

My name is Lindsey Wagner. My mom, Veronica, played basketball in high school where she met and fell in love with my dad James. James Wagner? Yes, that James Wagner as in “Mr. Long Ball.” Perennial All-Star, career-long Texas Ranger and after his soon to be retirement, future hall of famer. My dad had practically every Division I college after him in high school starting during his sophomore year. He wanted to go to college, my grandparents wanted him to go to college but when my mom became pregnant with me and my brother he opted into the draft where he was selected in the first round. Using his six-figure signing bonus and crappy minor league salary my mom journeyed with him along every step of minor league baseball as did me and my brother until he was called up shortly after his 21st birthday. When we were four years old my parents decided to move us out of Arlington to Ennis, Texas.  They bought a huge empty lot and built their dream home.    

I loved living in Ennis, Texas. I had never known any other place and I really didn’t want to but the summer going into my senior year of high school I was torn. The reality of life was that if I wanted to follow my dreams of playing professional basketball the first step would be to play Division I NCAA basketball. There was no such college in Ennis but since Arlington was only a 45-minute drive to Ennis. I made it my mission to get a scholarship to the University of Texas Arlington. Yeah, I wanted to be a lady Maverick in the worst way, but the feeling wasn’t mutual. Sure, I was undersized as a 5-foot-5, point guard but I was playing my ass off and I could ball. I thought so, my coach thought so, my parents thought so, my teammates thought so, and my best friends Courtney and Bridget thought so and my fraternal twin brother, Brett, thought so but that didn’t matter. Going into my senior year I didn’t have any scholarship offers from any Division I program.  I was sure after my 45-point 13 assist game in the last game of last year would have put me on the radar but nope. If I was only 3 inches taller things would have probably been different. Had I been born today with girls AAU tournaments happening across the country things would have been different.

My dad was blessed with the ability to hit a baseball hard and far not that he didn’t work his ass off. You would think growing up as the daughter to one of the best players in baseball I would have wanted to play softball, but I never did. When I was a kid my dad took me and my brother to a Dallas Mavericks game where we sat courtside. It was a day that would forever change my life. The sound of the basketball bouncing off the hardwood floors, the screeching of the sneakers on the floor and the sound of the ball ripping through the net engulfed me. At the end of that game, I told my dad I wanted to be a basketball player. He smiled at me probably thinking it was just some dumb thing his daughter had just said but for me, I couldn’t have been any more serious. You would think that being the son of one of the best players in baseball my brother, Brett, would want to follow in his footsteps but he didn’t either. Texas is football country and football was my brother’s obsession. My mom was terrified the first time he put on his peewee league football uniform, but my dad calmed her down. He was a natural and blessed with the athletic ability of my dad. Brett had his pick of any Division I school in the country as the top ranked QB in the nation. He was almost a spitting image of my dad. Six foot 3 and still growing, a body that looked like it was chiseled from stone and great looks.

Me and my brother, although fraternal twins, were so different from each other. For everything he was, I wasn’t. He was the king of highs school, the most popular, flowing with confidence, outgoing and adored. Guys wanted to be him, and girls wanted to be with him. I was just me. People knew who I was only because of my brother as in “That’s Brett’s sister.” I was always standoffish as far as getting close to people was concerned. With my dad being who he was and my brother being who he was part of me always felt that people wanted to get close to me, so they could get close to my dad and brother. My circle was small. It was my brother, my two best friends, Bridget and Courtney, coach, and my teammates. I met Bridget and Courtney in kindergarten and we’ve been as close as sisters ever since.  Courtney Downing. Drop dead gorgeous and pretty much the female version of Brett. She was captain of the cheerleading squad, the most popular, most outgoing and adored. She was the desire of pretty much every boy in school, but she was single. She was and is still one of the smartest people I know. I know it bothered her that people gravitated towards her because of the way she looked and not because of the person she was. Bridget Samuels. Pretty, fun and smart but like me a bit introverted but not as much as me. Girlfriend to starting point guard and captain of the basketball team, Josh Anderson. Josh and Brett didn’t get along at all. I knew Josh was jealous of Brett, but Brett was jealous of Josh. It didn’t have anything to do with popularity or anything like. It was because of Bridget. My brother would never admit it but what else could it be? Brett was king, and Josh wanted to be. Josh wanted everything Brett had so what could Brett be jealous of Josh over if it wasn’t Bridget? Personally, I didn’t like Josh one bit. He treated Bridget as if she was his property and for the life of me, I couldn’t understand why she was with him.

One would think that fraternal twins would be close but me and Brett not so much. We were just so different and as much as I love him I can honestly say without hesitation that he was a huge asshole. He was a male whore, and what most construed him to be confident I found it to be arrogance. He was a know it all and walked with a strut that said, “I’m the man.” I found him to be annoying most of the time, but I always knew he was there for me, except when it came to his BFF, Paul Hennig. Paul was to Brett what Bridget and Courtney were to me. Paul played wide receiver and was Brett’s number one target. They were always together, and he was constantly at my house. Worst of all he had a huge crush on me. Me of all people. Why me? I never thought I was anything special. I was a bit pale, was only five-five, and was probably the most ungirly person on Earth which drove my mom insane. I was always wearing basketball shorts, a tee shirt, basketball sneakers, and a baseball cap most of the time. Light pink lipstick was my lipstick of choice not because I liked it but because Courtney and Bridget convinced me that it was my color. I did like wearing earrings but most of all I liked my nose ring. It was a small diamond stud that I thought made me look badass. That day at the mall, it was my idea that all three of us should get nose rings. Bridget refused so Courtney had her nose pierced with me. Her parents freaked and made her take it out. My dad thought it looked good, but my mom freaked out. As usual, my dad had to play peacemaker, but the nose ring stayed. Brett had through a huge party at the house when my mom went on a road trip to New York with my dad. Paul confessed his love to me and we kissed. I don’t remember how it happened just that it did happen. It solidified Paul’s feelings toward me but solidified something that I had been questioning since forever, my sexuality. That one kiss with Paul made me realize something that I had been fighting for so long, I was gay.

