

“UNEXPECTED”

Marisa and I had been friends since high school. We were both new to town. I had moved to Sierra Vista with my mom after my parents divorced. Marisa had moved into town with her parents because of her father’s new job.

Marisa’s house was directly behind mine. Our mothers were speaking to each other over the fence that separated the properties. Marisa’s mother invited my mother to have coffee with her, and my mom brought me along. That’s when I met Marisa for the first time.

“Hi, I’m Marrissa.”

“Hey Marissa, I’m Samantha.”

Marisa was beautiful. She had long blonde hair, light blue eyes, and an amazing smile. She was sweet, and her personality was far different from mine. Marisa was an extrovert and talked nonstop. I was an introvert and didn’t talk much, but I listened well. Marisa was confident, and I wasn’t.

The thing we had most in common was our lack of close friends. Marisa and I didn’t have close friends in our previous towns, but for different reasons. I was shy and didn’t talk much, and people thought I was weird because of that. I was overweight and had acne, and a lot of the kids would make fun of me.

Marisa didn’t have close friends because of her looks.

“The girls smile in my face and talk behind my back. The boys were nice to me, but because they wanted to see me naked,” she told me.

Marissa and I became inseparable from the first day we met. If I wasn’t at her house, she was at my house. We had different personalities but had a lot in common. We enjoyed the same genres of music and movies. We had silly senses of humor and enjoyed laughing. We would laugh so much that our faces would hurt. Marisa and I also didn’t have siblings.

I had so much that summer with Marisa. We would watch movies, go swimming, and have sleepovers. “I wasn’t sure what living here would be like, but I’m so happy to have you as my friend,” she told me during that summer.

“Me too.”

It was toward the end of that summer. Marisa and I had gone to the movies, and she walked me home. My mother watched us hug goodbye and became emotional. “Mom, what’s wrong?”

“Nothing is wrong, sweetheart. I’m just so happy you have such a good friend.”

“I am, too,” I admitted.

I couldn’t have been more afraid when the school year arrived. I didn’t want my high school years to be how my previous years of school had been. I didn’t want people to think I was the weird girl. I wanted people to accept me for how I was and like me.

“Okay, Sam. I’ll come get you in the morning, and we’ll walk to school together.”

“Yeah.”

“What’s wrong?”

“I’m scared.”

“About school?”

I nodded and shrugged my shoulders.

“What are you scared about?”

“You know how I am and how I look.

“There is nothing wrong with you, Sam. If people choose not to see how great you are, it's their loss. Besides, you have me.”

“Thanks.”

I was afraid that the kids in high school would think I was weird and make fun of me, but more than anything, I was afraid of losing Marisa as my friend. She was so pretty and outgoing that I was afraid that she would become popular, and when that happened, I would be left behind. I should have known better.

On our very first day of high school, the fear I had about losing Marisa as my friend left my body. Marisa and I were at lunch and sitting beside each other. There was a girl who looked so scared and nervous about where to sit that she stood in the middle of the cafeteria, holding her tray. She wore clothes that didn’t match, and her sneakers had a noticeable hole.

A group of girls said something to the nervous and scared-looking girl. Marisa and I didn’t hear what they said to her, but after the girls said what they said, the girl looked like she would cry.

“I’ll be right back.”

I watched Marisa walk to the girl and talk to her. Marisa brought the girl to our table. “Sam, this is Isabella. Isabella, this is Sam.”

Brenda and I smiled at one another, and Marisa asked, “What did those girls say to you?”

“They make fun of me because of how I dress.”

Isabella explained that most of the girls and boys made fun of her because her mother was a house cleaner and they didn’t have much money. She further explained that her mother did her best to provide, but the clothes she wore were all they could afford.

“That’s horrible,” Marisa responded with an angry tone.

Marisa invited Isabella to hang out with us after school. I knew Marrissa was kind and a good person, but I truly didn’t know how compassionate she was until the afternoon. We were in Marisa’s bedroom. Marisa was inside her closet as Isabella and I sat watching television.

Marisa walked out with a ton of clothes and placed them on the bed. “These are for you.”

Isabella looked at her and responded, “I can’t take your clothes.”

“They don’t fit me anymore. My mom was going to give these away anyway, so please try it on, and whatever you like is yours.”

“If they don’t fit you anymore.”

Everything Isabella tried on fit her well. Marisa went back inside her closet and came out with a few pairs of sneakers. Unfortunately, the sneakers didn’t fit her. However, when I found out that Isabella and I wore the same size, I rushed home and grabbed a few pairs of my old sneakers. Isabella hugged us and cried as she thanked us for the clothes and sneakers.  

Bella, Marisa, and I had lunch together every day and hung out almost every day after school. The only time she didn’t hang out with us was when she helped her mother work. When Marisa and I met Bella’s mother, Elena, for the first time, it was a bit shocking.

Elena was pretty, and it was apparent that Elena’s first language wasn’t English. She spoke broken English, but that wasn’t what was shocking. Bella’s mother was extremely young compared to me and Marisa’s parents. Elena was sweet and friendly, and we were extremely grateful that we had given Bella clothes and shoes.

When Marisa found out from Bella how much Elena earned for the number of hours she was working, Marisa was appalled. Marisa, being who she was, decided that Elena needed her help. Marisa used some of the money that she had saved from holidays and birthdays to help Elena. Marisa purchased Elena a subscription to Rosetta Stone so she could get better at speaking English and convinced Elena to open her own cleaning business.

Not only did Marisa convince Elena to open her own cleaning business, but helped her with the paperwork and marketing. Marisa made flyers that Bella, Marisa, and I posted around the neighborhood. She also created a website and opened social media accounts for Elena’s new business.

I thought Marisa became extremely popular in school, but it wasn’t how I thought she would. I thought she would become part of the cool kid’s clique. She became popular with everyone outside of the cool kid’s clique. As her best friend, I became popular, and so did Bella.

Being around Marisa made me more outgoing, and I slowly began talking more. For the first time in my life, I felt accepted for how I acted. All I wanted was for people to like me for me, and it was happening because of Marisa. I became more confident when my acne began going away, but my weight still bothered me.

I would wear boy's swim trunks and long tee shirts whenever I went swimming. Marisa was used to me having my body covered when I went swimming, but Bella wasn’t. We were at Marisa’s house and using her pool.

“What are you wearing?”

“What I always wear when I swim.”

“Why don’t you put on a bathing suit.”

“I’m wearing a bathing suit, Bella.”

“A girl’s bathing suit like me and Marisa.”

“Save your breath, Bella. You’re wasting your time,” Marisa responded.

“I don’t get it.”

“I don’t look like you and Marisa!”

“You look fine.”

“I’m fat!”

“You’re not fat.”

“I know what I am! I’m fucking whale!”

“You’re not a whale, Sam, but if you’re not happy about your weight, I’ll help you.”

“How?”

“I’m going to try to make the junior varsity soccer team next year. I’m going to start training soon, and if you train with me, you’ll definitely lose weight.”

The first time I worked out with Bella, I wanted to quit, but she wouldn’t let me. “No pain, no gain! Get your ass into gear!”

I had never run so much in my life. I vomited after I finished running with Bella, and the next day, my legs were killing me so badly I could hardly walk. Bella gave me a day off to recuperate, but the following day, I was back at it.

After three weeks, I didn’t want to do it anymore because I didn’t feel it was having any effect. All it took was for Marisa to tell me that she saw a huge difference to motivate me. “You must have lost like ten pounds.”

I weighed myself and discovered I had lost twelve pounds. Toward the end of that summer, I felt something about myself I had never felt before. I felt pretty. For the first time, I could look at myself in the mirror and like my reflection. My mother was so proud of me, but I was proud of myself.

Bella tried out for junior varsity soccer and made the team. Marisa, Bella, and I went out to celebrate by having ice cream at the local ice cream shop. It was at the ice cream shop where it happened again.

My heart pounded, my pulse raced, and I had a nervous feeling in my stomach. I couldn’t bring a word to my lips. Bella looked at me and responded, “She’ll have a low-fat vanilla frozen yogurt.”

I couldn’t prevent myself from continuously looking at the girl behind the counter. Her name was Blake, and she had attended my high school. She graduated and would be off to college at the end of the summer. Every time I saw her at school, it was the same.

My pulse would race, my heart would beat fast, and I would feel nervous. I knew what it meant, but I was afraid of anyone knowing. I was deathly afraid of Marisa and Bella knowing what I had always known.

As we walked to my house, Bella asked, “What was that?”

“What was what?”

“Why did I need to order for you?”

“I zoned out.”

“Why did you zone out?”

“I was thinking about seeing my dad this weekend.”

“Oh, okay.”

I felt that Bella knew why I didn’t order for myself, but since she didn’t push the subject, I felt that I had dodged a bullet. I believe it helped that I used my dad as an excuse because I was seeing him that weekend. My dad and I spoke a lot, but we hadn’t seen each other in over five months. When my parents divorced, my dad took a job offer out of state that he couldn’t refuse.

I was so happy to see my dad that weekend that I cried tears of happiness. He was stunned at the amount of weight that I had lost and didn’t like how I was dressed.

“What in the hell are you wearing?”

“Clothes.”

“Rebecca!” he shouted.

My mother entered the living room, and my dad looked at her with annoyance.

“You let her leave the house dressed this way?”

“There is nothing wrong with how she’s dressed, David.”

“Sam, change your shirt. There is no reason to show your stomach.”

“Fine, Daddy.”

My dad hadn’t been in the house for even ten minutes when I heard the all too familiar sound of my parents arguing. I quickly changed my shirt and dragged my dad out of the house. It was great spending the day with my dad, but it wasn't very good having the conversation we had that night.

“Your mom and I don’t agree on much these days, but we agree that you are not to date until you’re sixteen.”

“I know, daddy.”

“You need to be careful with boys, sweetie.”

“Yes, daddy.”

“Becoming sexually active is a serious business, and you are way too young to, well, you know.”

“Daddy, it’s not on my radar.”

“That’s good, but things change. You’re getting to that age where it may get on your radar sooner than you think.”

“Can we please not talk about this?”

“You’re a pretty girl, and boys are going to give you lots of attention. Boys only think about one thing, and they will say and do things to try their best to make that one thing happen.”

“I hear you loud and clear, so can we please stop talking about this?”

It went into his ear and out the other. My dad proceeded to have the sex talk with me, and it was excruciatingly painful. Part of me felt that I wanted to tell him why he had nothing to worry about, but the other part of me was too afraid. The fear outweighed the want, so I kept my mouth shut.

I no longer had acne, had lost a tremendous amount of weight, and thought my dad was insane when he told me that boys would pay lots of attention to me. My dad was correct. Boys had never looked at me in that manner before, and it made me extremely uncomfortable.

“Guess what we’re going to do?”

“I have no idea, Marisa.”

“We’re going to try out for the cheerleading team.”

“If you want to become a cheerleader, go right ahead, but I want no part of it.”

“It’ll be awesome and would look great on our college applications. Extracurricular activities are a big deal.”

“It’s not happening.”

As usual, Marisa got her way, and we became members of the junior varsity cheerleading team. I had no desire to become a cheerleader and never thought I would, but I found myself enjoying it. The only thing I didn’t enjoy was being around Stacy. Being around Stacy made me beyond nervous.

I would need to force myself to be able to talk to her. When I spoke to her, I tried my best not to think about kissing her lips and wondered how soft they would feel. When Stacy held a party at her house, I pretended to be sick, so I didn’t need to explain to Marissa and Bella why I didn’t want to go.

“Why didn’t you come to the party?”

“I was under the weather.”

“It was fun, but it would have been more fun if you were there,” she said with a smile.

“Next time.”

I thought I was imagining that Stacy was beginning to look at me like the boys looked at me. I also thought I was imagining her going out of her way to make contact with me. For example, if we were walking past each other in the hallway, it seemed that she always touched my hand. I thought it was in my head that she seemed to smile whenever she looked at me.

Marisa, Bella, and I were having a sleepover at Bella’s house. Bella talked nonstop about Mitch, and Marisa did the same about Kevin. I listened and didn’t say a word. “Any boys on your radar?” Bella asked.

I shook my head and responded, “Nope.”

“You’re on someone’s radar,” Marisa said.

“Yeah, who?”

Marisa and Bella looked at one another and giggled. Marisa responded, “Five-four, long black hair, light gray eyes, and a bubbly personality.”

I swallowed my saliva loudly because I knew who Marisa described. She had described Stacy, and it made me nervous.

“That girl wants to bury her face between your legs,” Bell laughed.

“She does not.”

“It’s so obvious the girl has the hots for you,” Marisa stated.

I rolled my eyes, and Bella asked, “How does that make you feel.”

“I don’t know.”

“You know neither of us cares, right?” Marisa said.

“Care about what?” I replied nervously.

“If you felt the same about her.”

“Well, I don’t.”

“Come on, Sam. It’s okay,” Marisa responded.

They knew. Bella and Marisa both knew. Marisa was my best friend, and Carmen was a close second, but I was scared to admit it. I felt like crying.

“I’m going home!” I said and put my sneakers on.

“Sam, don’t be this way!” Marisa shouted.

Bella grabbed me and said, “Sam, please don’t leave. Marisa and I don’t care, and you don’t need to hide who you are around us. We love you, and nothing will ever change that.”

I closed my eyes, inhaled deeply, and exhaled slowly. I opened my eyes and said, “I want to bury my face between Stacy’s legs because I’m gay.”

Bella smiled and then hugged me. Marisa wrapped her arms around Bella and me and shouted, “Group hug!”

I felt like a heavy weight had been lifted off my shoulders. I admitted to my best friends that I was gay, and they still loved me. I didn’t need to hide who I was from them anymore, but I wasn’t ready for anyone else to know.

Coming out was something I wasn’t prepared to do. I wanted to come out when I felt emotionally ready, and coming out needed to be on my terms. I never imagined I would be outed and how I would be outed. It was the worst moment of my life.

Stacy invited me to another party she was having and told me she wouldn’t take no for an answer. How she looked at me and the tone of her voice told me I needed to attend the party. Marisa helped me pick out an outfit, and I was nervous and excited about going to the party.

Stacy’s house was jam-packed, and there must have been close to a hundred people at the party. Stacy kept looking at me sexually and touching me. She brushed her hand against mine, told me how amazing I looked, and played with my hair a few times.

When she asked me if I wanted to see her bedroom, I agreed. She took me to her bedroom, locked her door, and sat on her bed. She patted the spot beside her, and I sat down.

“I’m happy you decided to come.”

“Me too. I’m having fun.”

“Is it me or do you like me?”

I gazed into her beautiful eyes and shrugged my shoulders.”

“You can tell me.”

“It’s not you,” I admitted.

“So, you do like me?” she asked with a smile.

I nodded and returned a smile.

“Do you want to kiss me?”

My heart pounded as I nodded.

“What else do you want to do to me?”

“You know?”

“I want to hear you say it.”

“I can’t,” I responded and felt myself blush.

Stacy stroked my hair and placed her lips within inches of mine.

“Do you want to get naked with me and lick every inch of my body?”

“Yes,” I immediately replied.

“Do you want to taste me?”

“Yes,” I answered in a low tone.

“I fucking knew you were a dyke!” she shouted and got off her bed.

I was beyond confused. I thought we were going to kiss, and it could lead to something more.

“You’re fucking disgusting!”

The anger and disgust in her voice scared me.

Stacy unlocked her door, opened it, and left me alone in her bedroom. I sat frozen for a while, and the music had stopped. The social media alert on my cell phone went off. I looked at the video in horror. Stacy recorded our interaction and posted the video online.

I exited her bedroom, and all eyes were on me. “Samantha’s a lesbian?!” a boy’s voice shouted.

I looked around the living room as tears left my eyes. I ran out of the house as fast as I could down the block. I sat on the curb and hysterically cried as I heard Bella and Marrisa shouting my name. I couldn’t respond, but Bella found me.

I was hurt, but more than anything, I was furious. I couldn’t believe that Stacy had shown interest in me for the sole purpose of outing me. Coming out should have been on my terms, and she stole that from me.

I didn’t want my mother to find out I was gay because of the video, so I felt I had no choice but to tell her what happened. I hysterically cried as I told my mom what happened, and it felt great to know she still loved me. My mom went to the school and filed a complaint.

The school kicked Stacy off the cheerleading team and suspended her. When my mother threatened to sue her parents if the social media post wasn’t taken down and the video erased, the video went away, but it didn’t change the fact I had been outed.

I thought being outed would ruin my life, but it didn’t. Some people did look and treat me differently, but most were supportive and didn’t treat me any differently. My friends were still my friends, and although it was horrible to be outed, I felt relieved that I no longer needed to hide who I was.

I wanted to come out on my terms, but at least something good happened because of my being outed. A few others, seeing that my life hadn’t been ruined, built the courage to come out as well. David and Marcy came out.

Stacy didn’t return to school the following year. Her parents shipped her off to boarding school, and I was happy that I wouldn’t see her at school anymore. Marisa and I became varsity cheerleaders, and Bella became a varsity soccer player.

Bella and Marisa also got their boys that year. Marisa began dating Kevin, and Bella began dating Mitch. I still spent time with Bella and Marisa, but not as much time as I had. I liked Mitch, but for some reason, I didn’t like Kevin.

There was something about him that bothered me, and I didn’t know what it was. Marisa talking about Kevin annoyed me, and whenever I hung out with Marisa and Kevin, I wished Kevin weren’t there. I knew how much Marisa liked Kevin, and I didn’t want my feelings toward Kevin to affect my friendship with Marisa, so I kept my feelings about Kevin to myself.

“It’s been a while since we had a girl’s night, Sam.”

“That’s because you’re always with your boyfriend.”

“I know, but let’s have girl's night on Saturday. Just me and you.”

“That would be great.”

I couldn’t have had a better time than I did with Marisa. She didn’t talk about Kevin at all, and it was like how it used to be when Marisa had sleepovers in the past. The morning after that girl’s night with Marisa put things into perspective about why I felt as I did toward Kevin. I was in bed and found myself smelling Marisa’s hair from the pillow she used with a smile on my face.

When I realized what I was doing, I threw the pillow off my bed and felt confused. I remained in bed with my mind racing and realized why I felt how I did about Kevin. I was jealous that he spent so much time with her. I didn’t understand why that made me feel jealous and why I smelled the scent of Marisa’s hair from the pillow.

As time passed, the more confusion I felt. Marisa and I hugged all the time, but hugging her began to feel somehow different. When I saw Kevin kiss her, I wanted to punch him in the face. When I spent time with Marisa, I didn’t want Kevin anywhere near her, and I felt so happy when it was only me and her.

All it took was one night alone with Marisa while she cried on my shoulder about her argument with Kevin to eliminate my confusion. I didn’t want it to be true, but I couldn’t deny that it was true. I had feelings for Marisa that extended far beyond friendship. I couldn’t pinpoint an exact moment when my feelings toward Marisa changed. All I knew was that my feelings had changed.

I could never be with Marisa. All I could do was hope that my feelings toward her would go away. To my dismay, my feelings toward her became stronger. The sexual attraction I felt toward her became close to uncontrollable. I would have erotic dreams about her and masturbate to the thought of having sex with her. I was disgusted with myself the first time I masturbated while sniffing her panties, but it became something I did as often as possible.

I cried myself to sleep when she told me she and Kevin had sex for the first time. It felt like my heart had been ripped from my chest. That night was when I allowed myself to admit that I was in love with my best friend. I was in love with someone I could never have, and it made me feel helpless and hopeless.

The thought of not having her in my life was unbearable, so I hid my feelings from Marisa and hoped beyond hope that I could go back to only being her best friend. Marisa and I applied to many of the same colleges and decided we would attend college together.

Marisa was upset when I told her that I didn’t want to room with her until I explained it would be easier and faster for us to make friends that way. I was relieved when she agreed with my point of view until Bella told me she was still upset.

I wasn’t surprised when Bella told me why she felt that I didn’t want to room with Marisa. Bella could read me like a book, and I didn’t see the point in denying it.

“You’re right, Bella.”

“You should tell her.”

“I can never tell her. It would ruin our friendship, and I need her in my life. College will be entirely different from high school. We won’t spend as much time together, and my feelings will eventually go away.”

