. Emery is my girlfriend. We’re in love and I’m a lesbian.” “Okay” Claudia responded. “It was nice to meet you Claudia but it’s time for me to go” I said. Claudia looked at me and asked, “Will you come again?” I arose from the chair and said, “I don’t know. Please tell Melvin and the boys it was nice to meet them” I said as I began to walk away as Emery followed behind me. “Please don’t go!” Claudia yelled out as I ran to my car and jumped inside as Emery ran and sat in the passenger seat. I quickly started the car and took off like a bat out of hell. I was driving like a crazy person. “Tatum slow down” Emery said as I instead started driving faster. “Tatum you’re scaring me. Please stop the car. Tatum please stop the car.” I pulled into a parking lot and slammed on the brakes. I turned the car off, got out, sat on the hood and started to cry hysterically. Emery hugged me tightly as I wrapped my arms so tight around her she could barely breath. I pulled my cell phone from my pocket and let go of Emery. “Dad, I just saw Claudia. I’m coming home” I said as I looked at Emery and asked, “Can you please drive me home?” as she nodded. On the drive home, all I could think about was Gina. Claudia had always felt that Gina was my mother yet I couldn’t bring myself to call Gina mom? I felt terrible and foolish. Claudia gave birth to me but Gina was my mom, the best mom a girl could have. All I wanted was to see Gina and tell her how sorry I was.

A couple of hours later Emery pulled the car into the driveway. As soon as she stopped the car I ran out of the car as Emery followed behind me. I yelled out, “Mom! Mom! Mom!” as Gina ran into the living room. “Tatum, come here honey” she said as I ran into Gina’s arms and started to cry as we held each other tightly. “Mommy I’m so sorry for calling you Gina!” I cried out as Gina rocked me in her arms and said, “It’s okay baby, it’s okay.” My dad walked in and smiled at Emery as he took me from Gina’s arms. He walked me out of the living room and into his home office. I looked at him as I balled and said “Dad, I need you to tell me everything and I mean everything. I met her and I don’t know what to do or think about her. Please just tell me.” My dad sat me down on the chair at his desk as he sat on the desk itself. “Okay, Tatum” he said as he looked at me with the most serious look I had ever seen from him ever and since.

He began, “Everything happens for a reason sweetheart. We may not know as it’s happening but everything we go through in life is for a reason. The reason in my life is you. My parents had me late in their lives. My mom was in her late forties and my dad was in his late fifties. My dad was an alcoholic and a mean one at that. He was never physically abusive but mentally abusive. I was always a disappointment and worst of all a mistake. The biggest mistake of his life. When I met your mom, uh birth mom, Claudia it was the first time I felt special and connected to anyone. What brought us together was the abuse. For Claudia it was an alcoholic mother and an enabling father. We were friends who shared a terrible way of life. The friendship turned to something more which led to you. When you were born and I held you in my arms for the first time I knew that you were not a mistake, just a surprise and that I wanted and needed to give you what I never had, a happy childhood. I would do for you what was never done for me. When you were a baby it was so hard. We both wanted to keep you away from the way that we were born and raised but we were kids. Claudia just lost it and I was doing my best to keep it together. When her parents dropped you off at my house and my dad started to say the same terrible things about you as he did to me I knew I had to take you away. I left with you with a few hundred dollars in my pocket and scared beyond belief. I did the best that I could but it was so hard. Then with a simple drop of ice cream from an ice cream cone my life changed forever when I met Gina. It was love at first sight for me and love at first site for her but not with me but with you. I was slowly but surely turning into my dad. The first time Gina came to our apartment she noticed the juice boxes, snacks and food for you and noticed the only thing that I really had for me was a ton of empty beer cans and a new case of beer. The very first time she came to our place and realized what was going on she didn’t judge me, she offered me help. She watched you and spent time with you so that I could work more hours and make more money. She never asked me for a penny even though she had less than we did. When she was watching you, and realized that I was going out and getting wasted instead of working she gave me an ultimatum. Get my act together or she would take you away. I was terrified that I would lose you so I got my act together. I stopped drinking all together and concentrated on being the best father possible and trying to make as much money as possible. We fell and in love and the rest is as they say history. What I need you to realize about Claudia sweetheart is that she wasn’t saved until she met Melvin. Melvin is her Gina. I was starting to turn into my dad and didn’t because of Gina. Claudia was much worse than her mom and lived that way for almost a decade until she met Melvin. She’s not a bad person sweetheart just a person who loves you and made mistakes. She gave you the most precious thing that anyone can give to another, the gift of life.” We hugged as my dad wiped my tears. He smiled at me and said, “Emery is a really good friend to you. I hope you realize that.” I smiled at him and giggled. “Dad, she is my friend but she’s a bit more than that.” We exited his home office and went to the living room where Emery sat on the couch talking to mom. I walked over to Emery and sat down next to her on the couch. “Mom and Dad. I would like to introduce you to my girlfriend Emery.” They both smiled at me and Emery as my dad said, “Back to school. You both have class tomorrow.” I smiled and replied, “Yes sir” as I arose from the couch, hugged my mom, and said, “I love you mom” as Gina’s eyes swelled up with tears as she replied, “I love you too baby.”

Those who know me, Tatum Wilder, well will say I’m a philosophical person and I really can’t argue against it. I believe that things do happen for a reason and that it could be a moment in a person’s life that may seem so small at the time that is forever life changing. It blows my mind that it’s been almost 10 years ago that I met Emery.  My dad and Gina are still going strong and live in the same house in Tucson but the house is now occupied by them along with my identical twin sisters named, Destiny and Hope. They’ll both turn 7 later this year. Lucas met the love of his life while playing football in Canada. He’s married, has four kids and lives in Edmonton. I adore his wife Simone and we’re great friend. Me and Lucas are closer today than we were when we were kids even though we don’t get to see each other much. Emery and I have been married for four years and live in Tempe not too far from the college where we met and fell in love. I operate a non-profit organization that helps people reconnect with loved ones. I did reconcile with Claudia, my birth mother, but to this day I don’t call her mom. That name is reserved for my mom, Gina. I’m involved in my brother’s lives and love them to pieces. As far as Emery is concerned she was a struggling writer for years until she wrote a novel about a woman who had a child at fifteen, became a drug addict and got her life back on track with the support from the love of her life and the man who she left a child with at 18. She of course received permission from everyone before she wrote it but had no idea that it would become a number 1 best seller or that there would be a movie made about it. What can I say about Emery other than she is the love of my life. She’s still as beautiful as the day we met and I still love those lips of hers. My dad always says the single most defining moment of his life is me dropping my ice cream from my ice cream cone. My defining moment is they day I kissed Emery for her first kiss. One simple kiss, just one kiss.
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