Thinking back, I don’t know specifically why I tried to deny who I was so much. I guess the best I can describe it was that part of me felt that how I felt was somehow wrong. When Bridget was swooning over a singer or actor I would play along knowing deep down inside that the feelings she felt going through her body was not how I felt even though I played along. Whenever a boy at school asked me out I would say no and tell both Courtney and Bridget that dating someone would take time away from me getting better on the court and that it wasn’t worth it. That when I felt that I was ready to date that I would, but the truth of the matter was that I was in denial over who I was and what I was feeling. I had a poster of Esra Şencebe on my wall. No one thought anything of it because I loved basketball and she was a professional basketball player. Sure, I liked her game but more specifically I liked her. I thought she was beautiful and imagined kissing her lips. When Court and Bridget would talk about Cristiano Ronaldo I would, of course, play along but would think about Esra.

It was a couple of weeks into summer vacation going into my senior year. My mom was yet again on a road trip with my dad, Brett was with Paul, Courtney was with her parents visiting her grandparents and Bridget was with Josh. I was bored beyond belief and was moping around the house. I decided to shoot some hoops at the park not too far from the house. I got dressed, put my basketball in my backpack, the backpack on my back and rode my mountain bike to the courts. As I got closer to the courts I heard what I still think is the best sound of all time. The sound of a basketball ripping through the net. As I rode closer to the court there stood a girl, also in basketball clothes, shooting hoops. Her form was as close to perfect as I had ever seen. I got off my bike and looked at the girl as she looked at me and smiled. I was stuck on stupid. She was beautiful. She had long flowing black hair that was tied in a ponytail and these amazing light brown eyes. She stood around five-ten and had a light brown tone to her skin.

“You ball?” she asked as I nodded my head.

“Great! Want to shoot some?” she asked as I removed my backpack and joined her on the court.

“Nice nose ring,” she said as I forced the words out of my mouth and said, “Thanks.”

She passed me the ball and I hit a jumper.

“Nice form, you obviously play,” she said as I responded, “Starting point guard on the varsity team.”

“Wow, I just met my future teammate,” she said with confidence.

I laughed and said, “You haven’t even tried out yet.”

She looked at me with an air of confidence as she grabbed the ball, went a few feet beyond the three-point line and drilled a jump shot.

I opened my eyes wide and asked, “What’s your position?”

She smiled and answered, “Shooting guard.”

In my head, I was screaming at the top of my lungs, “This girl is going to get us into the playoffs and beyond.” I grabbed the ball and passed it to her over and again as she drilled over ten jumpers from different spots on the court in a row. I couldn’t wipe the smile from my face.

“I’m Lindsey Wagner” I finally said as she replied. “Great to meet you, Lindsey, I’m Ayana Lindqvist-Robinson. Just moved here from Italy.”

“Italy?” I asked with surprise.

“Yeah, my dad retired and is now the new voice of Dallas Mavericks basketball on the radio. Italy was our last stop when he decided to hang them up.”

I stood silently for a moment and then with excitement asked, “Is your dad, Antoine Robinson?”

She looked at with shock and asked, “How did you know that?”

I smiled and said, “You’re form and your name. You dad played small forward for the Mavericks a while ago.”

She laughed and replied, “A long while ago.”

I laughed and said, “He hit the game-winning shot at the first basketball game I ever went to.”

She laughed and said, “Small world I guess. Nice to meet you Lindsey” as I replied, “Nice to meet you too Ayana Lindqvist? There’s only one person that comes to mind when I hear that name” I said as she asked, “Who would that be?”

With confidence, I replied, “Olivia Lindqvist. The Swedish supermodel who was in the Maxim Hot 100 last year.”

She laughed and responded, “Mom didn’t really want to do the photo shoot, but her agent talked her into it.”

With my eyes practically popping out my head I yelled out without thinking, “Your mom is Olivia Lindqvist? No wonder you’re so hot.”

Within seconds panic engulfed my body as I realized I just called the girl I just met and soon to be new teammate “hot.” Thankfully she just smiled as we shot basket after basket for well over an hour. We were both drenched in sweat as we both sat on the court.

“So, how’s Ennis?” she asked with concern.

“I love it. I’ve lived here my whole life and couldn’t imagine living anywhere else,” I answered.

She nodded her head and replied, “Well, I guess this is finally home” with a sad tone in her voice.

“Finally, home?” I asked.

She nodded her head and responded, “Yeah finally home. We never stayed in the same place much. Always on the move. I think it’ll be nice to have some normalcy for once.”

I smiled as my cell phone rang. I quickly jumped to my feet and ran to my backpack as my cell phone rang. “Lind, we’re having a party tonight. When you get home make sure to lock the doors upstairs.”

With annoyance, I yelled into the phone, “We are not having a party tonight!”

Brett laughed and said, “You’re right. We’re not having a party tonight, I’m having a party tonight.”