“What if they don’t.”

“I’ll cross that bridge when I get there.”

Marisa broke up with Kevin that summer because she didn’t want to be in a long-distance relationship. I thought it would be no time before Marisa had a new boyfriend at college until she told me that she didn’t want to be in a relationship.

I was nervous about meeting my roommate, Tina, for the first time, but we hit it off from the start, as did Marisa with her roommate, Kate. It was great that I got along well with Kate, and Marisa was the same with Tina.

It was Kate who introduced me to Julia. Julia was hot and a senior. She was the first girl I ever kissed and who gave me an orgasm. Although we liked each other, we were extremely different. We didn’t have much in common other than being hot for each other. We had fooled around, and although we hadn’t gone all the way, it was a matter of time.

Marisa couldn’t stand Julia and had no problem telling me. Marisa told me that I could do much better and that Julia wasn’t that hot. Marisa didn’t like that I spent so much time with Julia.

“Sam. Don’t you think it’s odd that Marisa feels how she does about Julia?”

“I don’t think so. Do you?”

“I do. I think Marisa likes you.”

“Of course, she likes me. We’ve been best friends for over four years.”

“That’s not what I mean, Sam. I think she likes you how you like her.”

“Marisa doesn’t like girls that way.”

“You would know better than me, but maybe she likes you that way.”

“That’s impossible.”

“Think about it, Sam.”

I didn’t want to believe that it could be true, but I would be lying if I said I wasn’t hopeful that Tina was right. If Marisa had feelings for more, I needed to find out, but I didn’t know how to go about it.

“I have an idea. Marisa can’t stand Julia, and she knows you haven’t gone all the way with her yet. Why don’t you tell Marisa that you’re going to go all the way with Julia.”

“What would that do?”

“If she likes you how I think she does, she’ll probably do one of two things. She’ll either try to talk you out of it or lose her shit.”

I went to Marisa’s dorm room while she talked on the phone with Bella. “Thanks for the advice, but I need to go. I love you and talk to you soon.”

Marisa ended her call and smiled at me. “Do you want to have a girl’s night? Kate is out with her boy toy and not staying here tonight.”

“I can’t. I just dropped in to say hey before I meet up with Julia.”

“You see her all the time. Why can’t you break your plans with her for me?”

“If it were any other night, I would, but not tonight. Tonight will be the night.”

“You’re first time should be with someone special.”

“Someone like Kevin?”

“If I had a do-over, I wouldn’t have been with him.”

“I know, but it’s just sex, and it’s not like I have many options. I thought there would be way more girls who were into girls here, but there aren’t, so I’ll take what I can get. Besides, Julia is a hottie.”

“She’s not that hot!”

“You don’t need to agree because you’re not the one who’s going to bury your face between her legs.”

“Have fun then!”

“I will.”

I walked toward the door when Marisa jumped off her bed and placed herself in front of the door.

“What are you doing?”

“Stopping you from making a mistake!”

“Finally, getting laid isn’t a mistake.”

Marisa had an expression I hadn’t seen before. It was like a combination of anger, annoyance, nervousness, and panic.

“Marisa, please move so I can leave.”

“No. It’s not happening.”

I was stunned. Marisa looked like she was about to cry.

“What’s going on?”

“We need to talk.”

“Can’t it wait?”

“No, it can’t wait any longer.”

“Okay, let’s talk then.”

I sat on Marisa’s bed, and she sat beside me.

“Your friendship means everything to me, but I can’t do this anymore.”

“Do what?”

“I can’t hide how I feel anymore.”

“How do you feel?”

“I should have told you sooner, but I was afraid it would ruin our friendship forever. I can’t do this anymore.”

“What should you have told me, and what can’t you do anymore?”

Marisa didn’t answer my question. What she did was something I never imagined could or would happen. Marisa kissed me. I was so stunned that she kissed me that I didn’t close my eyes.

“Oh, God!” Marrisa shouted as she moved her lips from mine and looked at my bulging eyes.

“Sam, please say something?”

“You kissed me,” I said in a low tone.

“I’m sorry.”

“Why did you kiss me?”

“I’ve wanted to do that for so long.”

“How long?”

“Years.”

“Years?!”

“I’ve been a coward. I’ve been hiding everything from everyone for so long I can’t do it anymore,” she said and began crying.

“Marisa,” I said and wiped her tears away with my fingers.

“What have you been hiding?”

“That I’m gay and that I’m in love with you.”

“But Kevin.”

“I was struggling so much. I was in denial and didn’t want it to be true. I knew it was true the entire time I was with Kevin, but that didn’t stop me from having sex with him. I foolishly thought I could get fucked straight. The reality was that I was a gay girl in a relationship with a boy who was in love with her best friend.”

“You’ve been in love with me since, Kevin?”

She nodded and looked like she was about to start crying again.

“Please don’t cry again. If you start crying, you’ll make me cry.”

“I’m sorry that I’ve been lying to you for so long. I was scared that if I told you how I felt, you wouldn’t feel the same way, and it would ruin our friendship.”

“Don’t be sorry, Marisa. I’ve been doing the same thing.”

“You have?”

“Yeah, I have, and for the same reason.”

“You feel the same about me?”

“Yeah, for as long as you have. I didn’t think it was possible for you to feel how I’ve felt about you.”

“Bella knows, doesn’t she?!”

“I told her after I told you why I didn’t want to room with you. Why?”

“I told her how I feel about you. She told me I should tell you and that she was confident that you felt the same about me. That’s what I was talking to her about when you arrived.”

“We’re in love with each other, so what do we do now?”

“The only thing I’m worried about is if things don’t work out with us. We should take things slow.”

“I don’t see why things wouldn’t work out between us. We’re best friends and have a solid foundation. Besides, how much slower could we go?”

“You’ve made extremely valid points.”

“I think so.”

I gazed into her beautiful blue eyes and slowly moved my lips toward hers. I pressed my lips against hers, and my body felt electric. It felt like my body was melting as I touched her tongue with mine. We stopped kissing and smiled at each other.

Marisa leaned in and kissed me again. I couldn’t believe I was kissing Marisa. It was something I had fantasized about and wanted for so long I couldn’t control myself. I stopped kissing her and immediately placed my hands on the bottom of her shirt and pulled it up.

I kissed her again, and she kissed me back. I reached around her back and unhooked her bra. I stopped kissing her and watched her remove her bra. Marisa giggled as I stared at her beautiful tits. She grabbed my hands and placed them on her tits.

“I want you,” she said with lust in her tone and her eyes.

That was all that I needed to hear. I removed my hands from Marisa’s tits and licked her nipples as she played with my hair. Marisa’s moans of enjoyment made me aroused. I quickly yet gently pushed her onto her back.

She stopped kissing me and said, “Wait.”

I momentarily thought she was going to stop what was happening, and I couldn’t have been happier to be wrong. Marisa got off the bed and removed her shorts and panties. She walked to the door and locked it.

“Holy shit,” I said to myself as I looked at Marisa’s nude body from her toes to her head.

My best friend and the girl who I had wanted to be with for so long was nude and looking at me how I always wanted her to look at me but never thought she would. I got off the bed and quickly undressed. Marisa and I were nude and staring at one another with lust.

Marisa couldn’t have looked sexier as she stared at my body and bit down on the lower right corner of her lip. I was beyond surprised when she quickly closed the distance between us and pushed me hard onto her bed.

It was like Marisa was possessed. Marisa got onto her knees and pushed my legs. She pulled my legs onto her shoulders and placed her mouth on my pussy. “Oh fuck!” I shouted as Marisa explored every inch of my pussy with her tongue.

It was a dreamlike moment. It felt as if I were dreaming for a moment until I felt my clitoris between Marisa’s lips. I never had oral sex before and knew Marisa had never gone down on a girl before, and I was amazed she made me feel as she did.

“I want to taste you!” I exclaimed.

Marisa stopped eating my pussy as I placed myself on her bed. It was like she read my mind and knew what I wanted when she placed herself into a sixty-nine position. I placed my hands around her and pulled her pussy toward my mouth.

Marisa tasted amazing. Her pussy was sweet yet slightly tart. My face was saturated in her juices within seconds. It was the most amazing feeling I had experienced to have her pussy in my mouth with my pussy in her mouth.

I ate her pussy so well that she couldn’t keep eating my pussy. She stopped eating my pussy and had an orgasm with my tongue inside her. She removed herself from on top of me and said, “Get on your knees.”

I got onto my knees, and Marisa used her tongue like a paintbrush across my pussy. She stopped licking my pussy and placed her hand against my pussy. Marisa used her hand to rub my pussy and but my ass cheeks. I felt her tongue lick around my asshole, and when I felt her tongue enter my asshole, I thought my head would explode.

Marisa removed her hand from pussy and penetrated me with her finger. Marisa's finger blasted my pussy while licking, sucking, and penetrating my ass with her tongue until I had an intense and loud orgasm.

“You’re a freak,” I said with laughter as I attempted to breathe normally.

The taste of my ass and pussy in her mouth, as we kissed with our tongues drove me insane. “My turn!” I exclaimed.

Marisa got onto her knees and wiggled her ass. I gazed at her tight and pink asshole and proceeded to do what she had done to me to make me cum. I had enjoyed the scent of her ass present in her panties, but I couldn’t get enough of how her ass tasted. It tasted salty to me but not overpowering. I loved how her asshole expanded and contracted against my tongue as she orgasmed. Her pussy did the same on my fingers.

Marisa and I kissed and then cuddled in her bed. She kissed my lips and said, “If you ever do anything with Julia again, I will murder you.”

I laughed and stopped laughing when I looked at her extremely serious expression. I kissed her lips and asked, “So, we’re officially a couple?”

“Sam, I love you.”

“I love you too, baby.”

Marisa and I have been together since. It’s been a long time, but it doesn’t feel that way, and that’s a good thing. After we graduated, we both moved home. Two years later, I proposed to her on our anniversary. We married a year later on our anniversary. Our anniversary wasn’t the date we professed our love for one another and had sex. Our anniversary date is the date when we met for the first time.

It’s been over two decades since Marisa and I graduated from college. Tina and Kate remain our friends to this day. We don’t see them as much as any one of us would like, but when we get together, it’s always a fun time.

Bella had an amazing soccer career overseas in England. When she was on the downside of her career, she moved back to the States and played professionally for a few years. Bella, her husband, and three kids live in Sierra Vista in Vista Estates. Vista Estates is the most expensive and luxurious area in which to live.

Marisa and I live next door, and it’s because of Bella. She and her husband purchased the house next door because of what we did for Bella when we first met all those years ago. To think that clothes, shoes, and true friendship would result in living in Vista Estates is dumbfounding. Marisa and I didn’t want to accept the house, but she and her husband wouldn’t take no for an answer.

Of all the unexpected things to happen in my life, Stacy, being one of my best and closest friends, is the most unexpected. The girl I lusted for and who tried to ruin my life by outing me now means so much to me. I can’t imagine my life without her.

At boarding school, she developed a drinking problem that turned into a drug problem later on. As part of her recovery process, she apologized to as many people she could track down that she had ever hurt, and I was one of those people. Stacy owns and operates a substance abuse rehabilitation center in Sierra Vista. She also operates a non-bullying nonprofit organization, and I serve on the board.

Many things in life are not expected to happen. I didn’t expect many things in my life to happen, but I wouldn’t do anything differently. Had I done anything differently, my life wouldn’t be how it is. I never expected that my life would turn out as it did, but I couldn’t be happier, and I wish the same for you.  

“AGE GAP”

I was a complete and utter mess when I ended my relationship with Michelle. It was a struggle to get out of bed, but my sister, Brenda, was there to pick me up and help put me back together. I didn’t know if I would ever truly get over what Michelle did to me. I think it would have been easier to deal with had I seen it coming.

I was happy and thought she was happy as well. The thought of her cheating on me had never crossed my mind, and when she told me what she had done, I thought my heart would stop. Michelle called cheating on me an accident and begged me not to leave. I left our apartment and stayed with Brenda. Michelle tried everything she could to get me to come back, and it was gut-wrenching.

I ended our relationship, but it didn’t mean I didn’t love her anymore because I did, which made life miserable. I’d been with Michelle for over seven years and had lived with her for over two years, and I couldn’t simply force myself to stop loving her. I started to seriously think about going back to her.

“You’re a fool if you take her back, and if you decide that’s what you want, when she breaks your heart again, leave me the fuck out of it,” Brenda told me.

Love is an important aspect of any relationship, but trust is as important, and I knew I would never be able to trust Michelle again. It was the hardest thing I had ever done when I told her she had forever broken my trust, that I could never forgive her, and that I would never go back to her.

My failed relationship with Michelle aside, I have a great life. I own a successful bakery café with my sister, a home, after three hundred forty-eight more payments, and an amazing group of friends. I have a loving and supportive family, and for the most part, I’m happy.

Okay, I’ll admit that I do get lonely. Most of my friends are married, and those who aren’t married are in serious relationships. Having a girl's night out is always fun, but I miss the double dates and couple get-togethers. I miss the quiet nights of watching television and cuddling. I miss a great night of sex and having breakfast in bed in the morning.

“She is not interested in me.”

“She is so interested in you, Jamie,” Brenda responds.

“Why would a girl who looks like that be interested in my ass?”

“Probably because she thinks you have a great ass,” she replies in laughter.

“She looks young.”

“I would guess somewhere between her early to mid-twenties.”

“I’m thirty-four.”

“There’s a difference between marrying the girl and having her sit on your face,” she says with laughter.

“As if she would,” I say with a roll of my eyes.

“The girl has been coming in here every morning for months and looks at you like she’s starving, and you’re a five-course meal.”

“She doesn’t not.”

“Does, too.”

“I’m done talking about this.”

My sister is right. The girl has been coming in for months and looks at me as if she’s interested. I’ve never been they type to approach anyone. If Michelle hadn’t approached me, I would never have approached her. I wouldn’t even know what to say to the girl. Maybe I would have the courage to talk to her if I was so intimidated by her. At my best, I’ve never looked as good as her.

It’s Monday morning, and I’m in my office doing paperwork when Brenda enters. She hands me a business card and smiles.

“There’s a certain brunette with light gray eyes standing about five feet four inches tall with a pretty face, hot body, and full lips asking to speak to the owner,” she answers.

“You’re an owner, so talk to her.”

“I’m busy, so you handle it.”

I’ll send her back,” she replies with a wink.

The name on the card reads Taylor Amato, president of SMM Inc. At least I can put a name to the face.

"Thank you for taking a few minutes out of your morning to meet with me, Ms. Taylor,” she says.

“Please call me Jamie,” I respond.

My God! She’s ridiculously hot but looks hotter this morning. I find it amazing that a girl who is so fit can have a body shaped like a genie bottle.

“What do you think?” she asks.

Shit! I didn’t hear a word she said. I knew she was talking, but all I could think about was how soft her lips looked and what they would feel like with my lips pressed against them.

“I’m sorry. It’s early, and I’m still half asleep,” I say apologetically.

“What do you think about outsourcing your social media marketing to my company?” she asks.

I can’t concentrate because all I can seem to do is imagine what she looks like nude.

“Can you maybe come back and see me tomorrow? I’m preoccupied, and I want to be able to give you my full attention.”

“What time is good for you?”

“Eleven would be perfect,”

“Great, I’ll see you tomorrow at eleven.”

“I would bury my face in between that girl's ass cheeks and suck a fart out of her asshole,” I think to myself as I watch her walk out of my office. I go back to doing paperwork for a while when Brenda comes back inside my office.

“How did your meeting go?” Brenda asks.

“I couldn’t concentrate on what she was saying, so I have her coming back tomorrow. I need you to sit in on the meeting.”

“Kept picturing her nude?”

“Not the entire time, but most of the time,” I admit.

I couldn’t be more grateful to have Brenda sitting in on the meeting because although I’m present in my body, I’m not present in my mind. I’ve never been as sexually attracted to anyone as I’m to Taylor, and I can’t think straight.

“Thank you so much for your business,” Taylor says joyfully.

“We look forward to working with you,” Brenda responds.

I stare at Taylor’s ass as she walks out of the office as I did the day before and ask, “What just happened?”

“We’re outsourcing our social media marketing to her company. For four hundred dollars a month, it’s well worth it,” Brenda explains and then says, “You have it bad for her.”

“There is something seriously wrong with me.”

“You need to get laid, is all, and if you play your cards right, it could be with her,” she laughs.

“She looks at me like she’s interested, but I don’t even know if she’s into women.”

“The lipstick lesbian pride pin on her blouse tells me she’s into women, and although she was talking to me, she looked at you the entire time. You should ask her out.”

“I’ve never done that before.”

“Ask her out how women have asked you out.”

“It’s been so long I can’t remember.”

On Saturday, Taylor arrives at the store and takes pictures with her cell phone. “Jamie, thank you so much for your business, and I promise you’re in good hands,” she says with a smile.

I find the sound of her voice to be as sexy as she is, and when she smiles, I feel warm and tingly. I look forward to seeing her when she comes in for her usual small black coffee and low-fat muffin. Brenda and I have been outsourcing our social media marketing to Taylor for a little over a month, and I’m impressed. Business has always been good, but it’s been better since we outsourced our social media to Taylor.

“Jamie, I hope it’s not too much to ask, but I was hoping you could write an online review and maybe talk to a few potential clients for me.”

“I’ll be happy too to be a reference for you, Taylor.”

“Thank you so much. I’ll see you soon.”

I feel like a pervert. I can’t talk to Taylor without having sexual thoughts enter my mind. Every time she walks away from me, I stare at her ass and imagine what she looks like nude.

“Ask the girl out,” Brenda says as I roll my eyes.

“It’s not good to mix business and pleasure.”

“I’ll fire her then,” she responds and sticks out her tongue.

“Business has never been better, and if you fire her, she’ll stop coming in. I’m not going to ask her out, but I like looking at her.”

I received three calls from potential Taylor clients and expressed my happiness with Taylor’s service. All three of the people I spoke to became Taylor’s clients. She was so happy and grateful that she invited me to her apartment for dinner to thank me.

“The girl is making you dinner and then is going to have you for dessert,” Brenda tells me as I get ready.

“It’s just dinner, but how do I look?”

Good enough to eat,” Debra replies with a wink and a smile.

I can’t be more nervous as I arrive outside Taylor’s apartment. She opens the door, smiles, and I hand her a bottle of wine.

“You shouldn’t have, but thank you. Please, come inside.”

“Home sweet home,” she says when I enter her apartment.

The apartment is small but extremely tidy. “Live alone?”

“No, I have two roommates. My friend Kara and her boyfriend, Scott.”

“Is something burning?” I ask, and then I hear the sound of a smoke alarm.

“Shit!” Taylor shouts and sprints into the kitchen.

She opens the oven as black smoke begins to fill the air. Taylor opens a window and looks extremely upset. “That was dinner,” she says with an embarrassed expression as I hear the door to her apartment open.

“Chef Taylor does it again!” A guy shouts with laughter.

“Fuck you, Scott!”

Taylor introduces me to Scott and Kara. They seem nice.

“This is ridiculous that the air conditioning isn’t working again!” Kara exclaims as she fans herself with a magazine.

“I’m so sorry, Jamie. This night has turned into a complete disaster, and it’s no way to thank you for what you’ve done for me.”

“It’s the thought that counts.”

The apartment smells like burned food, and it’s so hot we’re all sweating, doing nothing more than standing still. Sure, it’s Arizona, but this is ridiculous. I want to spend time with Taylor and get to know her better. “Would you all like to come to hang out at my house? I have a pool, and we can order food.”

“That sounds awesome,” Scott states.

“I’ll text Taylor my address and head on over when you’re ready.”

I couldn’t spend another minute in the apartment. Leaving Kara and Scott in the apartment without air conditioning would have been inhumane. I would have preferred to be alone with Taylor, but at least I’ll get to see her in her bathing suite.

I make a pitcher of margaritas when I arrive home and order a few pizzas. I change into my bathing suit and give myself a look over in the mirror. My doorbell rings, and I answer the door.  I’m surprised that Taylor is alone.

“Are Scott and Kara coming?”

“No, they went to Kara’s friend’s house. They’re going to hang out and spend the night there.”

“I hope you’re okay with pizza.”

“Pizza is perfect. How about a tour?”