I ended the call with annoyance. I looked at Ayana and asked, “Do you have plans tonight?” as she shook her head and replied, “Not unless a hot shower counts as plans.”

“Well, my brother is throwing a party at my house tonight. I’ll invite the team over, so you can meet them” I said as she replied, “Sounds like I have plans.”

She gave me her number and I texted her with my address. I texted the team when I arrived at home. I took a long hot shower, got dressed and went downstairs where Paul and Brett were watching television in the living room. Paul smiled at me as I rolled my eyes and went into the kitchen with Brett in tow.

“Are you going to give him a chance tonight or what?” Brett asked as I coyly said, “What.”

“I don’t get it. Give me one good reason why you won’t even let him take you on a date.”

“One reason…I don’t like him like that” I replied.

“So why did you kiss him,” he asked quickly.

I shrugged my shoulders and replied, “It just happened. You know it’s disturbing that my twin brother wants me to fuck his best friend.”

He looked at me with terror as he replied, “I don’t want Paul to fuck you. What the hell is wrong with you?”

I laughed and said, “You think Paul just wants to date me, Brett? Think again.”

With a queasy look on his face, he said, “I can’t talk about this right now.”

I laughed and responded, “Let’s just not talk about this ever again” as he quickly vacated the kitchen.

I had never been a fan of having parties at the house but for the first time in a long time, I had an awesome time. The team was there as were Courtney and Bridget.  Ayana was a hit with the team and she seemed to get along well with both Bridget and Courtney.  Everything was going great until Ayana came up to me and said, “Thanks for having me over but I think I’m going to go home now.” She seemed to be upset and uncomfortable.

I looked at her and said, “It’s still early. Aren’t you having a good time?”

She gave me a fake smile and replied, “I’m just a little tired is all. I’m going to head out.”

As she began to walk away grabbed her hand as she turned and faced me. “Are you okay?” I asked with concern. She looked like she wanted to say something to me but didn’t know what or how to say it.

“Just tell me what’s wrong. Is someone bothering you?” I asked.

She stood frozen for a moment and said, “I don’t want to cause problems. I’m just going to go.”

“Who's bothering you?” I asked with concern and conviction.

With hesitation, she pointed across the room to Josh. “He won’t leave me alone. He’s drunk, handsy and I’m pretty sure that’s your friend’s boyfriend.”

I looked at her and said, “Don’t leave. I’ll be right back” as I walked across the room to Josh where Bridget stood beside him. As I approached I heard Josh say to Bridget, “Get me a beer now.” As Bridget began to walk away I grabbed her and asked, “What the fuck are doing? Are you kidding me right now?”

She just looked at me not knowing what to say. “Josh, stop hitting on Ayana. You’re making her uncomfortable” I said in front of Bridget.

He looked at me with a smug look on his face and replied, “Whatever. Mind your business.”

I became angry and replied, “What happens in my house is my business especially when you’re hitting on one of my teammates and you happen to be dating my best friend.”

Bridget looked at Josh and asked, “Did you make a move on Ayana?”

He looked at her with disdain and replied, “I thought I just told you to get me a beer but here I am with no beer. Get me a fucking beer now!”

I yelled out, “Fuck you Josh!” as he yelled back, “Fuck you, Lindsay!”

As we continued to yell at each other Brett came running over, looked at me and asked, “What’s going on?”

“Josh is being an asshole!” I yelled out as Josh yelled back, “Fuck you, cunt!”

Brett lost it and grabbed Josh by his shirt and tossed him to the floor. Brett punched him in the face as his football teammates and Josh’s basketball teammates broke up the fight.

“Don’t you ever talk to my sister that way again you piece of shit!” Brett yelled out as Josh yelled back, “Fuck you! This isn’t over!”

At the end of the night, it was me, Ayana, Bridget, Courtney, Brett and Paul who remained. Brett’s right hand was wrapped up with ice as Paul said, “Never hit anyone with your throwing hand” as Brett said, “I should have hit him with a left.”

Ayana looked like she wanted to cry. “I’m so sorry for causing all this trouble. I shouldn’t have said anything.”

Brett looked at Ayana and said, “It’s not your fault, it’s Bridget’s.”

Bridget yelled out, “How is this my fault” as Brett smugly said, “If you weren’t dating that asshole he wouldn’t have been in my house but since you are, and he was in my house it’s your fault. Why do you keep dating him when he treats you the way that he does?”

Bridget didn’t respond as Brett continued, “You should be with someone who deserves you. Someone who’ll appreciate you for you. Someone who isn’t Josh!”

She looked at him and asked, “Why do you care?” Brett looked at Paul and then looked at Bridget. “I don’t,” he said as he and Paul went towards Brett’s room.

Courtney said, “Enough Bridget. He’s an asshole. Brett doesn’t like him, Paul doesn’t like him, I hate his guts and Lind can’t stand him. Break up with him.”

Bridget shook her head and Courtney lost it. “You know what?! When you break up with him we can go back to being friends. Until then lose my fucking number!” as she angrily walked out of the house.

“Courtney!” Bridget screamed out as I looked at her in shock. Bridget ran out of the house leaving me and Ayana alone in the living room.

“I should have just left,” she said sadly. “It’s not your fault. This was going to happen at some point it just happened now is all” I replied.

“I’m so sorry,” she said as she too left the house.

Amazing how one of the best times I ever had turned out ending so terribly. That night I couldn’t get Ayana out of my head. Her light brown eyes, her long eyelashes, her amazing body, her long flowing jet-black hair, and her full pouty lips. I couldn’t deny what I was feeling. I was attracted to her. I was attracted to Esra Şencebe but she was a woman on a poster, a fantasy. For the first time in my life, I was sexually attracted to a girl who I knew. Not just any girl, a girl who was going to be my teammate. The next morning, I realized how serious Courtney was when Bridget texted me and said that Courtney wasn’t responding to her texts and kept hanging up on her. When I called Courtney, she told me that if Bridget was with Josh that her friendship with Bridget was over.

I didn’t know what to do. How could I pick sides especially when I agreed with Courtney? How could I turn my back on Bridget? I was lost and didn’t know what to do. I figured things would blow over sooner than later, but I couldn’t have been more wrong. After a week Courtney was still not talking to Bridget which made Bridget more than upset which made me miserable. The only solace I had was shooting hoops with Ayana. When I was with her I didn’t think at all. It was just me, her, a basketball and a hoop. Ayana was sweet, caring and had an amazing game. She was graceful on the court which she attributed to the years of ballet her mom made her do. I admired every part of her game and she helped me improve mine. She was making me a better player which I hoped would finally lead to the scholarship offer that I wanted.

It was now three weeks after the party and nothing had changed. I couldn’t take sides between Courtney and Bridget, so I spent more and more time with Ayana. I had only known her for a few weeks, but it felt like I had known her my entire life, at least when we were on the court. I was so comfortable around her when it was just us two on the court talking basketball but when we weren’t on the court I felt awkward and nervous around her. It wasn’t until Ayana and I was hanging out in my bedroom for the first time when my mind became unleashed. We had just finished a work out session when I went into my bathroom to take a shower. When I reentered the room, she looked at me in a way that she had never looked at me before. She was looking at me the way Paul always had.

“Esra Şencebe fan?” she asked.

I smiled and replied, “Huge fan. I really like her game.”

She smiled as she looked at me and replied, “Her game is fine but not as fine as she is.”

My eyes may have very well popped out of my head. We had only talked about basketball.

“Do you have a boyfriend?” she asked.

I shook my head and answered, “No boyfriends for me. Who wants to deal with the hassle? Besides, it would take away from my time training.”

She gave me a look that said, “You’re lying your ass off.”

“So out of any female basketball player on Earth you have a poster of Esra Şencebe on your wall because you like her game? No Candice Parker, Sue Bird, Diana Taurasi, Lisa Leslie, Tamika Catchings or Elena Delle Donne? I personally like Elena Delle Donne but not for her game.”

I swallowed loudly and asked, “What do you like her for then?”

She giggled and replied, “Because she’s hot.”

“Oh,” I nervously replied. 

She walked to within inches of me and asked, “Did you mean what you said that first day we met?”

I could feel myself beginning to sweat as I replied, “Did I mean what?”

She ran her fingers through her hair and answered, “That you think I’m hot?”

I bit the bottom of my lip and with my voice quivering I replied, “Yes.”

She started running her fingers through my hair and said, “Well you think I’m hot and I know that you’re hot so what’s next?”

I took a step back to create a bit of separation between us and said, “You know I’m hot? What’s hot about me?”

She closed the separation between us and said without hesitation, “Everything about you, especially your eyes. I can’t get your eyes out of my mind.”

“You can’t?” I asked with my voice quivering.

She slowly shook her head and placed her hands on my hips. I felt like I wanted to pass out. I closed my eyes knowing exactly what was going to happen. I felt her lips touch mine as my lips touched hers. I felt her warm wet tongue touch mine as I felt her tongue with my own. I thought the kiss with Paul solidified the fact that I was gay, but I was so wrong. As I stood in the middle of my bedroom making out with Ayana I knew at that moment that if there was any shred of doubt over my sexuality it was gone. We were both making out hot and heavy as we both walked to my bed as we kissed. She got on top of me and started feeling me up. It felt so right and felt so good that I was shocked at myself for what I did next. I stopped kissing her and pulled away.

“What’s wrong?” she asked.

I bit down on the right-hand corner of my lip and answered, “I’ve never?”

“Never what, never had sex?” she asked in reply.

“I’ve never ever kissed a girl before?” I answered.

Her eyes opened wide as she said, “I’m the first girl you ever hooked up with?”

I was embarrassed and could feel my face become flush.

“You’re not gay?” she asked with sadness.

“Oh no, I’m pretty sure I am I’m just not experienced.”

She smiled and said, “So I’m not wrong then. You like me that way?”

I smiled and nodded my head.

“Okay then. We can take things slow.”

We ended our hookup session and talked for hours as we cuddled on my bed. I couldn’t help but feel excited, happy and most of all scared.

A couple of days later I went to Ayana’s house to hang out. She introduced me to her parents and we went outside to the backyard and sat in chairs next to the pool. “Can I ask you something?” she asked with concern.

“Yeah, sure” I replied as she quickly said, “You need to do something about your friends. I mean, they’re your best friends and I know this situation is messing you up.”

“What can I do?” I asked as she smiled and said, “Just get them in the same room and everything will work itself out.”

I knew she was right. I had to do something, but I felt like it was underhanded, so I did exactly what Ayana suggested. I made plans with both to hang out at my house without each not knowing the other would be there. That night I did something that I never did before. I drank alcohol. Five shots of tequila and was feeling great. Courtney arrived first so I put her in my bedroom and told her I would be right back as I went outside and let Bridget in. I walked Bridget into my bedroom and as soon as we walked in I locked the door and covered it with my body. They were both furious and looked at me with daggers in their eyes.