“Sure, but it won’t be much of a tour.”

My house is small, but it’s perfect for me. The entire house consists of a kitchen, living room, dining room, one bathroom, two bedrooms, and a laundry room that is nothing more than a walk-in closet. I can’t believe I showed Taylor my bedroom and told her it’s where the magic doesn’t happen. I meant to be funny, but I sounded like a complete geek. She laughed, which is a positive.

When the pizza arrives, Taylor feels bad that I ordered two pies because I expected Scott and Kara. “It’s okay. I don’t think there is anything better than cold pizza for breakfast.”

“I love cold pizza for breakfast.”

I open a bottle of wine and have a few slices of pizza with Taylor while we talk. I learned that we have a lot in common. We both have sisters, and our parents were college sweethearts. We’re both entrepreneurial and share a fondness for romantic comedies and horror films.

We’re on our third bottle of wine when Taylor says, “I need to stop drinking and sober up. How about we take this party into the pool?”

“Yeah, sure, but did you bring a bathing suit?”

“Under my clothes.”

“I’ll go change and meet you outside.”

I change into my bathing suit and go outside to find Taylor already inside the pool. She gets out of the pool, and I feel like my head will explode as she walks toward me. Her hair long black hair is dripping wet, and her bathing suit leaves little to my imagination. How she looks at me tells me that Taylor likes what she sees.

Taylor smiles and jumps into the pool. I jump into the pool, and we swim to the side of the shallow end. “How long have you lived here?”

“It’s been a bit over a year.”

“Jamie, you’re beautiful, successful, intelligent, and humorous. You’re the total package, so how is it that you don’t have a special someone in your life?”

“I did once, but it didn’t work out the way I thought it would.”

“What happened?” she questions as I gaze into her beautiful light gray eyes.

“Shit, I’m sorry. It’s too personal,” she says with nervousness.

“No, it’s okay. The long story short is that I thought I would spend my life with her, and she ensured we didn’t.”

“I don’t know who she is, but if she ensured you didn’t spend your lives together, she didn’t deserve you.”

“What about you? Have you had a special someone?”

“No, but I’ve wanted to have a special someone in my life. It hasn’t happened to me yet,” she replies as she stares into my eyes.

“You could be looking at her.”

I can’t believe I said that! What the fuck is wrong with me! I’m going to scare her away, and I don’t want to scare her away!

“Maybe,” she replies with her beautiful smile.

Taylor looks nervous, and she’s not going to make a move. Come on, Jamie! For once in your life, make the first move!

I slowly move my face toward Taylor’s face. She tilts her head and closes her eyes. I tilt my head, close my eyes, and press my lips against hers. Taylor’s lips are softer than I imagined. I lick her lips and insert my tongue into her mouth as soon as I feel her lips separate. She’s a good kisser, and I become aroused as I run my hands over her ass. We stop kissing, and I press my body into hers.

I take hold of her hand and exit the pool with her. We kiss as we walk through the kitchen and into my bedroom. I close my bedroom door behind me and look at her. Taylor is hot even when she looks nervous. I’ve never been the aggressor when being with someone for the first time, but tonight, I will be.

While kissing her, I untie her bathing suit top. I stop kissing her and smile. Holy shit! Taylor has the most amazing tits I’ve ever seen. They’re perfectly proportioned, and she has the most adorable nipples.

I again kiss her and pull her bathing suite bottom down. She stops kissing me and removes her bottom as I swallow my saliva loudly. I quickly undress and then kiss her. As we kiss with our tongues, I run my fingers across her nipples, and she moans into my mouth. I guide her onto my bed and place myself on top of her.

I can hardly control myself as I alternate between licking the nipples of her right and left breasts. I quickly lick down the middle of her stomach and place myself between her legs. Fuck, even her pussy is pretty! I waste no time and devour her delicious pussy.

“Yes, Jamie!” she moans in pleasure and sways her hips into my mouth.

“Jamie, I want to taste you!”

I get into a sixty-nine position with her. As I go down on her, she runs her tongue across my pussy and asshole. I suck her clitoris and insert my middle finger into her vagina. With her tongue inside my pussy, I finger fuck her while sucking her clitoris simultaneously. Taylor telling me she’s close to orgasm repeatedly makes me want to make her cum. I finger fuck her as fast as I can while I place her tiny clitoris between my lips and suck.

“Fuck!” she shouts as her body trembles. She wraps her arms around my waist and has an orgasm.

I remove her clitoris between my lips and finger from her wet vagina and climb off her. As soon as I do, she presses her body into my back, sending me crashing onto the bed on my stomach. She bites each of my butt cheeks and rims my asshole.

I feel her tongue enter my ass, and then her finger enters my pussy. I get on my knees and take two handfuls of the bed sheets as Taylor eats my ass while finger fucking me. How she alternates between rimming my asshole and tongue fucking it makes my eyes roll to the back of my head.

I love having a tongue in my ass, although it’s rarely happened. Michelle would do it on rare occasions, but never how Taylor is doing it currently. I may not have gotten laid in a long while, but there is no denying I’m having one of the most intense and pleasurable sexual experiences of my life.

Taylor rubs me in a circular motion and buries her tongue inside my ass. I can feel her soft, wet tongue moving inside me as my body trembles. I’m so close…so close…I’m there!

“Taylor!” I scream at the top of my lungs as I climax.

Taylor removes her tongue from my ass and finger from my vagina. Taylor places herself on top of me, and we kiss passionately with our tongues. We cuddle, and I kiss her shoulder as I close my eyes. Having sex with Taylor was amazing, and it wasn’t because I hadn’t been laid in so long.

I open my eyes and look at Taylor as she sleeps. She’s even hot when she sleeps, and it brings a smile to my face. I quietly get out of bed and take a shower. I finish showering and enter my bedroom to find that Taylor is no longer in bed. I get dressed and exit my bedroom.

Taylor is dressed and sitting outside by the pool. I join her outside and say, “Good morning.”

“Good morning.”

The tone of her voice and wow she looks at me tells me that something is wrong. I can’t imagine what could be wrong, and it makes me worry. I had an amazing night, and I thought she did too. “Cold pizza for breakfast?”

“No, thank you. I should go.”

“Do you have something you need to do today?”

“No, but I should go.”

“Why?”

Oh, no! Taylor looks like she’s about to cry. Why? Did I do something wrong?!”

“I don’t do this.”

“Do what?”

“I’ve never done anything like this. I just felt so connected to you, and when you kissed me, I went with it. I’ve never been as attracted to anyone as I am to you, but I don’t do this. I’m a whore.”

“Taylor, you’re not a whore. I’ve never done anything like this either, and I don’t feel like a whore. We had an amazing night together. Is it that you regret what we did?”

“No, I don’t regret it. It was the best sex I’ve ever had, but I don’t know what this means. I don’t want you to think I need it to mean anything. I would feel better if I knew how you’re feeling and what you’re thinking.”

“I feel happy. I think last night was amazing, and I know that I want to spend more time with you. I want to spend more time with you so I can get to know you better, and you can get to know me better.”

“Are you saying that to make me feel better?”

“No, I’m being honest.”

“I am hungry.”

“Me too.”

After having a few slices of cold pizza for breakfast, we spent the rest of the morning, afternoon, and early evening having sex. I wholeheartedly admit that I initiated the events of the day, but she finished the events of the day by giving me multiple orgasms. I’d never been fucked for so long and so good that I could hardly move. I had never cum so many times in such a short amount of time. It was like Taylor had an infinite amount of energy and needed to please me.

I can’t remember the last time I felt this happy. I feel like I’m walking on air, and I can’t wipe the smile off my face. Brenda enters our store and says, “Sorry, I’m late.”

“No problem.”

“You’re not going to ask me why I’m late?”

“It doesn’t matter. The most important thing is that you're now here.”

“Okay,” she replies and looks at me. A huge smile appears, and she says, “You got laid.”

“Over and again,” I answer with a huge smile of my own.

“You know I love you, but you are so much more pleasant when you get some.”

“I know.”

“Are you going to see her again?”

“Definitely.”

Taylor and I have been seeing each other for almost two months, and it’s been amazing, and not just because of the sex. We text through the day and talk every night on the nights we don’t see each other.  I like the sound of her voice and the sound of her laughter. I like that we enjoy many of the same shows and how easy it is to talk to her. The truth is that I like everything about her except for her age.

Taylor told me her age a few weeks after we started sleeping together. She spent the night, and she told me that her best friend, Natalie, was having a birthday party for her next month in the private room of their favorite bar in the morning. Taylor told me that she wanted me to come, and I told her I would be happy to go.

I knew Taylor was younger than me, and it’s not like Taylor didn’t know I was older than her, but when she told me that she would be turning twenty-three, I was taken aback. My birthday is a week after her birthday, but based on our age gap, it is twelve years. A week after Taylor turns twenty-three, I’ll turn thirty-five.

When Debra saw me the next morning, she looked at me and could tell that something was bothering me. “What’s going on?”

“I found out how old Taylor is yesterday. She’s twenty-two.”

Debra laughed and said, “No wonder she has so much energy.”

“Does she know your age?”

“Yeah, I told her, and she didn’t care.”

“It’s not like you’re in a relationship with the girl. You two are just sleeping together and having a good time.”

“Yeah.”

“You are just having a good time, right?”

“I’m having a great time.”

“Have a great time for as long as you can because I love how pleasant you’ve been since getting with Taylor. I’m not looking forward to sexually frustrated Jamie’s return.”

I agreed with my sister that Taylor and I were having a good time, but I lied. I never thought I could ever feel toward anyone as I did toward Michelle, but the truth is that I feel that way toward Taylor. It hasn’t been two months yet, but I’m in love with her.

Taylor has an old soul. She demonstrates an understanding, maturity, and seriousness that is typical of someone much older. When I was her age, I was out partying. Taylor enjoys going out, but she’s not the party animal I was. She enjoys a quiet night in as much as I do. Taylor is twenty-two and owns and operates a growing and successful company. Not many people her age can say the same.

She makes me feel happy, alive, and young again. Taylor makes me feel that I’m the most beautiful woman in the world. I find myself getting lost in her eyes. When I’m not with her, she consumes my mind. When I’m with her, there is no other person I would prefer. I have an amazing time with her by doing nothing more than being around her. I love her. I’m in love with a girl who is twelve years younger than me.

Taylor is excited about her birthday party, and I’m excited to see her, but I'm nervous about meeting her friends. I arrive at the bar and walk toward the private room where her party is being held. Taylor sees me, smiles, and quickly walks to me. We greet each other with a hug and a kiss, and she says, “I’m happy you’re here.”

“I’m happy to be here, but I’m a bit nervous about meeting your friends.”

“You shouldn’t be. My friends are awesome, and if they weren’t awesome, they wouldn’t be my friends.”

Taylor’s friends couldn’t have been nicer to me, and I’m having a great time. The more Taylor drinks, the more affectionate she becomes, and whenever Taylor wraps her arms around me, her best friend, Natalie, stares at me with a serious expression and concern.

“Shots for the birthday girl!” her friend Josh yells while everyone else hoots and hollers.

“I hear my name. Let’s go.”

“I can’t drink any more shots, so have another one for me.”

“Not a problem,” Taylor responds and kisses me.

As soon as Taylor joins her group of friends, Natalie walks to me. She clinks her glass against mine and stares at me. “Having a good time?”

“I am. Thank you for asking.”

“Come outside with me and have a cigarette.”

“I don’t smoke.”

“Keep me company.”

I agree to keep Natalie company so she can smoke a cigarette. I know she wants me to go outside with her because she wants to talk to me. We exit the private room and step outside through the side door. Natalie lights a cigarette and leans against the wall. “Taylor and I have been best friends since we were kids. Although she has a sister, she’s like my sister.”

“I know. Taylor’s told me all about you, and I know how close you two are.”

“If she’s told you all about me, then you know I’m extremely protective of her.”

“Yeah, she told me that as well.”

“You have every right to feel that this is none of my business, but I’m making it my business. I’ve never seen Taylor how she is since being with you. You and I know that she’s never been in a serious relationship before. You and I also know that it’s obvious she wants that with you.”

“We haven’t discussed that, but you’re right.”

“If you don’t want the same thing, stop seeing her before this gets any more serious. Don’t string her along. The more time that passes, the worse it will be for her.”

“I appreciate your concern, but this isn’t your business.”

Natalie smiles, finishes her cigarette, and stares at me with seriousness. “If you hurt her, I will fucking murder you. It’s not a threat, Jamie. It’s a fucking promise. Enjoy the rest of the party.”

The conversation with Natalie has removed the good time and the desire to be at the party, but I tough it out. It’s the end of the night. Taylor is beyond drunk and is all over me. “Jamie, take me home. I want you.”

“I don’t think you’re in any condition to fool around.”

“I don’t want to fool around. I want you to fuck me.”

Yup. I’m taking Taylor home with me. I ordered an Uber, and it arrived in minutes. Taylor says goodnight to her friends and gives Natalie a tight hug and a huge kiss on her cheek. I open the door for Taylor, and Taylor enters the car. Natalie looks at me with a devilish grin and uses her index finger to pretend she’s cutting her own throat. She then points at me.

As soon as we enter my house, Taylor undresses while stumbling toward my bedroom. She sways from side to side and gets onto my bed nude. “I need you to fuck me. I need you to fuck me hard and fast.”

She doesn’t need to say that twice. I enter my closet, undress, and grab my strap-on dildo from my closet and put it on. I exit the closet and get on top of Taylor. We kiss for a while, and I then lick her nipples while touching between her legs.

“Fuck me,” she says with yearning.

I get off her, and Taylor gets onto all fours in the middle of my bed. I placed the dildo against her pussy and gently penetrated her with it. I placed my hands on her hips and slowly fuck her. “Jamie, I need it hard and fast.”

I place my hands on her shoulders and pound her pussy as fast and hard as possible. “Oh fuck! Yes! Don’t stop! Don’t fucking stop!”

Taylor had an orgasm after I pounded her for over ten minutes. I’m sweating and panting as I remove the dildo from her pussy. Taylor lays on her back and says, “I need a minute, but get ready for me.”

I enter my closet and remove the strap-on dildo. I exit the closet and look at Taylor. She’s out cold. I grab a blanket from my closet and place it over her. I put on my sleepwear and get into bed. As I lay beside her, I can’t help but replay in my mind what Natalie told me. I shake it off, close my eyes, and fall asleep.

I awake and feel like death. I’m surprised Taylor is not beside me. I get out of bed, exit my bedroom, and can hear the showering running. I enter my bathroom, and Taylor pokes her head out from behind the shower curtain.

“How are you feeling?”

“I puked twice, and my head is pounding.”

I laugh, smile, and say, “You drank enough for three people last night.”

“I’m sorry I passed out you last night.”

“Oh, you remember last night?”

“I wasn’t that drunk,” she responds with a chuckle and then grabs her head.

“Would you like something to eat?”

“No, thank you. Did you have fun at the party?”

“Yeah, I did.”

“Is it okay if we stay in today and watch television so I can recuperate?”

“I’m good with that.”

Taylor spends most of the day napping on and off while resting her head on my legs as I gently stoke her hair. I make us something to eat for dinner, and we go back to our previous positions for most of the day. “What time is it?” she questions when she awakes from a short nap.

“It’s almost ten.”

“I need to leave, go to my apartment, change, and go to my parent’s house.”

“I know, but before you go, I want to give you your birthday present.”

“It’s not my birthday until tomorrow.”

“I know, but I won’t see you until tomorrow night, and I can’t wait.”

“Okay.”

Taylor opens her present with excitement, and as soon as she opens the jewelry box, I see tears begin to form. “Jamie! How?!”

“It’s not the same one. I have a friend who does custom jewelry. I sent him the picture you have on Instagram, and he replicated it.”

“I can’t believe you remembered.”

“How couldn’t I? I know how much it means to you, and although it’s not the same, it’s close.”

“It’s perfect. Thank you so much. I bet my mom won’t be able to tell it’s not my grandmother’s charm.”

“You’re welcome.”

Taylor kisses me, hugs me tightly, and lets go of me. “I love the gift, but I would love to have something else for my birthday from you.”

“What is it?”

“For us to be official. I want you to be my girlfriend. Not that you’re not my girlfriend, because you are a girl and my friend. Damn it. What I mean to say is that I don’t want to see anyone else and don’t want you to see anyone else, either. I know neither of us are, but that’s what I want.”

“You want us to be officially exclusive.”

“Yeah.”

“Okay.”

“Okay?”

“Yes, Taylor. I want us to be officially exclusive.”

I love kissing her, but I wished that I didn’t want to have sex with her every time we kissed like this. Taylor and I stop kissing. She smiles and says, “I love you, Jamie.”

Taylor’s eyes suddenly become as wide as I’ve ever seen them. Her mouth opens wide, and she covers it with her hand. Taylor removes her hand from over her mouth, and it looks like she’s about to panic.

“Shit! It’s too soon! I know it is, but it just came out!”

“It’s okay.”

“You must think I’m a psycho.”

“I don’t think you’re a psycho because I love you too, Taylor.”

“You don’t need to say it to make me feel better.”

“I didn’t say it to make you feel better. I said it because that’s how I feel about you. I’m in love with you.”

“You’re in love with me?”

“Yes. I’m in love with you, Taylor.”

“This is the best birthday ever!”

“It’s not your birthday until tomorrow.”

“Well, I’m going to spend the last few hours of my birthday tomorrow showing you how much I love you.”

“I can’t wait.”

I knew how I felt about Taylor, but I didn’t know that she felt the same way about me. I had an idea that she did, but she said it and meant it! I’m in love with her, she’s in love with me, and we’re officially a couple. My girlfriend couldn’t be hotter and any more of an amazing person. I never thought I would call anyone else my girlfriend after Michelle, but I have a girlfriend! I couldn’t be happier.

It’s been seven months since that night, and so much has happened since then. Taylor and her family did their yearly tradition of celebrating her birthday at 1:15 AM, the time she was born. She showed her mother the charm I gifted her. Taylor’s mother thought it was her mother’s charm until Taylor explained that her girlfriend had gifted to her. Taylor told her mom, Madeline, about me, and when Taylor disclosed my age to her mother, they argued. Taylor left her parent's house and came to my house. Her birthday had been ruined, and I felt horrible for her.

If that wasn’t bad enough, I had the same experience with my sister. Debra and I have had our disagreements, but we never argued as we did on that Monday. I told Debra that Taylor and I were officially together and what occurred between Taylor and her mother.

“Of course, Taylor’s mother lost her mind!”

“You agree with her?!”

“Jamie, I was all for you having a good time with the girl, but do you honestly think it’ll work out?!”

“Why wouldn’t it work out?! We have an amazing relationship!”

“It’s a matter of time before your age difference catches up!”

“Taylor doesn’t care about our age difference!”

“You should!”

“What does that mean?”

“The girl is young and has never been in a serious relationship. You have over a decade more life experience than Taylor does. The girl is infatuated with you, and that won’t last forever. How long do you think it will be until she realizes that she should be with someone who is more like her?”

“More like her in closer in age to her?!”

“Yes, Jamie! The girl is a knockout. Do you think she’ll continue to look at you how she looks at you know when you’re forty, and she’s in her late twenties? When Taylor is your age, you’ll be in your late forties.”

“She doesn’t care, Debra!”

“Jamie, I love you. I don’t ever want to see you how you were after things ended with Michelle. The likelihood of this working is slim. The likeliest outcome is that you will again have a broken heart and destroy Taylor in the process. You know I’ve always had your back, but I can’t on this.”

“I know what I’m doing!”

“You have no idea what you’re doing. If you did, you would part ways.”

A month after Taylor and I became official, I decided to introduce her to my friends. I have a large group of friends, and it isn’t easy to get them all together at the same time. I managed to get them together to meet Taylor on a Thursday night.

Taylor couldn’t stay out as late as me since she needed to be up extremely early for new client meetings the following day. My friends liked Taylor, but the things they said to me bothered me tremendously.

They said things like they understood if I needed to leave with Taylor so I could tuck her into bed and read her a bedtime story. My friend Tabitha said that she was surprised that Taylor stayed as long as she did because it was probably past her curfew. “Do you make her milk and cookies after you have sex with her?” my friend Bridget asked. I know they were having fun with me, but it hurt.