“Talk, just talk it out!” I yelled out.

The room was silent for what felt like forever.

“You break up with him yet?” Court asked as Bridget said, “Two days after the party.”

“So why didn’t you tell me?” Court asked as Bridget replied, “Because that was a shitty thing to do to me. You’re supposed to be my best friend, but you gave me an ultimatum. It’s not easy breaking up with the guy you lost your virginity to.”

“You had sex with Josh?!” I exclaimed as Court sat on my bed with her mouth wide open.

“Why didn’t you tell us you had sex with him?” Court asked as Bridget said in a low voice, “I don’t know. I guess I felt like a whore or something. It wasn’t planned or anything it just happened.”

With both me and Court being virgins I don’t think either of us truly knew how Bridget felt. Court started crying as she jumped off the bed and hugged Bridget. I started crying as I removed myself from the door and hugged them both. All three of us were holding each other and crying until Bridget said, “Lind, have you been drinking?”

“A little bit. I know I said I would never drink but I was stressed out over you two, so I had a few shots.”

They both looked at each other when Court said, “Let’s get fucked up.”

Bridget asked, “Where’s the bottle?”

I told her, she got it and a few hours later the bottle was empty with us three for the first time in our lives spilling our drunken guts out to each other. We each told each other how much we loved each other. We laughed, we cried, we laughed some more, cried some more and then went to an entirely new level. Courtney started by saying, “I have the hots for Brian Austin.”

I looked at her with shock and said, “Brian Austin. Straight A, president of the chess club, our soon to be Valedictorian, Brian Austin?”

She giggled and replied, “Yeah, him. Do you think he would be into me?” she asked out loud as Bridget yelled out “Who isn’t into you? Just look at you? You could have any guy you want. If you want Brian go get him.”

Court then asked Bridget, “If you could have any guy you wanted who would it be?” Without hesitation, she said, “Brett.”

I laid down on the floor and yelled out, “You cannot want to be with my brother. He’s such an asshole.”

“Why?” she said as she smiled and answered, “Because he really isn’t an asshole and I think he likes me. Does he like me, Lind?”

I made a sound of disgust as I answered, “Yeah I think he does but he’d never admit it to me.”

“I can’t take it anymore. I need to know. Text him and tell him to come to your room” she demanded.

“Nope, you do it” I replied.

“Fine,” she said as she texted Brett.

“You know he’s fucked like half the girls at school,” Court said as Bridget replied, “Yup, I know.”

In what seemed like seconds my bedroom door flung open as Brett walked in and closed it behind him.

“You chicks are wasted” he laughed.

“Brett, I need you to know something,” Bridget said as she walked to him, pushed him against the door and began to kiss him. I peeled her off him as he leaned against the door with a weird look on his face.

“Get out!” I yelled at him as I pushed him out of my room. Without thinking for a second, I said as I laughed, “The look on his face is probably the look I had on my face when Ayana and I kissed.”

Court looked at me in disbelief as she asked, “You and Ayana kissed?”

I quickly said, “Forget I said that, please forget that I said that” as tears began to form in my eyes.

Bridget walked over to me and took hold of my hand.

“It’s not a big deal Lind. Me and Court kind of already knew.”

I was in shock. “What did you two know?” I asked.

Court also walked over to me and said, “That you’re gay,” as I started to cry I said between sobs, “Will you both still be my friends?”

They both embraced me as Court said, “We both love you and we don’t care. We will always be your friends.”

Long story short, that’s how I came out to my best friends. In an accidental drunken slip of the tongue.

I awoke the next morning with Bridget passed out next to me on my bed and Courtney passed out in my giant oversized bean bag chair. My mouth was dry, and my head was pounding so much that it hurt to swallow. I was moaning in pain which woke up Bridget.

“I’m so hungover,” she said as I said, “I’m never ever drinking again. I feel like I want to die.”

Bridget rolled over and faced me. “Did I kiss Brett last night?”

I started laughing as I answered, “Did you ever.”

She placed both of her hands over her face and said, “Why would you let me do that?” as I started to laugh uncontrollably which awoke Court. She rolled out of the bean bag and jumped into my bed. She seemed fine.

“Aren’t you hung over?” I asked in disbelief.

She smiled and replied, “Just a little bit. A couple of aspirin and a Gatorade or two and I’ll be fine.

I couldn’t get the words, “It’s not a big deal Lind. Me and Court kind of already knew.” It was playing over in and again in my head. I was about to say something when Brett walked into my room with a giant bottle of Pedialyte.

“Good morning drunks. I figured you would all be hurting so I brought a gift. Drink a few shots of this, shower up, pop a few aspirins and a little past noon you should all feel better.” He put the bottle on my desk, gave an awkward smile to Bridget and left my room. Court looked at Bridget and attempted to smile at her the same way that Brett had smiled which made Bridget again place both hands over her face.

“Bridget, what do you mean last night when you sad that you and Court kind of already knew?” I asked with anticipation. Bridget slowly removed her hands from her face and sat up on my bed. She and Courtney locked eyes and then they both focused on me.

“Okay, well, um, we just kind of put a few things together is all,” Bridget said.

I was confused so I asked, “Like what?”

Courtney put her hand on my shoulder and began, “Well you’ve never shown any sort of interest in guys. I mean Paul is hot and he wants to be with you so bad, but you never did anything about it even after you two kissed. You never dress girly and you’re always playing basketball. I mean the only reason you wear lipstick on occasion is because of me and Bridget. Lastly…” she said as she pointed to my poster of Esra Şencebe.