Two weeks after I introduced Taylor to my friends, Taylor’s mother, “Madeline,” called me and told me she wanted to meet with me to talk. I met her at a wine bar not too far from my house. She didn’t hide her feelings about my relationship with her daughter. I won’t repeat what Madeline said to me that night because it’s too painful. When I think about her words, I want to cry.

Taylor and I went out for dinner. I told the hostess I was waiting for my girlfriend to join me and was seated. When Taylor arrived, the hostess walked her to the table. Taylor greeted me with a kiss and took her seat. The hostess looked disgusted that Taylor and I were together. I felt like our waiter looked at us in the same manner as people sitting at the table around us.

Taylor and I went to the mall to go clothes shopping. The sales girl showed an immediate interest in Taylor. The sales girl looked to be about Taylor’s age and was gorgeous. The girl hit Taylor in front of me, and I got annoyed and upset. Taylor could tell how I felt and told the sales girl that I was her girlfriend. “Sorry, I thought you were like her aunt or something.”

The worst experience to happen over the last seven months was running into Michelle at an outdoor market. I hadn’t seen her since I told her I would never get back together with her. Taylor and I were holding hands and walking. We stopped to look at hand made jewelry. “Jamie?”

I turned my head and looked at Michelle. “Michelle?”

Michelle looked at me and looked at me holding hands with Taylor. “Aren’t you going to introduce me?”

“Michelle, this is my girlfriend, Taylor. Taylor, this is my ex-girlfriend, Michelle.”

Taylor let go of my hand and extended her hand to Michelle. They shook hands, and Taylor said, “Nice meeting you, but I’m going to check out the table on the other side.”

Taylor walked across the aisle, and Michelle looked at me with disbelief. “You look good.”

“So do you.”

“So, she’s your girlfriend.”

“Yeah, almost five months now.”

“Is she like twenty?”

“Twenty-three.”

“Twenty-three. Wow, there is a huge difference. Jamie, I know I hurt you, but this is unbelievable. I can’t believe that she’s your rebound.”

“She’s not my rebound. We’re in love. She makes me happy, and unlike you, I can trust her.”

“It was good seeing you.”

“I wish I could say the same.”

I’ve been struggling with the age difference for months. I downloaded and age progression up and uploaded my photograph and Taylor’s photograph. I used the app to show me at forty-five and Taylor at thirty-two. I looked old, but Taylor still looked beautiful.

It’s more than my struggle with our age difference. My sister, Debra, was once my best friend, but our relationship with her hasn’t been the same since Taylor and I became official. My parents always had an issue with my sexuality, and although Debra told me she wouldn’t have my back regarding Taylor, she has with our parents. It’s caused a hug rift between her and them, and it’s because of me.

Taylor and her mother used to be extremely close, but they aren’t any longer, and it’s because of me. Taylor doesn’t see her friends as much as she does because she chooses to spend time with me instead of with her friends. Taylor never partied much, but it’s too much for me. I don’t want to go out and get drunk anymore. It takes me twice as long to recuperate from going out like that. I lived that life, and it’s in my rearview mirror.

Taylor deserves to be with someone closer to her age. She deserves to spend more time with her friends and have life experiences like those I’ve had. Taylor deserves to have the close relationship she once had with her mother. None of these things are possible because of me.

I thought ending my relationship for good with Michelle was the hardest thing I had ever done. Taylor will be here any minute, and I need to get myself together. I don’t want to do this, but it’s the right thing to do. It’s the right thing to do for us both. I sit on the couch and wait for Taylor to arrive.

My front door unlocks and opens, and Taylor enters. She closes the door and says, “Babe, I’ve had the worst day ever. I lost three clients, and of the five business owners I met today, none have signed on with me. All I want to do is take a bath, open a bottle of wine, and relax.”

Taylor looks at the large box in the corner of the living room and then at me. “What’s in the box?”

“Your things.”

“Why did you pack my things?”

“Why do you think?”

“Babe. I just told you that I had a horrible day, and I’m not in the mood for a practical joke.”

“This isn’t a joke. Everything that is yours is inside the box. I need you to take the box to your car, and I need my house keys.”

“I don’t understand what’s happening.”

“I’m not surprised, so I’ll explain it to you. What’s happening is that you are taking your things from my home and returning my house keys. The reason you’ll be doing that is because we’re no longer a couple.”

“You’re breaking up with me?!”

I clap my hands, smile, and respond, “I thought I would need to explain further.”

“I have no idea what I could have done, but please tell me what I did, and it will never happen again! What did I do?!

“Nothing. I was looking to get laid and have a good time. I never meant things to get to where they are.”

“You love me! You tell me that you love me all the time!”

“It was wrong of me, and I apologize for stringing you along. The truth is that I needed to rebound after Michelle, and you were my rebound.”

“That’s bullshit, Jamie, and you know it! Tell me the fucking truth! Why are you trying to do this?!”

“I’m not trying, Taylor. You and I are no longer a couple. I’ve gotten everything I’ve needed from you, and it’s time for us to part ways. Take your box, give me my keys, and get out of my house.”

“Oh my God! How many fucking times do I need to tell you the same thing over and again?! I don’t give a flying fuck about our age difference?! I love you, and I know you love me! Please, stop whatever the fuck this is!”

“Taylor, you’re young. You’re young and dumb, but I think you’ll be smarter by the time you get to my age. I don’t care about our age difference either, and I never have. All I ever wanted and needed was a young piece of ass to help me get over Michelle. That young piece of ass was you.”

“Why are you doing this?!”

“I told you! Take your box and give me the fucking keys! Get the fuck out of my house and out of my life! You’re also fired! Don’t you ever fucking dare to walk into my store again! Get the fuck out!”

I could see and feel Taylor’s heartbreak, and I needed her to leave before I could no longer remain in character. She reaches into her purse and throws my house keys at my head. Thankfully, I’m able to duck at the last moment. Taylor cries in agony and leaves my house without taking her box filled with her belongings.

I lock the door and collapse onto the floor in the fetal position. I cry as I’ve never cried before. I can hardly breathe. If I could choose between living and dying at this moment, I would choose dying. I don’t think I will ever get over Taylor, but in my heart and soul, I believe she will get over me. She’ll get over me, find the love of her life, and get everything she’s ever wanted and more without me.

“I miss her so much, Debra. Years with Michelle aren’t comparable to how I feel now after months with Tayor. I can’t stop thinking about her, what I said to her, and how much I’ve hurt her.”

“You and Taylor will be fine in time.”

“She’ll be fine, but I won’t.”

“I’m so sorry, Jamie.”

“I can’t be here. I’m taking some time off.”

“Take as much time as you need.”

I’ve been home for over a week and doing my best to drink my sorrow away. All I’ve done is drink, cry, and sleep, and then do it over. My phone has been off for days. I turned off my phone because Taylor kept calling. It took every ounce of strength for me not to answer her calls.

I sigh as my doorbell rings. I get off my couch and stumble to the front door. I look through the peephole to find Natalie standing outside. I open the door, and Natalie says, “Hey, Jamie. I just came to get Taylor’s things. I tried calling you before coming here.”

“My phone is off. Taylor’s things are in the living room.”

Natalie enters my house and grabs the box from the corner of the living room floor. Natalie stares at me and places the box on my couch. “You look horrible.”

“I must look better than I feel. How is Taylor?”

“Worse than you.”

“If you want to murder me, I won’t fight back. I honestly would rather be dead at the moment.”

“Jamie, I’m not going to try to murder you, and I didn’t come here to get Taylor’s things. I came here to talk to you about Taylor. You need to take her back.”

“She’s better off without me, Natalie. Taylor can repair her relationship with her mother and find someone closer to her age. Taylor will be able to see you and her other friends as much as she wants.”

“You’re a fucking coward.”

“Tell me how you really feel.”

“All excuses, Jamie.”

“What do you want me to say?”

“The truth, Jamie!”

“The truth is that Taylor and I can’t be together. Our relationship was doing nothing more negatively, affecting the relationships we have with family and friends.”

“Another fucking excuse! Tell me the truth!”

“You’re right! I’m a fucking coward! I love Taylor more than I’ve ever loved anyone, but the likelihood of us living happily ever after is unlikely! She’s young and beautiful, and I’m so much older than her. It’s for the best that I ended things because it would have ended at some point in time.”

“Why did you become involved with her?”

“I was selfish. I thought about myself and how happy Taylor makes me, but I didn’t think about her.”

“Nothing has changed. You’re not thinking about Taylor. The only person you’re thinking about is you. Think about her for once. Taylor deserves closure.”

Natalie picks up the box of Taylor’s items from the couch and exits my house. I’m inebriated, but the conversation with Natalie is sobering. Taylor never said or did anything to make me believe that our age difference was an issue for her.

I convinced myself that I was breaking up with her because it was best for her. The reality is that it was best for me. Fear is a powerful emotion, and it's fear that made me break up with Taylor. Natalie was right. I need to think about Taylor for once; she deserves closure. I need to be honest with her. I need to tell her why I ended our relationship in the manner that I did.

Taylor looks awful, and I feel horrible that she looks how she does because of me. “Thank you for coming.”

“I’m here as you asked. Why did you need to see me?”

“Natalie was here earlier today to get your things. We had a conversation, and she made me realize that you deserve closure. That’s why I asked you to come to see me.”

“You can start with why you said the things you said to me.”

“I felt that saying those things and going about things as I did would make you never want to see me again.”

“Do you love me?”

“More than anything.”

“I love you too, and I don’t understand. If you love me, you will want to be with me. Everything was great between us, and you blindsided me. What did I do wrong?”

“You didn’t do anything wrong. I broke up with you because I believed it was the best thing for you. I feel responsible for how your relationship with your mom has been hurt because of our relationship. You hardly go out with your friends because you choose to spend time with me. 

The truth is that I used those things as excuses because breaking up with you wasn’t what was best for you. It’s what’s best for me.”

“I thought I made you happy.”

“You do make me happy. You’ve made me happier than anyone.”

“You love me, and I didn’t do anything wrong. I make you happy, and you make me happy, so why is it best for you not to be with me?”

“I’m afraid. I’m afraid that one day, you will look at me and realize that you’re not attracted to me anymore. I believed it would best to end things now than to have my heart broken in the future.”

“I don’t know how many times I need to tell you that I don’t care about our age difference.”

“Taylor, you feel that way now, but you probably won’t always feel this way. I’ll be forty in five years, and you’ll still be in your twenties. I’m going to get wrinkles and white hair that I’ll need to dye away and put on weight. My tits will get saggy, my ass will get flabby, and you’ll look at me and wonder why you’re with my old ass.”

“Do you love me only because of how I look?”

“Of course not.”

“I don’t love you only because of how you look, either. I love you for you and how happy you make me. I won’t always look like this. When I don’t look how I do anymore, will you love me less?”

“No, but it’s more than that. You were so close with your mother, and you aren’t any longer because of me. You don’t go out with your friends as much as you want because of me. I feel like I’m preventing you from having life experiences.”

“My mother has an issue with your age, but my relationship with my mother has more to do with the fact that I’m in a same-sex relationship than it has to do with you. Me telling her I’m gay and living as a gay woman are far different to her. It’s real to her now, and that’s her issue to deal with, not mine.

I love my friends and spending time with them, but I go out with my friends more than I want to go out. Going out with my friends and partying was all I did in college, and I’m not in college anymore. You know I’m a homebody. I prefer to spend time with you than going out and getting hammered.

I have a lot of life left to live, and I will have life experiences that I haven’t had, but I want those experiences to include you. I want to share my life with you, and I want you to want to share your life with me.

I know you’re afraid, but that’s not the reason you told me. You’re afraid that I will break your heart like Michelle broke your heart, and that’s not fair to me. I’m not her. She betrayed you, and I won’t ever do that to you. Please, don’t make me pay for something I would never do.”

“What if you do? What if we’re in a bad place and something you didn’t think would ever happen happens?”

“I’m young but old enough to know that life is too short to worry about what-ifs. I would rather concentrate on what I know. I know that I love you and that you love me. I know that I want you to be my forever, and I hope that you feel the same. Besides, you could do something that you didn’t think would ever happen.”

“I would never.”

“I believe you wouldn’t because I trust and love you. I know you love me, and I need you to trust me how I trust you.”

“I miss you, and I’m so sorry. I want to be with you. Please forgive me.” I cry.

“I want to be with you too, but don’t you ever fucking do this to me again.”

“Oh, God! Baby, please don’t stop! I’m so close!”

I orgasm into Taylor’s mouth, but she’s not stopping. Taylor keeps eating and fingering my pussy, and it’s probably going to happen again. Oh, yeah, she’s going to give me multiple orgasms! “Fuck! Baby!” I squeal.

Taylor stops fingering my pussy and removes her fingers from inside me. Taylor wipes my juices from her cheeks and slides up my body. I love tasting myself in her mouth when she kisses me. “Happy birthday day, babe. Don’t move a muscle. I’m going to serve you breakfast in bed.”

“I can’t move even if I tried.”

“Ouch! Damn, it!”

“What is it?”

“My lower back is killing me.”

“After breakfast, I will give you a massage.”

“Tomorrow. Today is your special day, and I can’t wait for the party.”

I sigh and stare at Taylor. “Today doesn’t feel special.”

“It’s special because it’s a huge milestone.”

“I’m officially an old bitch.”

Taylor laughs and responds, “Age is nothing but a number, and you are as sexy and beautiful today as you were when we first met.”

“Liar.”

“Cougar.”

I laugh and say, “I love you, baby.”

Taylor kisses me, says, “I love you too, babe,” and exits our bedroom.

Turning fifty felt so far away, but here I am. Today is my fiftieth birthday. Taylor and I have been together for fifteen years, and it hasn’t felt that long. I know it’s a good thing, but when I think about how long we’ve been together, it sometimes doesn’t feel real.

No relationship is perfect, and Taylor and I have had many issues throughout our relationship. We’ve gotten past every issue that arose and couldn’t be in a better place than we are. When I think that I almost lost the love of my life and future wife because of my fear and insecurities, I feel blessed and grateful that Taylor wouldn’t allow it.

Taylor’s favorite saying is that age is just a number. It is to us but isn’t to many others. Regardless of my age, I still have many life experiences that are coming my way. Tonight, I will celebrate my fiftieth birthday by being surrounded by my friends, family, and the love of my life. In two years, I will celebrate Taylor’s fortieth. The most important thing is that as life continues, Taylor will be there with me, and I will be there with her.

“FIRST EXPERIENCE”

I’d been on the website so many times that I’ve lost count. I’d looked through so many profile pictures over the years and contacted many women but would lose my nerve. It was the same every time. I would see an attractive woman, become excited, and imagine being with her. I’d complete the inquiry form and receive a response. Nervousness would then enter my mind and body, overtaking the initial excitement until I saw her profile.

I couldn’t believe my eyes when I saw her profile. Her details read, “Former adult star, Brianna Banx. Age 30, 5'4" tall, 115 pounds, blonde hair, blue eyes with measurements of 34dd - 25"- 34." Available to couples, men, and women for in-calls and outcalls.  

The about me portion of her profile read, “Thank you for your interest in our stars. If you would like to meet one of our many stars, include her name in the email. Text messages will not be checked or responded to. For the fastest response, please email.”

I went into my email account, which I used solely for adult content websites, to inquire about escorts. I wrote, “I would like to inquire about Brianna Banx’s availability,” pressed the send button, and received an automated response an hour later.

I clicked the web link inside the email and read the requirements. I’d never seen so many requirements for booking an escort. If I wanted to book Brianna, I needed to provide my legal name, address, and links to social media accounts and upload my driver's license for a background check. I closed the web browser. The thought of an escort agency having my personal information was too much for me at the time.

I went into one of my many adult content websites, logged in, and scrolled through the dozens of Brianna’s lesbian pornography scenes. I undressed and clicked on one of my favorite clips. It was a point-of-view scene where Brianna was on her knees with a woman’s legs draped over her shoulders.

I watched the scene while imagining I was the woman with her legs draped over Brianna’s shoulders. I masturbated while I wondered how good she would make me feel and gave myself an orgasm. There were many women adult performers I enjoyed watching, but Brianna was by far my favorite. Brianna Banx has been my favorite since I discovered her when I typed the search term “teen girl has first lesbian experience porn” into the search engine video search.

I had struggled with my sexuality for most of my life, but I knew the type of girls I felt a sexual attraction toward, and Brianna was my ideal type. I clicked the video and began watching. What made the scene even better was I looked similar to the girl in the scene with Brianna.

I imagined the girl in the scene with Brianna was me. I imagined it was me she was going down on, and it was me between her legs, licking and fingering her pussy. I made myself cum twice during the ten-minute video clip. I watched that scene so many times that I memorized the lines. Watching Brianna’s sex scenes made me stop questioning whether I was gay or not.

However, the only child of real estate tycoon Phillip Wellington and socialite Amanda Wellington couldn’t be gay. It would bring shame to my parents and hurt their social standing. Beyond that, my parent’s comments about same-sex relationships made me feel that they wouldn’t accept me. I was afraid they would disown me and cut me off financially, so I continued to pretend to be someone I wasn’t.

I pretended to be someone I wasn’t through college and law school. I had boyfriends here and there because I needed to have boyfriends to hide the truth. The relationships never worked out. Men want and expect sex, and when a woman doesn’t like to put out, it’s a matter of time before men go elsewhere.

I didn’t need to give much thought to remaining in California when I was hired by the best law firm in Los Angeles after graduating from law school. I thought as time passed, I would embrace and explore my sexuality, but all I did was continue to pretend that I wasn’t gay. I worried that it would affect my career, but other things made me worried and fearful.

When you come from a wealthy family and have money of your own, it isn’t easy to know if people like you for you or because of what you have. I didn’t want to be seen at gay bars or nightclubs for fear of potentially seeing someone I knew and needing to explain why I was there. I didn’t know how to go about meeting women.

I didn’t create an online dating profile seeking women for fear of the same reason I didn’t frequent gay nightclubs or bars. More than anything, I was worried about meeting the right woman and losing her because of my need to keep who I was hidden. I craved the touch of a woman, and the more I thought about it, the more I felt the right way for me to have my first lesbian encounter was to hire a professional. I didn’t have the nerve to go through with it.

I was as unhappy as I’d ever been when I came across Brianna’s profile on the escort website. I felt trapped in my life. I became an attorney to make my father happy, but I didn’t enjoy being an attorney. I was thirty-two and no longer wanted to be an attorney, but I had no idea what I would do with my life. I felt like I was living the same day over and again, regardless of the day of the week.

I was lonely and tired of being alone. I was financially well off but had no one with who to share my life. More than anything, the touch of a woman that I had craved for so long was becoming unbearable. All I needed to do was complete the background form the agency sent, and I could be with Brianna Banx. It would be my fantasy coming true, but I was worried about disclosing my personal information to the agency.

I researched the name of the agency representing Brianna online. I learned that the agency only worked with professional models and adult entertainers. I found a few discussion forums and read threads started by many who used the agency and a few by women who used the agency. The agency seemed to be legitimate, but I decided to call.

I called a few times and received no answer. My calls went to an answering service that requested my contact information. I hung up each time. A week went by, and I decided to call again. I was surprised when someone answered.

“Lordes Enterprises, this is Deborah. How may I assist you?”

“I’d like to inquire about booking Brianna Banx.”

“In order to book any of our clients, you need to be screened. I can email you a background form. All you need to do is complete the form so we can vet you, and then you’re free to book Ms. Banx or any one of our other clients.”

“I’m aware of the background screening, but before I complete the form, I would like to know if Ms. Banx is available this weekend.”

“Please, give me a moment.”

I listened to the sound of the woman’s fingers depressing the keys to a computer, and she asked, “Your location, please.”

“Los Angeles, California.”

“Would this be for an incall or outcall?”

“Incall”

“How much time would you be seeking from Ms. Banx?”

“Overnight.”

“Do you understand that you would be paying Ms. Banx for her time and only her time?”

“I’m aware.”

“Would you be spending time with Ms. Banx alone or with someone else?”

“Alone.”

“Ms. Banx is available this weekend. If you would like to book her, you will need to complete the background form. Would you like me to email the form to you?”