She continued, “Granted me and Bridget don’t know much about basketball but it’s not usual for anyone to have a poster of a female Turkish basketball player on their wall. I mean look at her, she’s hot and we’re pretty sure that’s the only reason that poster is there.”

Bridget looked at me and said, “Lind, we know you better than anyone does, even your parents. We can tell when you’re bullshitting, like when we talk about boys and guys like Brad Pitt and David Beckham and you’re all like oh yeah, he’s so hot. We know you don’t really mean what you’re saying.”

I was floored. My two best friends had thought I was gay for quite some time while at the same time I was fighting the feeling that I was having. I became emotional and said, “Wow, you two knew and I just came to grips with it” as I started to cry.

They both hugged me as Court said, “It’s nothing to cry over Lind. It’s okay, we both still love you. At least you’ve come to grips with it now. Now you can be happy.”

Bridget then got that look on her face she always does when she wants to know something. She smiled and said, “Tell us about what happened with Ayana.” I wiped away the tears from my eyes and cheeks and calmed myself down.

“Well, the first time we met I found out that her mom is Olivia Lindqvist, the former supermodel and I got all excited. Without thinking I told Ayana that she was hot. I felt like I wanted to die but I thought she ignored it. In the time that you two haven’t been talking me and Ayana started hanging out a lot mostly shooting hoops at the park. A few days ago, after training at the park we came back here. I took a shower and when I came out she was looking at me kind of the way that Paul does. She started coming on to me and we kissed for a while. It kind of got hot and heavy and I stopped us from doing anything else. All I know is that I really like her, and I’ve never felt like this before.”

Court started laughing and said, “Well she is really hot. I mean I’m straight and I would probably have to think twice about it if the opportunity ever presented itself.”

I started to laugh, Court started to laugh, and Bridget started to laugh uncontrollably.  For as close as we had always been I never felt as close to them as I did that morning. It was that morning that I realized that Bridget and Courtney were not just my best friends. They were my sisters, they were my family and I knew that we would always have each other no matter what.

A couple of days later Brett had the genius idea of going to Hurricane Harbor. It was me, Paul, Brett, Ayana, Courtney, and Bridget. In additional a few of Brett’s teammates came along. Tareek, James, Keyshawn, and Gregg. Also, a couple of my teammates came along, Sharon and Wendy. It was a tremendously hot and humid day. We were all sweating just from walking around the park. Paul was driving me insane. He was always within a few feet from me and kept asking me out. Ayana seemed to be amused by the interaction between me and Paul. Brett and Bridget were another story. They kept looking at each other but when one noticed the other was looking one would look away. Me, Ayana, Sharon, and Wendy were in line for the “Black Hole” when Ayana looked at me and asked, “What’s up with your brother and Bridget?”

I shrugged my shoulders and said, “I don’t really know. I know that she’s really into him and I think that he’s into her but for whatever reason, he won’t make a move. Maybe it’s for the best anyway. I don’t know how I would feel about them two being together. I think it’ll be kind of weird. Besides, he’s a huge asshole and he’ll wind up screwing her over anyway. I’m hoping this will all pass.”

She gave me a look of understanding and as Sharon and Wendy moved up in line, Ayana leaned in and whispered in my ear, “My parents are away for the night. You want to crash at my house tonight?”

I felt my entire body become warm as I nodded my head yes. We all had a great time at Hurricane Harbor and arrived back at home a little after 9 PM.  I got myself ready to spend the night at Ayana’s.

When I got out of the shower my cell phone went off alerting me of the final score in my dad’s game. As I always did, I checked the box score to see how he did. 1-4 with a single, 2 strikeouts and a ground out in a 5-1 loss to the Tigers. Other than seasons where he was battling injuries I had never seen him struggle so much. He was hitting a respectable .270 with 13 home runs and 35 RBI’s as he closed in on the all-star break, but it was a far cry from his usual. I could tell his performance this season was affecting him. He wasn’t as happy go lucky as he usually was and seemed to have a shorter temper lately. As I walked downstairs my parents were getting back from the game. My dad looked at me and asked, “Where do you think you're going so late at night?”

I smiled and said, “I’m staying at Ayana’s tonight.” He nodded his head and shrugged his shoulders. “Are you okay?” I asked with concern.

“Yeah, I’m fine. See you in the morning.” I hugged and kissed both my parents and off to Ayana’s I went.

I was nervous about spending the night at Ayana’s and wasn’t quite sure what to expect or what she expected of me. It was a great night. Other than a kiss hello we spent the entire night laying in her bed and cuddling as we talked until the sun came up. She did most of the talking as I laid in her bed listening. She told me all about her growing up as the daughter of a basketball nomad. The only stability she had ever had growing up were the few seasons her dad played for the Mavericks. After that, it was country after country. Her mom was always traveling and being around the drugs and alcohol that ran rampant in the world of professional modeling her parents decided that it would be best for her to be with her dad. During the school year, it was a private school in whatever country she was in and homework during her dad’s practices when he was playing home games. She would sometimes travel to games with him but most of her time was spent with various nannies. She would sometimes spend the summer with her grandparents on her father’s side in Virginia but after they both passed that was no longer an option. Her grandparents on her mother’s side wanted nothing to do with her father. They were upset that their daughter chose an African American and disowned her for doing so. 

Worst of all they wanted nothing to do with Ayana as she was a “half breed.” She told me all about how she had always known that she was attracted to girls and the only serious relationship that she had ever had with a girl named Gretchen in Germany. She told me all about how she fell in love with the game of basketball as she spent so much time at practices and at games and how that love transformed into her obsession. How she would play against her dad’s teammates in practices and how they didn’t let up on her just because she was so young and a girl. How her mom forcing her to take ballet made her a better player. In that one night, I learned so much about her that I felt as close to her as I did to Court and Bridget. Best of all she told me how she felt an immediate connection and attraction to me that day we first met on the court in the park by our homes.

Above all else, I remember how I felt as I walked home that morning. Utter and complete happiness. For the first time in my life, I felt entirely comfortable with who I was and knew that Ayana was something much more to me than just a friend. I was falling for her, falling hard and fast.

A few days later Ayana and I did our usual. She came over to my house, we went for a run, came back to my house and grabbed a few basketballs. The only difference was that instead of going to the park we went to her house to train. It was an intense workout and we were both beat afterward. We went into her bedroom and I took a seat on her chair in front of her desk. We were both drenched in sweat. “I need a shower in the worst way,” I said as she said, “Yeah, me too” as she smirked and looked at me seductively.

She took a seat on her bed, untied her sneakers and kicked them off. She took off her socks and arose to her feet. She locked eyes with me as she pulled her shorts and panties to her ankles and stepped out of them. She took off her tee shirt and removed her sports bra. I felt like I wanted to pass out as Ayana stood directly in front of me in the nude. Her body was amazing. Her tits were practically perfect, and her nipples were small and brown. I could see the muscle definition in her stomach and that her pussy was shaven bare.

With my voice quivering, I said, “I don’t have a change of clothes with me.”

She smiled at me and replied, “That’s okay, I’ll give you something to wear.”

She walked over to me and took me by my hand. She walked me into the middle of the bedroom and kissed me. I could feel myself becoming moist as our tongues intertwined. She slowly pulled my shirt and sports bra off. As we continued to kiss she started touching my tits and pulling on my nipples. It felt so good. She dropped to her knees and untied my sneakers. She removed them both and took my socks off. As she remained on her knees she pulled my shorts and panties down to my ankles exposing my pussy to her for the first time. “I want to shave you,” she said as I nervously responded, “Sure, okay.”  

We walked together into the bathroom inside her bedroom and she turned the water on in the glass enclosed shower. We both entered the shower and began to French kiss. She applied shaving gel in her hand and made a lather as she applied it to me. She grabbed a razor and began to shave my pubic hair off. Within a few minutes, she had shaven me bare. We kissed for a while longer as she touched and rubbed my tits.

She said in a low seductive voice, “You can touch me you know” as she grabbed my hand and placed it on her tit.

As we again began to kiss I touched her tits and nipples and then placed my hands on her hips as I pulled her into me. I loved the feeling of her nude and wet body against my own. She turned the water off as she opened the door and stepped out soaking wet. I stepped out of the shower as she took hold of my hand and walked me into her bedroom. With our, bodies still soaking wet, we began to kiss again. She placed me on her bed as she placed herself next to me. We were making out passionately as I felt her hand move slowly down my stomach. She started touching the inside of my thigh as I spread my legs. We continued to kiss as she began to touch me for the very first time.

“You’re so wet,” she said with a sound of amusement.

I didn’t say a word in reply. I became lost in the feeling. The way her fingers touched me felt so right and amazing that I didn’t want her to stop. As her fingers quickly moved back and forth across my clit I began to breathe heavily. As she played with me she looked into my eyes with a serious expression on her face. She started kissing and licking my neck and then began to lick and suck on my left nipple as she played with my clit faster and faster. The way she touched me made me feel as if I was losing control of my body. It was a feeling that I had never experienced before.

“Don’t stop, please don’t stop” I pleaded with her which brought a smile to her face.

I couldn’t control my breathing at all when suddenly my entire body became as tense as I had ever felt. As if out of nowhere my entire body began to tingle and then a feeling that I can best describe as a free fall came over me. I grabbed a pillow and placed it over my face as I screamed into it. Little by little the feeling went away. I could feel that my face was flush as I slowly began to breathe normally. I could feel my pussy throbbing and I let go of the death grip I had on the pillow. Ayana removed the pillow, from my face and gently kissed my lips.

With a look of amusement, she giggled and asked, “How was that for you?” With an embarrassed look on my face, I replied, “Amazing.”

We spent the rest of the day hanging out around her house by the pool, swimming and talking losing complete track of time. It was well after 8 PM when we kissed each other good night and I started the short walk to my house. It was a cool summer night and a walk I had made plenty of time but tonight was different. I couldn’t stop thinking about Ayana and how happy I was whenever I was around her and how when I wasn’t with her I wanted to be. The feelings that I had made me nervous but also excited.

Could this be love? I had never fallen in love with anyone before but all I knew was the feeling I had for her I had never experience before. When I walked through the door there was Brett and Paul watching my dad’s baseball game.

Paul looked at me and said, “Hey, Lindsey” as I smiled and said, “Hey, Paul.”

I looked at Brett and asked, “How’s dad doing?” He smiled big and bright and said, “2 for 2 so far with two bombs.”

Brett and my dad were as close as could be. He was Brett’s idol and Brett to my dad was more like his best friend then his son. Whenever my dad struggled to play it would be as if Brett was the one struggling. My dad’s performance affected his mood.

“Where’s mom?” I asked as he quickly replied, “At the ballpark.”