“I already have it, but can you ensure discretion?”

“We at Lordes Enterprises ensure discretion for our clients and those seeking our clients' time.”

“How long does the background check take to complete.”

“Twenty-four to forty-eight hours.”

“Thank you.”

“Have a great day.”

I went into my email account, clicked on the web link, and began completing the form with my hands shaking. All I needed to do was upload my driver's license and press the submit button. I made myself a drink to calm my nerves. I uploaded my driver's license, clicked the submit button, and waited.

I received an email response the following night and was shocked at the cost of booking Brianna for an overnight stay. I needed to provide a non-refundable deposit of five hundred dollars and then pay another two thousand five hundred dollars to Brianna when she arrived. I made myself another drink and made the deposit. I had done it. I booked Brianna Banx for an overnight stay.

I was excited, but as the days continued, my excitement faded and was replaced with anxiety. I was paying Brianna for her time, but that time would be spent having sex with her. She was a professional and would have sex with me, but I worried that she wouldn’t find me attractive.

At my best, I was the pretty girl next door, and I was no longer looking my best. I was no longer a teen or in my twenties, and I felt older than I was at thirty-two. If Brianna needed to pretend to be attracted to me, it would ruin the entire experience, and I wouldn’t be able to go through it.

I was nervous when I awoke on Saturday morning, and as I went about my routine, the nervousness lessened. I had a light breakfast, and then I jogged to the gym. I worked out, jogged home, and had a light lunch. I cleaned up around the house and went to the liquor store to purchase a few bottles of wine.

I placed the bottles of wine into my wine refrigerator and showered. After I showered, it took a while for me to decide on how to dress. I decided to wear tight jeans and a tight shirt to accentuate my body. I kept my makeup light and finished my look with light red lipstick.

As I looked at myself in the mirror, my cell phone rang. I didn’t recognize the number, and I normally wouldn’t have answered, but it was getting close to Brianna’s arrival time, so I answered the call.

“Hello.”

“Hi, is this Emily?”

“Yes.”

“Great! This is Brianna. I’m sorry, but I’m calling to let you know that I’m running a bit behind schedule. Traffic is horrible, but I’ll be there in twenty minutes.”

“Okay. Thank you for calling.”

“My pleasure. I’ll see you soon.”

I opened a bottle of wine and poured myself a glass. I looked at the time, and with each passing minute, the nervousness I felt increased. My hands trembled so badly that I almost spilled my glass of wine.

My doorbell rang, and as I walked from my kitchen to the front door, my legs felt like they would give out. I took a deep breath, exhaled, and opened the door. Brianna was more beautiful in person. She had a small luggage bag and wheels and wore a tight black dress that left little to my imagination, along with black high heels. Her hair and lips looked amazing.

“Emily?”

“Yes.”

“I’m Brianna.”

“Please come in.”

Brianna walked past me, and the smell of her perfume was intoxicating. I stared at her ass and swaying hips as my heart pounded. I closed the door and locked it. “Would you like a glass of wine or something else to drink?”

“Red wine would be amazing.”

“Please, make yourself at home.”

I entered the kitchen and poured Brianna a glass of wine, my hand shaking worse than it had been. My hands shook so badly that I spilled a decent amount of wine onto the kitchen counter. I brought the glass of wine to Brianna and handed it to her with my hand and body trembling.

“Emily, please don’t be nervous.”

“I can’t help it. I’ve never done this before. It’s my first time.”

Brianna patted the seat on my couch beside her and smiled. I nervously sat beside her. She smiled and said, “Anything you would like to happen tonight will happen. I’m here for you.”

“May I ask you a question?”

“Sure.”

“Do you find me attractive?”

She giggled, sipped her wine, and stared at me. “I find you extremely attractive.”

“Are you just saying that?”

“No, I’m not. I was relieved when you opened the door.”

I couldn’t help but smile when she asked, “I’m not a fan of drinking alone.”

I was about to get off the couch when she placed her hand on top of my hand. “Please, allow me.”

Brianna smelled amazing. I again stared at her ass and swaying hips as she walked into the kitchen. She exited my kitchen, handed me the glass of wine, and sat down. We clinked glasses, sipped the wine, and looked at one another.

“May I ask you a question, Emily?”

“Yes.”

“Why did you choose to book me?”

“I’m a fan. I’m a huge fan of yours,” I replied with my voice trembling.

She giggled and said, “It’s always nice to meet a fan. Is it okay If I take my shoes off?”

I nodded and watched Brianna remove her heels. I found everything about Brianna to be sexy, even her toes and feet. I wanted her to put her feet onto my legs. I wanted to take hold of her foot and suck her toes. I stared at her feet and felt awkward when she noticed me staring.

“Emily, please relax.”

“I’m sorry. You make me nervous. I never imagined I would have you inside my house.”

She smiled and told me to move myself forward. I moved myself to the edge of the sofa, and Brianna placed herself behind me. She placed her hands on my trapezius and gently massaged it.

“You’re extremely tense. How am I doing.”

“It feels good.”

I could feel her breath on my neck and the tension being released from my muscles. I sighed in pleasure as she continued the massage. Brianna removed her hands from my trapezius muscles and placed her hands on my legs. She ran her hands up and down my legs and licked my earlobe.

I closed my eyes and enjoyed the feeling. When Brianna placed her hands on my breasts, I opened my eyes and jumped off the couch. “Did I do something wrong?”

I shook my head and looked at her with nervousness. “I’ve never been with a woman before.”

“Never?”

“Never.”

Brianna bit down on the lower right corner of her lips and smiled sexily. “I’m honored you chose me to be your first, and I look forward to being with you.”

“I’m extremely nervous. Can we talk for a bit?”

“Whatever you like, Emily.”

I retook my seat and asked, “Why did you retire?”

“I lasted a lot longer than I thought I would. I never thought I would become as popular as I was, but popularity is fleeting. There is always someone younger and hotter that comes along. I had a good run.”

“How long have you been doing this?”

“A few months. It pays much better than the industry is willing to pay me now. In order for me to earn what doing this pays, I would need to cross lines, and even if I have lines that I won’t cross. This is temporary. A means to an end.”

“What’s the end?”

“Liquidation. I’ve done well and have been smart with my finances. I’m going to cash out and leave the States.”

“For good?”

“That’s the plan.”

“Do you know where you’re going?”

“Thailand.”

“Why Thailand?”

“I won’t ever need to work another day in my life, and it’s LGBTIQA+ friendly. I’ve been there a few times, and that’s my destination.”

“Doesn’t it rain a lot?”

“I love the rain. I find it relaxing.”

“I do, too.”

“How familiar are you with my work?”

“I told you I was a huge fan, but I’m more of a super fan.”

“What about me made you a super fan?”

“You’re my ideal type.”

“What would you say is your favorite scene of mine?”

“I have a few.”

“Choose one.”

“If I needed to choose one, I could.”

“Tell me.”

“I can’t.”

“Please tell me.”

It’s a point-of-view scene where you’re on your knees with a woman’s legs draped over your shoulders. The camera is a close-up of you going down on the woman.”

“What is it about that scene that makes it your favorite.”

“I can’t.”

“It’s only me and you, and who would I tell?”

“I like to imagine that the woman you’re going down on is me.”

“Do you masturbate while you watch?”

I nodded and felt myself blush. Brianna giggled and smiled.

“How did you get started in the industry, Brianna?”

“I was homeless and turning tricks. I would hang out outside of a bar, waiting for guys to approach me. A guy, Tony, approached me and asked me to blow him. I told him I only gave covered blow jobs. Tony didn’t want a covered blow job and asked me how much to fuck me.

I told him the price. Tony agreed and paid me. He fucked me in the alley and then told me he had a way for me to earn three times as much for less time. He gave me his business card, and I called him. I needed to wait until I was legally an adult before I could film, but if not for him, I don’t know what my life would have become. There aren’t many opportunities for a teenage runaway.”

“Why were you a teenage runaway?”

“I was tired of my stepfather raping me and my mother not doing anything about it.”

“Oh my God! That’s fucking horrible! I can’t imagine what that was like for you!”

“It would be fucked up if it were true,” she responded through hysterical laughter.

“What’s wrong with you!?”

“Lot of things. The truth is that I loved sex, and a friend of mine had filmed a few scenes. She told me about it and got me in. My first scene ever was with her, and I was hooked. I was earning an absurd amount of money for someone my age, and it was great to get paid to fuck hot women. The downside is that I also needed to fuck guys, but I knew that going in, and it wasn’t like I hadn’t done it before.”

“You’re not bisexual?”

“I’m a thousand percent lesbian. I’ve never fucked a guy without monetary gain. I started extremely young, but enough about me. I’m curious, Emily. You’re hot, so why hire me when you wouldn’t have an issue finding a woman to get between your legs.”

“Family, friends, and my career.”

“Friends come and go. My father disowned me when he found out I was an adult entertainer after my mother disowned me for being gay. What do you do for a living?

“I’m a corporate attorney. I should make partner soon, and it will make me the youngest partner in the history of the firm.”

“You don’t seem excited about it.”

“That’s because I’m not excited. I became an attorney to make my father happy. He’s happy, and I’m not.”

“So why keep doing it?”

“I have no idea what else I would do.”

“What do you enjoy doing?”

“I don’t know. Every day feels the same, and I’ve been unhappy for so long that I don’t know what makes me happy anymore.”

“What used to make you happy?”

It was a simple question that she asked, and I believed most people wouldn’t have had a problem answering it. I sat silently beside Brianna and thought long and hard about her question but couldn’t answer. It made me realize that I didn’t know what made me happy.

“I don’t think I’ve ever been happy.”

“Would it be okay if I opened another bottle of wine?”

“It would be more than okay. It would be perfect.”

Brianna and I left my living room and entered my kitchen. She opened another bottle of wine and poured two glasses. I had booked Brianna to have my first lesbian experience, but with plenty of time left until morning, I decided to keep our conversation going.

“What makes you happy, Brianna?”

“Money.”

“Of all the things in life that you could choose, money is what makes you happy?”

“It may not be a typical answer, but that’s my answer. Money is what makes me happy?”

“Why?”

“Money will never judge me and make me feel horrible about myself. Money will never stab me in the back or turn its back on me. It represents security, and soon enough, I will have enough of it to make my goal from a goal to reality.”

“Thailand?”

“Thailand. I’ll spend my days enjoying the climate, people, and the culture. I’m a simple woman, and Thailand represents a simple life. It’s a pipe dream, but maybe I’ll find the woman with whom to share my life.”

“Why is it a pipe dream?”

“I’ve spent half my life having sex for money. I would be foolish to think that any woman would ever accept that and love me anyway.”

“You’re a romantic?”

Brianna laughed and nodded. “Oddly enough, I am, and although it’s unlikely that I’ll ever find love, I remain hopeful.”

“I can drink to that.”

We clinked glasses, sipped our wine glasses, and gazed into each other’s eyes. Brianna smiled, looked away, and took another sip from her wine glass.

“This is the most talking I’ve ever done on a date.”

“Do you get booked a lot for overnight stays?”

“No. I’m usually booked for a few hours at most and never at someone’s home. It’s usually a hotel.”

“I thought about booking a hotel room, but I didn’t think I would be comfortable.”

“You were worried about anyone knowing that you’d have me for the night.”

“Can you read me that easily?”

“I can read most people rather easily, and you’re not difficult to read.”

“If I’m so easy to read, tell me what I’m thinking.”

“I can do better than that. I can tell you what will happen between now and when I leave in the morning.”

“I’m all ears.”

“We’re going to continue speaking and drinking wine. The more wine you drink, the more you’ll lower your inhibitions. You’ll kiss me, and then we’ll do what you booked me to do. You’ll have the most amazing sex of your life, and after we part ways, you’ll think about this night with a smile on your face.”

I felt the effects of the wine and chuckled when she finished speaking. “I guess I am that easy for you to read.”

I couldn’t get over how surreal drinking wine and speaking to Brianna felt. I had spent so many years imagining what it would be like to have sex with Brianna Banx and never imagined my fantasy could become reality.

“Whenever you’re ready, beautiful.”

“Why did you choose the name Brianna Banx?”

She looked surprised when I asked the question. She stared at me and asked, “Do you really want to know?”

“I wouldn’t have asked the question if I didn’t.”

“Brie is usually a nickname for the name Brianna, but Brie is my actual name. I love money, and a slang term for money is making bank. I was going into the porn industry but using three x’s seemed to be too much. Brie would be making bank, so I decided to use the name Briana Banx.”

“Thank you for sharing that with me.”

“Is there anything else you would like to know about me?”

“What’s a typical date for you?”

“A typical date is a married man I meet at a high-end hotel. I’ll be there to do what his wife won’t do, which is typically suck his dick and allow him to fuck my ass. I’m normally nude within minutes and leave my date with a smile on his face.”

“Have you ever met with a couple?”

“I’ve been booked twice by couples, and both were married couples. The first time, the wife couldn’t go through it, but the husband paid me anyway. The second time I went down on the wife while the husband fucked my ass.”

“How many times has a woman booked you?”

“It’s my first time.”

I finished my glass of wine and looked at Brie. I placed my wine glass on the counter and closed the distance between us. I placed my hands on her hips, tilted my head, and moved my lips toward her lips. I closed my eyes and kissed her lips.

I removed my lips from her lips and removed my hands from her hips. I felt as if I were in a daze, yet I felt no nervousness or anxiety. “How was that for you?”

I couldn’t answer. I had kissed Brie’s lips but wanted to feel her tongue with mine. I again placed my hands on her hips, tilted my head, moved my lips toward her lips, and closed my eyes. How I felt when touching her tongue with mine was unlike anything I felt. 

Brie was an amazing kisser, and as we kissed, I couldn’t contain myself. I placed my hands on her ass and squeezed. When I squeezed her ass, she moaned into my mouth, placed her hands on my ass, and squeezed. I no longer wanted to speak. I was ready for my fantasy to become reality.

We stopped kissing, and I took hold of her hand. I walked her up the stairs and into my bedroom. Her look of excitement made me excited. “Emily, I’m here for you, and I want to satisfy you. Tell me what you want to happen.”

“I want you to do whatever you want to do to me. I want you to dominate me. I don’t want to think about what will happen. I want it to happen.”

“I can do that, but the experience will be much better if you tell me exactly what you want.”

The words left my mouth without thought or hesitation. I told Brianna everything I wanted her to do to me and told her it didn’t need to happen in a particular order. It was the most amazing sex of my life and life-changing.

Brie French kissed me and slowly undressed me. I was nude with Brie’s right hand playing with my pussy while she used her left hand to caress my tits. “Get onto the bed. I need to get my suitcase, and when I return, I want your legs spread.”

I did as she told me. When she returned with her suitcase, she immediately unzipped and opened her suitcase. Brie removed her tight black dress, and seeing her nude body in person was much better than seeing it on screen.

Brie placed herself on top of me and kissed me with her tongue as she played with my pussy. She stopped kissing me, sucked my nipples, and licked down my stomach. She teased me by kissing and licking my inner thighs and blowing on my wet pussy.

As soon as I felt her tongue lick my pussy, I closed my eyes and shouted, “Yes!”

I locked my legs across her lower back and opened my eyes. Watching her eat my pussy as she looked up at me was close to the scene that I had masturbated to so many times, and that I told her was my favorite scene.

I didn’t expect to cum as fast as I did, but I had the most intense and mind-altering orgasm within minutes. Brie continued orally pleasing me for a few more minutes and then stopped. “You have the best-tasting pussy I’ve ever had,” she told me.

I didn’t know or care if she was telling me that because she felt it was what I wanted to hear or if she truly felt that way. I was lost in the moment and wanted to be dominated. “Roll the fuck over and put your ass in the air.”

I quickly rolled over and complied. Brie kissed each of my ass cheeks and the bit. I felt her tongue rim my asshole and then enter. “Oh, fuck!”

I never had my ass eaten before and couldn’t deny how it made me feel. I thought it was the most pleasurable feeling I had experienced until Brianna inserted her fingers into my pussy. Brie sucked, licked, rimmed, and fucked my ass with her tongue while finger fucking me. I again had an orgasm within minutes. My arms gave out, and my face crashed onto my bed.

“I’m going to fuck you like you’ve never been fucked before! Get onto your back!” she exclaimed.

I felt her get off my bed and complied with my eyes closed. I felt Brie get back onto the bed and then the feeling of a cock against my pussy. At that moment, I realized she was about to fuck me hard and fast, as I had told her.

She entered me and yelled, “Take this dick!”

Brie fucked me harder and faster than I thought was possible. It was the first time I had an orgasm while being fucked. There was no premature ejaculation followed by disappointment. There was no need to finish myself off after being disappointed.

Brie removed the dildo from my pussy, got off my bed, and said, “I need a minute.”

I watched her remove the strapon and looked at her sweat-drenched body. I got off the bed and stuck my tongue into her mouth. The taste of my pussy and ass in her mouth made me want to make her cum. I didn’t know if I could, but I would do my best.

I stopped kissing her and pushed her onto my bed. I spread her legs and buried my face between them. The scent and taste of her pussy made me feel like my body would explode. It was my first time eating my pussy, but based on the sounds leaving Brie’s mouth, combined with her body movements, made me feel that I was doing a good job.

When she screamed, “Oh my God, Emily!” I went to another level.

As I devoured her delicious pussy, I thought about how hard I studied to pass the bar examination all those years ago. At that moment, I had an epiphany, and it made me feel as good about myself as ever.

The countless hours I had spent studying for the bar examination weren’t comparable to the amount of time I had spent watching lesbian porn. I had devoted more time to watching and masturbating to lesbian porn than I ever had to study. I was great at eating pussy.

I penetrated Brie with my middle finger and finger blasted her while sucking her clitoris.  “Fuck! Emily! I’m going to cum!”

Brie said she would cum, and she did at the top of her lungs. Hearing her cum in person was unlike how I had heard her cum in her sex scenes. My mind began to race. I wondered if she faked having an orgasm to make me feel that I had pleased her.

I removed my middle finger from her pussy and stopped sucking her clit. I placed myself beside her, and she kissed me passionately. “Thank was amazing. Had you not told me that you hadn’t been with a woman before, I would have no way of knowing. You’re a natural.”

“I’ve heard you orgasm in your scenes, and you never sounded how you did just now.”

“That’s because I normally didn’t orgasm when I filmed. Out of the hundreds of scenes I recorded, I must have cum a handful of times at most. What’s on your mind?”

“You told me earlier tonight that you were hopeful that you would find love one day. Have you ever been in love before?”

“Yeah, I have been. It was a long time ago.”

“How long ago?”

“I was a couple of years into my career. I was twenty, and Amelia was a few years older. We met at a party and hit it off. She was smart, beautiful, and had an amazing sense of humor. I would laugh so much with her that my face would hurt.”

“Did she know you were in the industry?”

“She knew. I was honest from the start. Amelia told me she was okay with it until she wasn’t any longer. It was about a year and a half later that she told me she wanted me to quit and move with her to Seattle.”

“Do you regret not quitting?”

“I did for a while, but not anymore. I don’t know if it would have lasted, but the fact that Amelia moved on so quickly after me leads me to believe it wouldn’t have lasted.”

“How about you? Have you ever been in love?”

“No, not even close. A gay woman exclusively dating guys tends to ensure love isn’t in the cards.”

“You’ve had your first lesbian experience, so what now?”

“I don’t know. All I know at this moment is that I’m happy. Thank you for tonight.”

“It was my pleasure,” she responded with laughter.

I heard Brie’s stomach grumble and smiled. “Hungry?”

“No, I’m okay.”

“I’m not much of a cook, but I do make amazing strawberry pancakes.”

“I don’t want you to go through the trouble just for me.”

“It’s no trouble at all, and I can eat. I skipped dinner. I was too nervous about meeting you.”

“If you don’t mind.”

I kissed Brie, got out of bed, and put a robe on. I tossed another robe onto my bed and left my bedroom. I went into the kitchen and finished making pancakes when Brie joined me. “They smell great.”

“They taste even better.”

“These are so good!”

Brie and I talked while eating strawberry pancakes in my kitchen. She told me she was from a small town in Iowa and moved to Los Angeles to attend college. Brie told me that she dropped out of college when her friend told her about the adult entertainment industry. When I asked her how her father found out she was in the adult entertainment industry, she told me that a friend of her father’s had come across a few of her scenes and told him.

“When was the last time you spoke to your parents?”

“I haven’t seen or spoken to them in nine years. My mother refused to accept my sexuality, and my father told me as long I was in the industry, I no longer had a home.”

“Do you keep in touch with anyone from your family?”

“No. Not one cousin, aunt, or uncle.”

“You’re not in the industry anymore, though.”

“I’m still a lesbian, and besides, they all turned their backs on me. That is something I will never forget or forgive. I thought a parent’s love was unconditional, but it’s not.”

After eating, Brie and I left the kitchen and went back into my bedroom. She removed her robe and stared at me with yearning. How she looked at me made me excited. I removed my robe and looked at her in the same manner.

I had fantasized about what it would be like to have a sixty-nine with Brie, but the reality was so much better. It was sexually stimulating to eat her pussy while she ate my pussy. Brie ate my pussy so well that, at times, I needed to stop eating her pussy because I couldn’t continue. After she made me cum, I made her cum. We kissed and cuddled, and I was about to fall asleep when I realized I hadn’t paid her yet.

I got out of bed and opened the top drawer of my nightstand. I removed the money envelope, said, “This is for you,” and placed it on the nightstand.

“Thank you, Emily.”

“You’re welcome.”

She smiled, kissed me, and rolled over. I closed my eyes and fell asleep. I opened my eyes, stretched my arms, and realized I was alone in bed. I looked at the nightstand to find that the money envelope and Brie’s suitcase were gone. Brie was expensive but worth every penny. That one night with Brie had been life-altering, but I had no idea the extent of how life-altering it would be.

On that Sunday, I remember feeling alive and happy for the first time in a long time. When I looked at my image in the mirror, I no longer felt the girl next door pretty. I felt hot, sexy, and desirable. One night with Brie made me feel comfortable in my skin for the first time in my life.

It was Wednesday of that week. I was exhausted and realized why when I noticed it was dark outside and then looked at the time. It was after 9 PM, and I was still in my office. I was working my ass off to become a partner in a firm when I had no desire to continue my career. I was back to where I had been. I was unhappy, felt trapped, and felt dead inside.

I thought of Brie. It wasn’t that I wanted to see her. It was that I needed to see her. I needed to see Brie again so I could feel happy and alive. The next night, I went back onto the escort website to find her profile, but I couldn’t find her. During lunch on the following day, I called the agency to book Brie.

“Lordes Enterprises. This is Veronica. How may I assist you?”

“I would like to book Brianna Banx for tomorrow night. I’m a returning client and have already gone through the background screening.”

“I’m sorry, but we no longer represent Ms. Banx. Would you like to book someone else?”

“No, thank you.”

Brie’s profile was no longer on the escort website, and the agency no longer represented her. I felt deflated and sad. I searched online for Brie for hours that night, and it was pointless. I had no way to get in contact, and in a city with close to four million people, the likelihood of bumping into her somewhere was unlikely.

I would normally tend to clean my house and run my errands on Sunday, but I decided that I needed to spend Sunday relaxing. I went grocery shopping and, with my laundry in the washing machine, cleaned up around my house.

I was in my bedroom, dusting my nightstand, and as I always did, I opened the drawer to dust off the top of the drawer. The money envelope was inside but upside down. I grabbed the money envelope and opened it. I counted the money, and it was all there. I turned the envelope over and rubbed my eyes in disbelief.

“Last night was amazing. Thank you,” was written on the front of the envelope. Below her written words were her name, Brie,” with a heart over the letter I. Below her name was a phone number.

I grabbed my cell phone and texted the number. “Brie? This is Emily.”

I stared at my cell phone and opened my eyes wide when I received a text response. “Hi, beautiful!”

“I tried to book you again and couldn’t.”

“I’m no longer doing that.”

“I want to see you again.”

“I would like to see you too. Come to my place.”

“Okay.”

Brie texted me her address, and off I went. Her place was about half an hour from my house, but it took me over an hour to get there because of traffic. She met me outside and looked gorgeous. “Hi, beautiful.”

“Hey,” I responded as I felt myself blush.

It was a one-bedroom apartment that was the size of a small studio apartment. It was immaculate and tastefully decorated. It was so clean I felt I could eat off the floors. “Let me give you a tour. It’ll take all of a minute.”

“This where the magic doesn’t happen,” she said with laughter.

I gazed into her eyes with lust, and she stopped laughing. She returned my look, and I couldn’t contain myself. I pushed her onto the bed. I pulled her shorts and panties down to her ankles and off. I pushed her legs apart, placed myself between her legs, and went at it.

“Oh, fuck, Emily!”

I went from thinking I would never see Brie again to eating her pussy on her bed inside her apartment. “It's so good to see you again!” she moaned while moving my hair away from my face.

I stopped going down on her and swung her left leg over her right leg. It took Brie only seconds to realize the position I wanted her to be in. I rimmed her asshole and alternated between licking, sucking, and tongue fucking her ass while finger fucking her pussy.

“That feels so fucking good! Don’t stop, Emily. Make me cum!”

I made Brie cum by tongue fucking her asshole while finger-blasting her pussy. She got off the bed, removed her shirt, and said, “Clothes off.”

I removed my clothes, got onto her bed, and spread my legs. I called her to me by waving my index finger and pointing to my clitoris. Brie alternated between licking and sucking my clitoris and made me cum without penetrating me. After making me cum, she fucked me silly with her strap-on, resulting in me having another orgasm.

We cuddled and kissed on her bed, and I asked, “Why didn’t you leave the envelope on the nightstand instead of putting it in the drawer?”

“I didn’t want to seem too desperate to see you again, but I didn’t think it would take you a week to find it. I’m happy it didn’t take longer.”

“I didn’t think I would ever see you again, Brie.”

“Call me Oliv.”

“Oliv?”

“Brie Olivia Sanders. My friends call me Oliv.”

“Okay, Oliv.”

I had so many experiences that I wanted to have, and Oliv enjoyed giving me experiences that I thought would never happen. When I admitted to Oliv that I found her feet and toes sexy, she let me suck and lick her feet and toes. Oliv used her big toe to play with my pussy and made me cum by fucking me with it.

I told Oliv that I wanted to be dominated. I told her that I wanted her to tie me up, put a ball gag into my mouth, and do whatever she wanted to me. Whatever she wanted to me consisted of her fucking my pussy with her strap-on with a butt plug in my ass. After fucking my pussy, she removed the butt plug from my ass and replaced it with the dildo. It was the first time I had anal sex, and although it hurt, I enjoyed the mix of pleasure and pain. It was one of the best orgasms I ever had.

It had been a little over two months since Oliv and I began sleeping together. Oliv took me to an industry party in the Hollywood Hills at adult entertainment producer David Hay’s home. The house was stately, and Oliv introduced me to so many people that my head was spinning. My head was also spinning from the number of beautiful women in attendance, many of whom I was familiar with through my years of watching porn.

I was in the pool with Oliv and two performers who were extremely familiar to me, Christy Snow and Venus Sweet. From the time Oliv and I arrived, and she introduced me to Venus and Christy, they flirted and made sexual comments to me. I was feeling no pain from the amount of alcohol I had consumed. Christy was to my right, and Venus was to my left, and Oliv beside Venus.

Venus said something into Oliv’s ear. I couldn’t hear what was said, but whatever was said seemed to amuse and intrigue Oliv. Oliv said something into Venus’s ear. Venus and Christy got out of the pool, and Oliv pressed her body against mine. She kissed me and asked, “Are you having a good time?”

“I’m having a great time.”

“Venus and Christy want us to have a private party with them.”

“What do you mean?”

“You told me of all the things you want to experience, and a threesome is at the top of the list. A foursome would be so much better.”

“A foursome with you and them?”

“Yeah.”

Oliv kissed me passionately and placed her hand beneath my bathing suit. As she touched me, she said, “It’ll be amazing. Imagine three tongues exploring your body at the same time.”

I was dripping wet, and it wasn’t because I was inside the pool. It was because as Oliv played with my pussy I imagined Venus, Christy, and Oliv pleasing me at the same time. “What do you think, Emily?”

“I love the idea.”

“Great, let’s go.”

Oliv and I exited the pool and walked into the house where Venus and Christy were waiting. “Just the girl I need!” David shouted as he approached Oliv.

“I need to speak to you in private.”

“Can it wait?” Oliv responded.

“Give me a few minutes.”

“Okay, David.”

Oliv told me to go with Christy and Venus to the main bedroom. She told me to get started without her, and she would join us. I was nervous but more excited than nervous. Venus and Christy were gorgeous and had amazing natural bodies, which was more of a turn-on for me because I have a dislike for fake tits and asses.

As soon as we entered the main bedroom, Christy and Venus removed their bikinis. Looking at their nude bodies excited me. “Have you ever been with more than one woman?” Christy asked, and I shook my head.

“This is going to be fun!” Venus exclaimed.

Christy and Venus walked to me. Christy removed my top as Venus removed my bottom. Within seconds, Christy was kissing me while Venus went down on me. They stopped only long enough to get me onto the king-size bed. Venus again began to go down on me, and Christy sat on my face.

I found it to be extremely erotic to have my pussy eaten while eating pussy. I had an orgasm within minutes that amused Christy and Venus. After making me cum, Venus and Christy took turns eating my pussy and then ate my pussy together. As they ate my pussy together, I shouted, “Oh, my fucking God!”

It was hot to watch them kiss each other and then go back to eating me at the same time. I didn’t think the feeling of two tongues licking my pussy at the same could be surpassed until Oliv finally joined us. Oliv had me get off the bed so she could get onto the bed. I sat on top of Oliv, and she licked my asshole while Christy and Venus ate my pussy together, resulting in another orgasm.

That one encounter with Oliv, Christy, and Venus crossed off everything I fantasized about experiencing. I was double penetrated by Oliv and Christy and had double vaginal afterward. I felt like I was being ripped apart, but the pleasure outweighed the pain.

I ate Venus’s pussy with Oliv. I ate Christy’s ass while Oliv and Venus took turns going down on Christy. I fucked Oliv, Christy, and Venus’s pussies and asses with a strap-on. Everything that women could sexually do to other women was done that night.

Oliv drove me home in the morning. “I know the answer, but I want to hear it. How was last night for you?”

“It was amazing. I don’t have any more boxes to check off.”

“I’m glad that I’ve helped you check off your boxes. I’m happy we met, and I’m going to miss you when I leave.”

“I feel the same, but you’re not leaving for a while.”

“I’m leaving in two months.”

“Two months?”

“In two months, my ass will be in Thailand. Remember the condominium I was upset about losing? The sale fell through, and it's mine!”

“That’s great.”

“I meant to tell you last night, but it slipped my mind when Venus told me that she and Christy wanted to do what they did to you last night.”

“You mean us.”

“No, I mean you. You’ve come a long way since I met you, but I knew you wouldn’t do it without me, so I inserted myself into the picture.”

“You did want to do it, though, right?”

“I’ve been there, and I’ve done that on video and in my personal life. I did that for you.”

“You wouldn’t have been with them if not for me?”

“No, but it’s all good. I had a great night, and it was made even better because I was able to help make that happen for you,” she responded with a wink.

“Thank you.”

“You’re welcome.”

During the next month, I felt off. I was my usual self around Oliv, but when I wasn’t around Oliv, I morphed into a different person. I was normally easygoing and empathetic, but that was no longer the case. I was easily annoyed, and my temper drastically changed. I had never made anyone cry before, but I did during that month more than once. I didn’t know what was happening to me.

It was a Friday afternoon when my boss and managing partner of the firm entered my office. He closed the door behind him, sat, and told me that he believed my change in personality was due to me being overworked. “Emily, you come in when you’re sick and haven’t taken a vacation in three years. We need you at your best, so you’re going to take three weeks off. When you come back, you’ll be you again.”

I remember leaving the office and feeling happy that I was forced to take time off and happier that I had three weeks to spend with Oliv. “You’re going to Thailand for two weeks?”

“I need to get things in order over there, and it can’t be done remotely. Come with me.”

“I can’t go with you. My passport expired.”

“Why did you let your passport expire?”

“I don’t go anywhere.”

Two weeks of my three-week vacation would be without Oliv. Without Oliv, I had no idea what to do with myself. I’d been home for three days and did nothing but alternate between moping around my house and watching movies. In three days without Oliv, I was lost. When my doorbell rang, I was surprised. I hadn’t ordered anything and wasn’t expecting anyone.

I opened the door and stared at her in disbelief. I immediately began crying. It was my cousin and the closest person I had to a best friend, Melanie. “Surprise from New York, bitch!”

“What are you doing here?!”

“Imagine my surprise when I called your office and was told you were on vacation. I was like, “My cousin is on vacation?” I knew you would be home, so I booked a flight, and here I am.”

“It’s so great to see you!” I sobbed and held her tightly.

“I know,” she responded with laughter.

My cousin, Melanie, was the black sheep of our family. She danced to the beat of her drum and didn’t care about what anyone in our family thought about her. Instead of going to college, she went to cosmetology school. Despite her owning and operating an extremely profitable salon, our family still looked down on her.

“What about your salon?”

“My salon is a finely tuned machine.”

Melanie smirked and raised her left hand. “Mel! You’re engaged?!”

“I’m engaged! I know how you feel about going home, but since you’re going to be my maid of honor, you’ll need to get your ass on a plane.”

Melanie and I hadn’t spoken in months, and I hadn’t seen her in years, but it was like nothing had changed. It felt like we were back in New York as teenagers while we hung out inside my house. Melanie and I did what we always did when getting together. We began drinking like a fish.

I sat in the living room as Melanie used the bathroom. When she exited the bathroom with the money envelope in her hand, I laughed. It was a running joke between Oliv and I. I would hide the envelope in her apartment, and when she found it, she would hide it in my house.

My laughter stopped when Mel asked, “Who is Brie, and why is she thanking you with a wad of cash?”

My heart pounded, and my pulse raced. I had no idea how to answer Mel’s question. “Em?”

If I could be honest with anyone, it was Melanie. I finished my drink as she sat beside me. I scrolled through the photographs on my cell phone and handed the cell phone to my cousin.

“That’s Brie.”

“Isn’t she a porn star?!”

“Former porn star.”

Mel was deep in thought as she alternated between staring at Oliv’s picture and me. “A former porn star paid to have sex with you?!”

“It’s the other way around.”

I never imagined I would say the words out loud to anyone, but I said those words to Mel. I explained my struggles and how I met Oliv and told her everything that happened between Oliv and me. I told my cousin how Oliv made me feel and how I was forced to go on vacation because I wasn’t acting like myself since Oliv told me she would be leaving for Thailand for good.

“You had a foursome with two porn actresses and a former porn star.”

“After everything I’ve told you, what’s on your mind?”

“Sorry. You’re the smartest person I know, and I find it odd that you don’t know why you’ve been acting the way you told me.”

“I don’t know. What do you think?”

“I think you’re in love with her.”

“I’m in love with her? Fuck, I’m in love with her.”

“What are you going to do?”

“There’s nothing I can do. If Brie felt that way about me, she wouldn’t be leaving.”

“Maybe she wouldn’t be leaving if she knew how you felt about her.”

“What do I do?”

“Tell her, Em.”

“What if I tell her, and she leaves anyway?”

“At least you’ll know.”

I needed that time with Melanie more than I knew. Getting the perspective of someone who lived the life she wanted made me realize that I hadn’t lived at all. My entire life was based on making other people happy, and that’s why I was unhappy for so long. I was certain that I would be able to tell Oliv how I felt about her when she returned, but as the days of her return approached, I was no longer certain.

During Oliv’s time in Thailand, we didn’t speak much. She was extremely busy getting things in order, and the fourteen-hour time difference didn’t help. Oliv would be coming to my house from the airport, and it made me excited yet nervous.

Oliv arrived, and I greeted her with a kiss and a tight hug. “Em, I stink. I’ve been in the air for over twenty hours, and I need a shower badly.”

“Yes. I would love to take a shower with you.”

“Missed me, huh?”

“Oh, yeah.”

The nervousness I felt about telling Oliv how I felt about her left my body because telling her how I felt wasn’t on my mind. I wanted to show her and make her feel how much I had missed her.

I loved having shower sex with Oliv, but as we kissed and washed each other’s bodies, I couldn’t help but think about it never happening again. I shook it off and attacked Oliv like a wild animal that had been released into the wild from captivity.

“Oh God, Emily! Fuck!” she shouted as I licked her pussy, and asshole as if my tongue were a paintbrush. 

I rose to my feet, kissed her with my tongue, and fingered her pussy until she had an orgasm. After Oliv had an orgasm, she slid down the back wall of the shower and onto her ass in a seated position. Oliv devoured my pussy and made me cum by only using her mouth and tongue.

After showering, we dried each other off and got into my bed nude. I kissed Oliv while on top of her with my tits pressed against hers. “Em, I need a nap. I’m so tired.”

“Close your eyes. I’ll be here when you awake.”

As I watched Oliv sleep, the thought of never having her in bed beside me made me want to cry. I did not doubt that I was in love with her and didn’t want her to leave. I was worried about her telling me she didn’t feel the same way and leaving anyway, but as my cousin told me, at least I would know.

Oliv was beyond exhausted. She slept the rest of the day and into the morning as I tossed and turned while thinking about the right time to tell her how I felt. Oliv awoke as I finished making strawberry pancakes. “You’re the best. I’m starving. I will miss a lot of things in Los Angeles, but your pancakes are close to the top of my list,” she said as she ate.

“What’s the first thing on your list.”

“You.”

I was nervous, but it felt like the right time to tell her. “You don’t need to leave.”

“It was always my plan.”

“I know that, but you don’t need to leave, and I don’t want you to leave.”

“You’ll be fine without me. You’re going to meet some hot and successful woman who will sweep you off your feet.”

“That’s already happened, Olivia. I don’t want you to leave because I want us to be together. I’m in love with you.”

“What?”

“The only thing that has ever made sense in my life is you. Brie Olivia Sanders, I’m in love with you, and if you leave, you will shatter my heart so badly that it won’t ever heal. Please don’t leave.”

“Emily, you don’t love me. I’m nothing more than a phase in your life.”

“I love you. I didn’t think I would ever fall in love, but I have. I’ve fallen in love with you, and I want to be with you. I can’t be with you if you leave. I didn’t know what happiness meant until I met you. I know how I feel, Olivia. The only thing that matters is if you feel the same about me.”

“What about your career, your friends and family? I spent over a decade of my life being fucked on video.”

“I hate being an attorney, and it affects my career, so be it. I don’t have many friends, and I’ve lived my entire life making my family happy. I want to be happy for myself, and being with you makes me happy.”

“I don’t want to ruin your life.”

“My life will be ruined with you. Do you feel the same about me? Do you love me?”

“Are you sure?”

“Olivia, do you love me?”

“I love you, Emily. I love you more than I’ve loved anything or anyone.”

Oliv remained in Los Angeles and moved in with me a week later. I went back to my firm, was my usual self, and asked to become a partner two months later. Instead of accepting, I resigned. I came out to my family a week later. I was hired by the district attorney’s office a few months later after Oliv helped me realize that I hated being a corporate attorney but didn’t hate the law.

Five years later, I became the district attorney of Los Angeles, but that didn’t prevent me from becoming the new Emily. Being elected didn’t outweigh me being gay and marrying a former porn star. After eight years of being the district attorney for the city of Los Angeles, Oliv and I made a permanent move to Thailand.

It had always been her dream and goal to move to Thailand, so when the condominium she had always wanted and passed on because of me was listed for sale, I purchased it. We’ve lived in Thailand for six years and couldn’t be happier. Oliv and I own and operate an extremely successful nightclub, at least by Thai standards. We don’t need the money or do it for the money.

Oliv helped me to find my passion and allowed me to live my passion for thirteen years, so the least I could do for her was support her in following her passion. The best decision I ever made was to book Brie Banx. Had I not booked Brie Banx, I would have never met her. I would never have met her, fallen in love, or married Brie Olivia Sanders. Until I met her, I didn’t know what true happiness was and what it was like to be in love, but now I do.

“TONIGHT IS THE NIGHT”

It’s taken me a long time to get where I am, but I’m finally here.

I can no longer be her shoulder to cry on. I can no longer stand idly by as I watch her make the same mistakes over and over. I can no longer hide my feelings.

Tonight is the night I finally tell Nicki what I should have told her years ago.

She just broke up with another boyfriend, and as usual, she’s coming over to my place tonight for our usual condolence ceremony.

We’ll drink wine, and she’ll cry on my shoulder. I’ll tell her everything will be okay, and we’ll talk all night long and wind up cuddling in my bed.

She’ll tell me how great of a friend I am and how she won’t know what to do without me. I’ll tell her she’s a great friend to me and how I wouldn’t know what I’d do without her.

We’ll smile at each other, say good night to each other, and she’ll roll over and go to sleep.

I’ll stare at the ceiling, wishing I had the nerve to tell her the reason we’re doing this again is that we’re meant to be together.

I’ll lay in my bed with my arms wrapped around her, wishing I could tell her how in love I am with her.

She’ll wake fresh as a daisy as I will have spent another sleepless night.

We’ll go out for breakfast. She’ll order pancakes and a large orange juice. I’ll order two eggs over easy and play with my food until she finishes eating.

After breakfast, we’ll either go back to her place or back to mine and spend the day watching terrible romance movies on cable television.

I’ll tell her that her special someone is out there and just hasn’t found her yet. She’ll smile at me, I’ll smile at her, and then we’ll part ways for the rest of the weekend.

Tonight, it will not be the usual. Tonight will be different. Tonight, I’m going to tell her how I feel. Tonight, I’m going to tell her I’m in love with her.

The different scenarios play over and over again in my head.

She may be horrified and plummet to her death as she leaps off my balcony and screams, “No!”

She may tell me that we’re best friends and we can never be.

She may tell me that she can no longer be my friend.

All I know is that tonight will not be the usual.

The thought of not having her in my life is terrifying, but I’m at my breaking point.

I know my failure in love is not her fault. It’s my fault.

Every girl I’ve ever dated has either been too tall, too short, too fat, or too skinny.

Every girl I’ve dated is either not funny enough, too funny, or has no sense of humor at all.

Every girl I’ve dated either has no time for me at all or too much time for me. She’s either not affectionate enough or overly affectionate.

The fact is, no matter who I date, it won’t work out because those girls are not my special ones. Those girls are not her, but no matter, I can’t stop myself from comparing them to her.

The truth is no girl compares to Nicki.

She’s five feet six inches tall and has long black hair and dark blue eyes. She’s fit and has a body that is shaped like a genie bottle. Her face is slender, and she has full luscious lips.

Physical attributes aside, she’s intelligent, humorous, kind, and generous. She’s the type of person who would give a person the shirt off her back.

I often feel sorry for her. Based on her looks alone, women assume that she’s a bitch without saying a single word to her.

The guys she dates are usually the alpha male types. The super confident, egotistical, my shit doesn’t stink sort of guys.

It makes sense, as it takes a super-confident guy to approach a girl who looks like she does.

Around and around, she goes like a merry-go-round with guy after guy as Nicki and I go around and around in the same manner when the inevitable breakup occurs.

I remember the day I met her as if it happened yesterday.

We were juniors in college. After two years of commuting, my parents moved for my dad’s job, and they felt it best not to uproot me.

I had just finished unpacking and realized that I had forgotten to pack a few toiletries.

I exited my dorm room, and as soon as I started to walk down the hallway, she walked toward me.

It felt as if time began to play in slow motion as I watched her walk down the hallway toward me. I became frozen in place.

As she closed the distance, I almost panicked. I opened my door, closed it, opened it again, walked inside, and then back outside.

She looked at me oddly for a moment and then smiled at me. When she smiled at me, it was as if I was brought back to reality as time began to move at normal speed.

“Are you new here?” she asked as I slowly nodded my head and then slowly shook my head as she looked at me with confusion.

“I’m Nicollet…and you are?” she asked me as I smiled at her and replied, “Hi, I’m Jackie. I’m new to dorm life but not to the school. I used to commute,” I responded.

“Well, Jackie, it looks like we’re going to be next-door neighbors,” she said to me warmly.

That was one of the two awkward moments Nicki and I ever had. From that day onward, we became fast friends. We did everything together, and we were around each other constantly.

It was no secret that I was a lesbian. That simple fact made it difficult for me to make platonic girlfriends. Nicki had difficulty making friends with girls simply because of her looks.

I had never had a person in my life I could refer to as my best friend, and neither did Nicki, but that’s what we became.

My being a lesbian didn’t matter to Nicki. I was extremely attracted to her but didn’t make it known to her. Besides, she was dating a douchebag named Brian at the time.

A few months into our senior year, Nicki and Brian broke up. She was beyond upset over the breakup. She was really into him, and he was really into getting laid with any girl who would let him.

We were in my dorm room drinking wine and talking as I did my best to console her over her breakup.

My dorm room was dimly lit as we sat on my small couch talking. To this day, I don’t know how it happened, only that it did.

I gazed into hers. She gazed into mine as we moved our faces toward one another. Our lips gently touched and then touched again.

We gently kissed a couple more times, and then we began kissing with our tongues. It was the most surreal moment of my life.

I remember thinking that I couldn’t believe what was happening between us. I ran my fingers through her hair and pressed my body into hers, and we passionately kissed.

I ran my hands up the sides of her body, and without thinking for a second, I ran my hand up her shirt and over her bra.

Nicki suddenly pulled away from me and looked at me with an odd look on her face. It was an awkward moment number two, in case you’re curious.

She started giggling and then hysterically laughing. I didn’t know what to think or what to do for a moment but decided to join her in laughter.

There we sat on my small couch laughing until she looked at me, smiled, and said, “I should go.”

I’ve been kicking myself for what I did next for the last three-plus years. Instead of telling or asking her not to go or find out why she should go, I said nothing.

As she arose from the couch and walked toward the door, my heart sank. I watched her open and close the door behind her.

I immediately jumped into my bed, buried my face in my pillow, and screamed out loud into the pillow, “I’m a fucking idiot!”

The next day, it was as if nothing at all happened between us. Neither of us ever brought it up and hasn’t to this day.

To complicate matters, Nicki is straight, as in not a lesbian.

We talk openly and freely about my relationships with girls the same way we do about her relationships with guys.

When do I tell her how I feel and how I’ve always felt about her, what are the chances she’ll even want to try to be with me?

That fact is what has always scared me the most about telling her.              

If she wants nothing to do with me, that will also mean that my relationship with her family will come to an end, as will her relationship with my family.

I’m sure I talk to her mom more than she does. Nicki is terrible at returning phone calls and prefers to text. Her mom doesn’t like to text, so she calls me often to check up on Nicki.

If you’re worried about Nicki finding this post, don’t worry. She would have been here for hours before it went live, and if she had come across it, I would have already told her what I needed to tell her.

For the last couple of years, I’ve blogged, telling you all about my feelings and asking what I should do about the love of my life, Nick. You gave me words of encouragement and great advice through the years.

Now you all know the truth. Nick is Nicki. This blog has served me well, both emotionally and physically.

No matter what happens tonight, I will create one last blog post to let you all know what happens.

Deep down inside, I feel I already know the future, but a tiny part of me hopes for the best.

Until next time, your friend, ”Unsure.”

I schedule my post and close the lid of my laptop as I sit on the floor in my living room. A chapter of my life will be closing as a new chapter begins.

When I started blogging, I had no idea it would turn into what it now is. I have thousands of subscribers and have created hundreds of posts about Nick…I mean Nicki.

So many of my posts have been reposted on other blogs, and many have gone viral. No matter which media outlet inquired, I never responded.

Not a person in the world knows who I am or what I look like. It was done purposely. I never wanted anyone to know. I just needed an outlet to get my feelings out.

Of course, I couldn’t talk to Nicki, so I created my blog, “My One and Only.” From day one, my name has only been known as “Unsure.”

I’ve tried to build the courage to tell her for so long, but I’m still unsure if I can go through with it.

I believe there is only one person who knows for a fact that I’m in love with Nicki.

That one person is Nicki’s friend and coworker, Byron, a flamboyant and openly gay guy. Whenever I see him, he comments about Nicki.

I know he knows. He knows, and I know that he knows, but I’ve never admitted to it.

The last time I saw him was a few weeks ago when I met up with him, Nicki, and a few of their coworkers.

He locked eyes with me and smiled.

“Tell her already!” he fumed as I looked at him and replied, “I have no idea what you’re talking about.”

One thing is bothering me. Byron knows how I feel about Nicki. Nicki and Byron are close. If he knows, how does she not?

Is it possible that she already knows, and when I tell her tonight, she’ll tell me she’s known all along?

I don’t know what to think anymore as the scenarios continue to pollute my mind. As the minutes pass, I feel myself losing my nerve.

Nicki is going to be here any time now, and I feel myself becoming increasingly nervous.

I hear the buzzer on my intercom and close my eyes.

“Here we go, Jackie,” I say to myself as I rise to my feet with my laptop in hand. I place my laptop on my desk and walk to the intercom.

“Who is it?” I ask into the intercom.

“Byron and Nicki, bitch” I hear Byron say.

“Byron! What the fuck is he doing here?” I ask myself as I allow them both entry into the lobby.

My heart is racing as my apartment bell rings. I open the door as Byron looks at me and hands me two bags filled with wine and liquor.

Byron walks past me as Nicki says, “Byron. You may be a guy, but you’re still a guy. The least you could do is bring the bags into the kitchen.”

“Equality bitch” he replies with laughter as Nicki takes a bag from my hand and shakes her head.

I follow her into the kitchen and remove the bottles from the bags. I place the wine in my wine cooler and the bottles of liquor in the freezer.

“Byron, what do I owe the pleasure of your company on this Friday night?” I ask.

“I have a date tonight and a couple of hours to kill, so I figured I would join you two lovely ladies for a few cocktails,” he responds.

He looks at me and opens his eyes wide.

“I love your outfit,” he says to me as I look at him with confusion.

“I’m wearing blue jeans and a gray sweater,” I reply as he snaps his finger and responds, “Fits you nicely. That sweater makes your tits look huge, and those jeans make your ass look like an apple.”

“Okay…” I respond as Nicki looks at me and raises her eyebrows.

“What?” I ask as she lowers her eyebrows and answers, “Where’s my hug.”

I let out a giggle and say, “Sorry,” as I hug Nicki and lay my head on her shoulder as always.

“She always smells so good,” I say to myself silently in my head as I close my eyes, inhale, open my eyes, and pull away from Nicki.

Byron has his elbows locked on my kitchen island with his hand interlocked. His chin is resting on his hands as he looks at me and his lips silently. “Tell her.”

I smile at Byron and flash him a quick middle finger.

“You look great,” I say to Nicki, and she replies, “Thank you, but I feel great as well.”

“You feel great? I thought you were all broken up over Adam?” I ask inquisitively.

“Fuck Adam. What an asshole. I should have never started dating that guy,” she says to me without a care in the world.

“I’m honestly confused,” I admit to Nicki.

“I haven’t seen you since the happy hour a few weeks back. Can’t a girl hang out and get drunk with her best friend on a Friday night?” she asks.

“Yeah, of course,” I reply to her.

Something feels very off tonight. I was expecting Nicki to be a mess and to go through our normal Nicki breakup night, but she’s in a good mood, and Byron is standing in my kitchen.

“Did you come here straight from work?” I ask Nicki.

“I did. I need a change of clothes if you don’t mind,” she replies.

“Sweatpants and tee-shirt coming up,” I say to her as I enter my bedroom, grab the clothes, and join them both back in the kitchen.

I hand Nicki the clothes as she tells me, “I need a shower in the worst way. Be back in ten minutes.”

“Ten minutes…more like half an hour,” I respond as she rolls her eyes, exits the kitchen, and goes into the bathroom.

“Yes, I would love a drink,” Byron says to me.

“What are you in the mood for?” I ask

“A screwdriver would be nice,” he responds.

I make him the drink and hand it to him as we take a seat at my dining room table.

“You seem to be doing well financially,” he says to me with a wink.

“Business is great. I can’t complain,” I respond with pride.

“You look great, and you have a great career, but you’re missing something,” he says to me.

“What would that be?” I ask him.

“Love, bitch,” he says to me as he laughs and takes a sip of his drink.

“A girl can’t have everything,” I say to him.

“A girl could if a girl told her best friend that she loves her,” he says with an ear-to-ear smile.

“Byron, stop your shit! I’m not in love with Nicki!” I fume through my now-clenched jaw.

“Bitch, please. It’s so fucking obvious,” he says to me.

“It is so not obvious!” I snap at him as he gives me a look that tells me he knows I’m lying my ass off.

I go into the kitchen, mix myself a drink, and rejoin Byron with my drink in hand.

“What does it matter to you anyway?” I ask Byron with seriousness.

“I love Nicki, and I want to see her happy.

Your little ass makes her happy, and you love her. She loves you too, so tell her and get it over with,” he says to me.

“She loves me as her best friend,” I say to him, becoming upset.

“Yeah, she does, but if you tell her how you feel, you’re getting laid tonight,” he says to me.

“Nicki is not going to sleep with me!” I exclaim.

“If she wants to fuck, you’re not going to fuck her?” he asks sarcastically.

“Byron, enough. I don’t want to talk about this anymore,” I tell him.

“Did you or did you two not hook up in college?” he asks me.

“She told you about that?!” I yell out as he smiles, raises and lowers his eyebrows, and winks at me.

“Why did she tell you?” I ask Byron as he answers, “How do I know bitch? Ask her if you want to know,” as his cell phone goes off with a text alert.

He looks at his phone and then looks at me.

“Loverboy is early, so I’m out of here.

Tell my girl Nicki I’ll see her at work on Monday,” he says to me as he finishes his drink, kisses me on my cheek, and exits my apartment.

I sit in silence by myself, my mind racing as I hear Nicki turn off the shower.

I take a sip of my drink as she exits the bathroom in my sweatpants and tee shirt.

Even in the most basic of clothing and no makeup, she’s stunning. I love the way her hair looks when it’s wet.

“Wine?” she asks as she walks into my kitchen in bare feet.

“No thanks. You want socks or slippers?” I ask her.

“No, I’m fine,” she replies as I watch her open a bottle of wine and pour herself a glass.

“What’s new?” she asks me as she joins me at my dining room table.

I finish my drink, make myself another, and rejoin Nicki.

“I need to ask you something,” I say to her.

“Okay…what’s up?” she asks me.

“Why did you tell Byron about the time we kissed in college?” I ask her.

She looks at me with confusion as she takes a sip of her wine.

“I didn’t tell Byron about that. I’ve never told anyone about that,” she says to me.

What the fuck? Why did Byron tell me she told him if she didn’t? Did Byron lie to me, or is Nicki lying to me now? Why would she lie to me?

“He told you told him,” I say to her with curiosity.

“I didn’t, Jackie, but I’ll be sure to ask him. Where is he?” she says to me.

“He left for his date,” I answer.

“I’ll ask him at work on Monday, then,” she says to me with an odd look on her face.

“You never told anyone about that night?” I ask Nicki as she shakes her head and finishes her glass of wine in one huge drink.

She walks back into the kitchen and returns with the bottle in hand. She pours herself a glass and places the bottle to the side of her on the table.

“Why didn’t you ever tell anyone?” I ask in a low and quivering voice.

She looks at me as if I’ve lost my mind.

“Why would I? You shot me down,” she says as she takes a big drink from her wine glass.

“I shot you down?! I did not! Why would you say that?!” I exclaim.

“A fact is a fact! You shot me down!” she says, shaking her head in disbelief.

“Why are you yelling?!” I exclaim as she replies, “Because you started yelling!”

We stare at each other in silence as we both calm ourselves down.

“We’re both adults and have differing opinions on past events. Please explain how I shot you down in college,” I say to Nicki.

“We were in your room. I made a move, and we kissed, and that was that,” she says to me.

“Not quite. I remember you laughing when I went up your shirt and you telling me that you should go,” I explained.

“I laughed because I was nervous.

I had never hooked up with a girl before, so when you put your hand under my shirt and touched my tits over my bra, it made me nervous. I was nervous, so I laughed and said I should go.

I didn’t say I needed to go or even that I wanted to go.

I said I should go as far as asking you a question.

You never brought it up, so I figured you weren’t interested.

You not being interested means you shot me down,” she says with a smile and sip of her wine.

“I thought you laughed because you felt weird about what happened.

When you said I should go, I thought you meant that you needed to go,” I explained to Nicki as I finished my drink.

“Huh,” she says as I look at her with disbelief.

“If I had asked you to stay, would you have?” I ask her with my heart pounding.

“Yeah, I would have,” she confesses.

“You did make the first move,” I say to her as if having an epiphany.

“Yeah, I know,” she says with a smile.

I love her smile. I could spend the rest of my life seeing that smile of hers.

“Nicki, I’m confused. Are you saying you would have dated me in college?” I ask her with my voice wavering.

“Had you not shot me down and asked me to date you, then yeah, I would have dated you,” she admits to me.

“You’re not gay, Nicki,” I say to her, stating what I feel is factual.

“Oh, so straight girls fool around with lesbian girls?” she asks me sarcastically.

“No, but kissing one girl one time, years ago, doesn’t qualify a girl as a lesbian,” I say to her with a grin.

“Okay, truth be told, I’m mostly attracted to guys, actually pretty close to a hundred percent.

Honestly, you are the only girl I’m sexually attracted to,” she says to me, finishing yet another glass of wine.

I can’t fucking believe this! I’ve been right to kick myself over and again about not asking her to stay that night in college.

Had I asked her to stay or said anything, who knows where Nicki and I would be today?

I can’t shake the feeling I have over how odd tonight feels.

We’ve never talked about that night before, ever, yet here we are all these years later talking about that night.

“Why are we talking about this?” I ask her.

“You’re the one who brought it up,” she quickly replies.

“So, you were sexually attracted to me back in college?” I say with a jokingly flirtatious tone.

She pours the remaining wine into her glass and drinks it quickly.

She enters the kitchen, grabs another bottle of wine, opens it, and begins to drink straight from the bottle as I join her in the kitchen.

She looks at me and says, “I didn’t say I was sexually attracted to you back in college.

What I said was you’re the only girl I’m sexually attracted to,” she says to me.

Did she say what I think she said? Did she tell me she’s sexually attracted to me?

“Did you say what I think you just said?” I ask with my heart beating a mile a minute.

“What do you think I just said?” she asks in reply.

“You said I’m the only girl you’re sexually attracted to,” I respond.

“Yeah, that is what I said,” she says to me as she stares at me.

“Does this mean you’re sexually attracted to me now, as in right now?” I ask with my voice wavering.

Nicki takes another drink of wine straight from the bottle and nods her head.

I feel as if I’m in some alternate universe. How do I go from the plan of professing my love to her telling me she’s sexually attracted to me?

None of this makes sense to me.

“Let me get this straight, Nicki.

You’re almost one hundred percent of the time sexually attracted to guys, but of all the girls you ever come across in your life, I’m the one and the only girl you’re sexually attracted to?”

“What the hell, Jackie? Is this not what I told you?” she asks me.

“I need a minute,” I say to her as I sip my drink and stand in my kitchen. Nicki and I stare at each other in silence.

“How is this new news to you?” Nicki asks me with all seriousness.

“I’m just stunned, is all. I mean, you’re talking about me,” I say with disbelief.

“You’re beautiful,” she says to me.

“I’m okay…I guess.” I respond.

“Why do you do that? Why can’t you see yourself the way people see you?” she asks me.

“What are you talking about?” I ask her, flabbergasted.

“You’re hot, Jackie,” she tells me as if it is a fact.

“I am not hot,” I respond immediately.

“Jackie, if you weren’t hot, you wouldn’t have dated so many girls,” she attempts to explain to me.

“There aren’t many of us lesbians running around these parts,” I say to her.

“Please, Jackie. Guys approach you all the time,” Nicki says to me.

“They do not!” I exclaim.

“Fact or fiction…did my ex-boyfriend, Adam, not approach you before he approached me?” she asks.

“Fact,” I respond with a roll of my eyes.

“Answer my previous question…how is this new news to you?” she asks me.

“I…uh…I…uh…um…” I stumble with my words, not knowing what to say.

Nicki slams the bottle of wine onto the kitchen counter.

She looks at me and takes hold of my chin.

She closes her eyes and kisses me on my lips.

I feel her tongue lick my lips as I look at her closed eyes with my eyes wide open.

She opens her eyes, looks at my open eyes, and jumps backward.

“You kissed me!” I yell out.

“You didn’t kiss me back,” she says in a low voice as she bites down on her lower lip and looks at me with sad eyes.

No…she’s not going to. Yeah, she’s starting to cry.

“Nicki!” I scream out as I see the tears form in her eyes and quickly stream down her cheeks.

She cups her hands and places them over her nose and mouth as she looks at me in horror.

“I’m such fucking idiot…you don’t want me,” she says to me through her cries as she quickly exits the kitchen and makes her way into my bedroom.

She grabs her high heels and begins to put them on her feet as I look at her with my eyes wide open as well as my mouth.

“What are you doing?” I ask her as she looks at me with tears streaming from her eyes.

“I need to leave,” she says to me.

“No! You’re not leaving!” I scream at her.

“I’m not asking Jaqueline! I need to leave now!” she screams out at me.

“What in the fuck is going on tonight!” I scream out at the top of my lungs as I ball my hands into fists and begin to pace.

Nicki looks frightened and like she doesn’t know what to say or do.

She takes a deep breath and looks at me.

“You shot me down again. That is what happened, Jaqueline,” she says to me with that look on her face.

I hate that look, and I hate that name!

I stop pacing and look at her with fury.

“You are not going anywhere!” I screech as I grab hold of her right foot and rip off her shoe.

I throw the shoe across my bedroom and look at her with my nostrils flaring as I take long and drawn-out inhales and exhales.

“You’re impossible!” she screams at me as she takes her other shoe off and slams it to the floor.

She runs out of my bedroom as I chase after her into the kitchen.

Nicki snatches the bottle of wine from the kitchen counter and proceeds to drink the rest of the bottle.

She looks at the now empty wine bottle and smashes it into the kitchen sink.

She goes into the refrigerator and grabs another bottle of wine. She fumbles with the wine opener and slams it onto the kitchen counter in frustration.

She crosses her arms and leans against the kitchen island as she looks at me with a combination of angst and anger.

I grin at her and shake my head as I go into my freezer and take hold of the bottle of vodka.

I open the bottle and grab four shot glasses from my cabinet.

I pour four shots of vodka on the kitchen island in front of Nicki. With my index finger stiffened, I poke at the granite and look at her.

“Are you fucking serious right now?!” she asks me loudly.

“As serious a heart attack. You called me Jaqueline twice.

That’s a two-shot penalty for each infraction, hence four shots of my choice,” I say to her as I run my fingers through my hair.

Nicki takes hold of a shot glass and looks at me with annoyance.

“Back to back to back to back, no breaks,” I say to her with a sarcastic tone and smile.

She proceeds to drink all four shots in succession and looks at me as if she’s about to become sick.

She closes her eyes, takes a deep breath and exhales.

She slowly opens her eyes and looks at me.

I place my hands on her shoulders and lock eyes with her.

“Nicki, I don’t know what’s happening tonight. I was expecting you to be upset over the breakup with Adam and for us to do our normal routine.

Instead, you come over happy as can be.

We talked about something that happened between us years ago that neither of us ever spoke about before.

You tell me you're sexually attracted to me, and you kiss me?

I need to understand where all of this is coming from, please,” I say to her as calmly as I can.

My heart is racing, and I feel nothing but nervousness in my body as I continue to look at her.

She places her hands on my arms and looks at me.

“Pour me a glass of wine, please,” she says to me as I remove my arms from her shoulder, open the bottle of wine, and pour her a glass.

I hand her the glass of wine as she walks into the living room. She sits on my couch, and I take a seat next to her.

She takes a sip of the wine and places it on the coffee table.

She runs her fingers through her hair, takes a long inhale, and then exhales slowly.

“Byron had me convinced after the night we last saw each other when you met up with me for happy hour.

After you left, he kept telling me over and again that he knew that you were in love with me.

I couldn’t believe it, so I told him that he had lost his mind. He told me he knew it for a fact and to text him when I got home.

I texted him when I got to my apartment, and he replied to my text with a web link for a blog called “My One and Only.”

I asked why he sent me the link, and he replied that I needed to read the posts.

I got onto my laptop and started reading the blog posts from the very first post.

I spent the entire weekend reading post after post and practically every comment left on each post.

“When I went to work on Monday, I told Byron that most of the postings felt eerily familiar. It was as if, somehow, I was reading about things that I had done in my life with you.

Byron told me that Nick was me and that the author of the blog “Unsure” was you. To keep reading as if it were you writing those words about me.

The more I read, the more convinced I became. At first, I was a bit angry and upset.

I thought, “Hey if this blog belongs to Jackie and it’s about me, why wouldn’t she just tell me how she feels.”

The more I read, the less angry and upset I became. The more I read, the more I understood that if you were “Unsure,” why you didn’t tell me.

It took me over a week of constant reading to get through the entire blog. I was one hundred percent sure that the blog belonged to you and that it was all about me.

I started thinking about what it would be like to be with you. I wondered if we had started dating in college if we would still be together.

The more I thought about us, the more I liked it…a relationship with my best friend.

My sexy, smart, beautiful, caring best friend. Me and her, Nicki and Jackie, Jackie and Nicki. It made all the sense in the world to me.

So, I did what any logical person in my position would do. I broke up with my boyfriend for you.

I should have done the adult thing. I should have come here and spoken to you about all this, but I made assumptions.

The blog is not yours, and I’m not Nick. I feel like a fool, a complete and utter fool.

I’m so sorry about the way I’ve been acting tonight. I am, I truly am.

I found out everything I needed to know when I kissed you, but you didn’t kiss me back.

This “thing” between us was all in my head, and I hope that you and I can move past this,” she says to me with sincerity and sadness.

Her lips are quivering. Tears steadily fall from her eyes and down her cheeks.

She knows she knows everything. She just told me everything I’ve always wanted to hear, but I’m terrified to tell her anything.

Come on, Jackie, you can do this! You love her…tell her!

I rise from the couch and stand in front of her with my entire body shaking. I can’t stop myself from crying as I feel the tears form in my eyes and begin to run down my cheeks slowly.

“I’m sorry Nicki…I should have told…told you sooner.

The truth is… the blog is mine, and it is all about you. You’re right…you’re Nick.

I was going to tell you how I felt about you…tonight… I swear I was.

Nothing happened the way I had planned it in my head.

I wanted to kiss you back…I was just shocked that you kissed me.

I love you Nicki…I’m in love with you…and I have been for a long time,” I confess to her, crying uncontrollably.

Nicki’s hands are cupped over her mouth as she looks at me with tears streaming from her eyes.

She removes her cupped hands from her mouth and slowly rises to her feet.

She closes the distance between us as her face is now inches from mine.

Nicki wipes the tears from my cheeks with her hand and gazes into my eyes, and I gaze into hers.

“You’re in love with me?” she says with a warm smile. I slowly nod my head, and my body continues to shake.

She places her hands on my shoulders as I nervously place my hands on her hips.

Our faces slowly move toward one another as I close my eyes and feel my lips on her lips.

We gently kiss again for a moment as I lick her lips with my tongue. I feel her warm, wet tongue touch mine as we now passionately French kiss.

I’m no longer nervous. This is all I’ve ever wanted.

We stop kissing as I slowly open my eyes.

Nicki has an ear-to-ear smile as she gently kisses my lips again.

“Jackie?” she says to me.

“What is it, Nicki?” I ask her.

She bites down on her lower lip and says, “I want you…I want you so bad right now,” as we again start French kissing.

“This is going to happen!” I scream out in my head as I feel Nicki begin to tug on the button to my jeans.

I stop kissing her and take hold of her hand as I quickly walk her into my bedroom.

We again begin to kiss as I run my fingers beneath the waistband of her sweatpants.

She stops kissing as she looks at me with lust. She smiles at me as I watch her remove her tee shirt and slide her sweatpants off.

Holy shit…Nicki is completely nude!

Her areolas are small. Nicki’s nipples are small, pink, and hard.

Her stomach is flat, and her pussy is cleanly shaven.

She sits at the foot of my bed and pulls my jeans down as I remove my shirt and bra.

I kick my sneakers off and remove my pants and panties in one motion.

Nicki kisses my stomach as I feel myself becoming increasingly aroused and remove my bra as Nicki runs her hands across my ass.

Nicki slides herself up to the center of my bed as I place myself on top of her.

The feeling of my tits pressed against hers as we kiss feels amazing.

“I love the way she’s kissing me,” I say to myself silently as I rub my body against hers.

I take hold of her arms and push them above her head as I begin to lick and suck her earlobes and make my way to her neck as she moans with pleasure.

I gently kiss each of her nipples and begin to lick them as Nicki places her arms on my back and watches me as I play with her tits.

I slowly kiss down the middle of her stomach as I inch my way down to her beautiful pink pussy.

With my face now inches away from her pussy I look at her small pink clit and her beautiful pussy lips.

I lick her clit and gently suck on it. I then kiss her pussy as her body begins to quiver, and she moans in ecstasy.

I feel my face becoming soaked in her juices as I taste Nicki’s pussy for the first time.

I love the way she tastes and can’t get enough of it as I eat her pussy as passionately and forcefully as I have ever eaten a pussy before.

“Oh, God…Jackie…Oh God!” she cries out as I continue to pleasure her.

I begin to lick and suck on her tiny clit as I penetrate her tight pussy with my middle finger.

As I continue to suck and lick her clit, I begin to finger fuck her at the same time as she cries out in pleasure and lust.

With each of her moans, I become more aroused as I look up at her from between her legs.

I watch as Nicki begins to pinch her nipples and run her hands over and across her tits.

I now finger fuck her as fast as I can as I suck her clit and pull on it with my lips.

Nicki’s entire body is now shaking, and I know she’s close to climax.

I stop sucking her clit and use my other hand to rub her pussy and clit as my finger moves in and out of her.

Her breathing is now beyond erratic. Her body shakes, locks up for a moment, and violently shakes as she screams at the top of her lungs.

I feel her pussy contract and expand on my finger as I slowly remove it from inside of her and kiss her pussy.

I kiss my way back up her stomach and again press my tits against hers as I lick her lips, and we French kiss.

We stop kissing as Nicki looks at me and begins to laugh.

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

“That was the best orgasm I’ve ever had,” she says with laughter as she gently kisses my lips.

“My turn,” she says to me with lust as she rolls me off her to my side and again kisses me.

I wrap my arms around her head as Nicki begins to lick and suck my nipple as I now lay on my back.

Nicki places her body on top of mine. The way she’s looking at me has me beyond excited.

“I wonder what she has in mind?” I think to myself as it becomes clear rather quickly.

She’s not wasting any time as she slides down in between my legs, and I feel her tongue touch my clit.

I look down between my legs as I watch Nicki’s tongue lick my clit over and again.

Within seconds her face is buried in my dripping wet pussy as she penetrates me with her tongue.

I can’t believe this is happening! My best friend, the girl I love, is tongue fucking me as she plays with my clit! She’s amazing!

She removes her tongue from inside of me. She sucks my clit as I had done to her earlier. I feel her finger enter me.

She finger fucks me for a bit as I feel her finger exit my pussy.

“Rollover,” she says to me as I quickly roll over onto my stomach.

I feel her tits on my back, and then her tongue licks down the middle of my back.

She kisses and gently bites each of my ass cheeks as she then begins to lick my pussy as I pull my legs in toward me and now kneel to give her easier access.

She is again tongue fucking my pussy, but the way she’s doing it feels much better than before.

I feel her tongue deep inside of me exit, lick up my pussy, down my pussy and then enter me.

Over and again, she tongue fucks me this way in a rhythmic motion and then stops as she penetrates me with her finger.

She’s finger fucking me quickly as I then feel her tongue brush across my asshole from bottom to top and back down from top to bottom.

Nicki is rimming my asshole as she finger fucks me, and it feels amazing.

Suddenly I feel her tongue rim my asshole and then enter my asshole as I tense my body momentarily and then become loose again.

I can feel her tongue move inside my ass as she continues to finger fuck me. I’ve never had a tongue inside of my ass before, but I like the way it feels.

I feel Nicki remove her finger from inside of me as she now is rubbing every inch of my pussy and clit in a quick circular motion as her tongue moves in and out of my tight asshole.

“Nicki…I’m so close…make me cum…please,” I cry and beg with pleasure as I can feel myself getting closer and closer to orgasm.

“Fuck...yes…yes…oh my…yes!” I scream out with pleasure as I have one of the most intense orgasms of my life.

I can feel my asshole expand and contract on Nicki’s tongue.

She slowly removes her tongue from my ass and stops rubbing my pussy as I flip my body over to my back.

Nicki kisses up my body and gently kisses my lips as I attempt to catch my breath.

We gaze into each other’s eyes as I run my fingers through her hair.

She looks at me and says, “I’m in love with you too. I love you,” as I feel my body become engulfed in pure joy.

We cuddle in bed as Nicki plays the little spoon, and I play the big spoon.

I kiss her on her shoulder as I close my eyes. I drift off to the most peaceful sleep I’ve had in the longest time.

I slowly open my eyes to find a still-sleeping Nicki. Not in my wildest dreams could I have imagined that last night would result in this.

I slowly get out of bed as I don’t want to wake her and enter my bathroom. As I look at my image in the mirror, I can’t wipe the smile off my face.

I was so scared going into last night and couldn’t have imagined in my wildest dreams that I would find myself where I am this morning.

I brush my teeth and wash my face. I exit the bathroom and enter my bedroom.

There she is, still sleeping, the love of my life, my best friend, Nicki. She’s so beautiful, and she’s mine.

I feel almost as if I need to pinch myself to make sure I’m not dreaming, but I know I’m not.

I slowly and quietly walk to the side of my bed and gently pull the blanket and sheet down and away from her body as she sleeps on her back.

As I scan her beautiful nude body, I find myself becoming increasingly turned on. I gently and quietly get into the bed.

I gently spread her legs apart and place myself in between them as I begin to gently eat her pussy.

I hear her begin to moan as she awakes while I begin to lick and suck her pussy more forcefully.

“Oh shit…uh…oh,” she quietly says as she begins to breathe more deeply. She places her hand on my head as I gently begin to suck her clit.

“Um…Jackie,” she moans as I stiffen my tongue and penetrate her. I slowly begin to fuck her with my tongue as she begins to sway her hips.

She’s now holding the back of my head as grinding her pussy into my tongue.

“Fuck me…fuck me…” she cries out over and again. As I continue to enjoy her taste, I realize what I want to do to her.

I stop going down on her and get out of bed as she looks at me with disappointment.

I walk to my nightstand and open my bottom drawer. I remove my strap-on and affix it to my body.

I smirk at Nicki as she smiles at me and nods her head.

I place myself in between her legs and gently penetrate her as I slowly begin to fuck her in the missionary position.

She wraps her legs around me and locks eyes with me.

“Harder…faster,” she pleads with me as I pick up my pace and begin to fuck her both harder and faster.

“Fuck me from behind,” she commands as I remove myself from her. She gets on her knees and locks her arms as I penetrate her from behind.

I place my hands on her hips as I begin to pound her.

“Yes…baby…yes!” she exclaims as I begin to fuck her as hard and fast as I can.

As I continue to fuck her, she screams out, “Pull my hair…pull my hair!”

I grab a handful of her hair and pull her head back toward me as I fuck her hard and fast.

“Put it in my ass!” she screams out as I open my eyes wide.

“What do you want me to do?” I ask her through my heavy breathing.

“Put it in my ass!” she screams as I stop fucking her and slide out of her.

I rub the head of the dildo around her ass and gently penetrate her asshole.

“Fuck me, Jackie…fuck me!” she says as if possessed as I begin fucking her ass.

Nicki locks her arm against the wall at the head of my bed and reaches between her legs with her other hand.

As I sodomize her, she plays with herself as she moans, grunts, and screams out with sexual pleasure.

“Jackie…baby…oh fuck…uh!” she cries out as she has an ear-piercing orgasm.

I slowly remove the dildo from her ass. She unlocks her arms from the wall and sits down on the bed.

She’s panting and sweating profusely as she calls me to her with her index finger.

I remove the strap on and crawl onto the bed as we passionately French kiss.

“You’re a freak,” I say to her with amusement as she kisses my lips and replies, “You have no idea,” as she sucks my bottom lip and pushes me onto my back.

She sticks her tongue in my mouth as she begins to play with my pussy.

She’s kissing me, licking and kissing my earlobes and neck as she rubs my tits with one hand as she plays with my pussy with her other hand.

No way. There is no way. Yup, there is a way!

“Fuck!” I scream out as I have the fastest orgasm of my life.

Nicki laughs and looks at me with a look of amusement.

“Wow, that was fast,” she says through laughter.

“I love you, Nicki,” I say to her as she smiles at me and replies, “I love you too, Jackie. I’m going to take a shower.

“Before you shower, can you do something for me?” I ask her.

“Of course, what is it?” she asks me.

“I need to make one last post on my blog. Would you be okay with taking a selfie with me so I can post our picture online?” I ask her, not knowing how she’s going to reply.

She giggles and shakes her head.

“I have a better idea, but I need a shower first. Get your laptop,” she says to me.

Nicki kisses me, smiles, and exits the bedroom.

Nicki takes a quick shower and gets dressed in the clothes she had been wearing last night, as I do.

“Baby, I need you to record me on your laptop,” she says to me as I look at her with confusion, shrug my shoulders, and place my laptop on the island in my kitchen.

“Whenever you’re ready,” I say to her as she walks in front of the camera.

“Ready,” she says to me as I press record.

“Hi everyone, it’s Nicolette, a.k.a. Nick, a.k.a. Nicki.

If you love someone who doesn’t know that you love them, tell them. That person may not feel the same way, but at least you’ll know.

Sure, it’ll suck to say the words “I love you” to a person who doesn’t feel the same way, but the sooner you find out, the sooner you can move on.

If the person does feel the same way, each day that passes without you telling that person is a day lost that you could have spent together as a couple.

It doesn’t matter who you are or who you love.

You could be a guy who loves a girl, a girl who loves a guy, a guy who loves a guy, or a girl who loves a girl.

The most important thing is to tell that person, whoever they may be.

If you’re wondering if the girl who writes this blog got the girl, she did,” Nicki says with a smile as I end the recording.

“Come here, Jackie,” she says to me as I walk to her, full of emotion.

Nicki smiles at me with her cell phone in hand as we kiss, and she snaps a picture of us.

She texts me with the picture of us kissing and smiles at me with her beautiful, big, and bright smile.

“I need breakfast,” she says to me as I chuckle and respond, “Let me guess, pancakes?”

Nicki laughs and responds, “Shut up.”

That night and day feel as if it happened yesterday. I can’t believe three years have passed so quickly.

When I made the post on my blog that night, I had every intention of making it my last post, but it wasn’t.

Nicki’s video went viral, and people lost their minds about our story. People wanted to know everything about us, and they still do to this day.

I don’t blog much these days, and Nicki and I prefer to vlog.

We became internet celebrities and even did the afternoon talk show circuit.

Our relationship isn’t perfect, as no relationship is, but we love each other, and as all people in successful relationships do, we work at it.

My parents were over the moon with happiness about me and Nicki, but Nicki’s parents weren’t thrilled.

It’s taken more time than Nicki would have liked, but they’re coming around.

Nicki moved into my apartment a little over a year after we became a couple.

I never thought I could love someone as much as I do. I never thought I could become so physically and mentally attached to someone, but I am.

Tonight will be a new night, but tonight is the night.

Tonight is the night I’ll ask Nicki to marry me.

In my heart, I know she’ll accept my proposal as she’s been hinting about it for months, but the possibility exists that she won’t.

I think she will, maybe she won’t, but that’s another story.

A MESSAGE FROM AUTHOR ANTOINETTE SAX

I hope you enjoyed reading “Lesbian Love: A Short Story Collection.” If you want to read more of my stories, you can find them at http://www.AntoinetteSax.info, which will take you to my Amazon Author page, where you can find all my stories.
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