I thought for a moment and asked, “Don’t you think it’s kind of strange that mom is spending so much time at the ballpark and going on the road so much with dad?”

He shrugged his shoulders and replied, “I didn’t really think about it but now that you mention it, yeah, a little bit.”

Paul walked over to me and took me by my hand and asked, “Can I talk to you outside?”

He had that look on his face and I knew what was coming but instead of saying “No” I instead said, “Yeah, sure.”

He walked me outside to the yard and let go of my hand. He looked at me and began, “Lindsey, I don’t get it. Why won’t you give me a chance? When we kissed that night, I thought it would be the start of something but instead, you act like it never happened at all. Just give me a chance, Lindsey.”

With a pained expression on my face, I looked at Paul and put my hand on his shoulder. “Paul I just don’t have those feelings for you. I’m sorry but you and I are never going to happen. I can’t be clearer than I am now. Just stop already. You and I won’t ever happen.”

He pushed my hand off his shoulder with anger and said, “Great, at least I know for sure now!” as he angrily opened the door and went inside. I felt terrible. I didn’t want to, but I knew I just hurt him. I loved him with all my heart just not in the way he wanted me to.

Not even a minute later Brett came storming out of the house and angrily asked, “What did you say to him?!” I looked at Brett and replied, “I just told him the truth is all.”

Brett was as upset with me as I had ever seen him before. “I don’t get it, Lind. He’s popular, great looking and most girls at school would get with him in a heartbeat. You have no idea how many girls he’s turned down because of you. Tell me why you won’t give him a chance.”

I shook my head and said, “It’s none of your damn business. Just leave it alone.”

The problem was that he wouldn’t.

“Not a chance. He’s my best friend!” he exclaimed as I yelled back, “And I’m your sister!”

We were yelling back and forth at each other when Brett said, “He checks all the boxes! Great looking, check! Good guy, check! Will treat you well, check! Popular, check! Give me one reason, just one reason why you won’t give him a chance, Lind!”

With anger coursing through my veins and without thinking for a second, I yelled out, “Because I’m gay!” I immediately realized what I had just said.

Brett stood in front of me in silence as my eyes began to tear up as I placed my hand over my mouth. What was he thinking? What was he going to say? What if he wouldn’t want anything to do with me ever again? “Well, that’s as good a reason as any,” he said as tears began to stream from my eyes.

“Why are you crying?” he asked with concern. I wanted to say something, anything but I couldn’t bring a word to my lips.   

I began to cry and through my tears and sobs I was able to say, “Do you still love me?”

His eyes opened wide as did his mouth. He slowly walked over to me and embraced me.

“You’re my sister, Lind. I will always love you. Do you think because you’re gay I would stop loving you?”

“I don’t know” I cried as he hugged me tightly.

“I don’t care, Lind, I mean I care about you, but I don’t care that you’re gay. Come on, let’s talk inside” he said as I followed him into the house and into his bedroom.

I sat on his bed as he placed a chair next to it and sat on it backward. “So, does anyone know?” he asked with concern.

“Bridget and Courtney,” I answered.

He smiled and responded, “And their still your best friends, right?”

I nodded my head as he also said, “And I’m still your brother.” He took a deep breath and asked, “Are you 100% sure that you’re gay? I mean how do you know?”

I exhaled and asked, “How do you know that you like girls?”

He smiled and answered, “I just do.” I smiled, looked at him and replied, “Me too.”

There was an awkward silence for a moment which I broke as I pointed to one of the numerous posters of Aaron Rodgers hanging on his walls and asked, “Are you sure you’re not gay?”

He laughed and replied, “Very funny.”

He looked at me with concern and said, “I think Paul deserves to know and I think I need to tell him. Are you okay with that?”

I closed my eyes and nodded my head in agreement. I opened my eyes and said, “Enough about me, what about you?”

He gave me a confused look and asked in reply, “What about me?”

I smirked at him and said, “Bridget.”

He looked down at the floor and shook his head.

“Why not?” I asked with confusion and continued, “Call me crazy but you’re into her and she’s into you. Sure, it would be kind of weird for me If you two got together but why not?”

“It’s Bridget,” he said as I replied with confusion, “Yeah I know.”

He shook his head and replied, “No you don’t know.”

I looked at him with concern and replied, “So tell me.”

He got off the chair and sat next to me on the bed. “I’ve been in love with her since elementary school. When she was with Josh it was eating me alive.”

I had no idea he felt that way about Bridget. “She’s not with Josh anymore,” I said as he replied, “I know but it’s her. I mean I don’t know where I’m going to college next year and she doesn’t either. We get together, it’s great and then we go our separate ways? I think it’s best if I just leave it alone. I think me and her would just complicate things. I need to have a clear head this year.”

“You need to tell her then. Tell her the way I told Paul today.”

He shook his head and replied, “I can’t.”

Then as if a light bulb went off in his head he looked at me and smiled. “You and Ayana have been spending a ton of time together. Are you two a thing?” “

A thing?” I asked in reply. He smiled and responded, “Yeah, a thing as in is she your girlfriend?”

I shrugged my shoulders and responded, “I don’t know. We haven’t talked about it, but I really like her.”

He smiled and asked as if needing to know for sure, “So she’s gay?”

I let out a small laugh and replied, “Yeah.”

“That’s hot,” he said as I yelled out, “You’re gross, I’m your sister!”

He smiled and replied, “I wasn’t thinking about you. She’s hot as hell, good job.”

“You’re an asshole,” I said as he smiled and replied, “Don’t I know it.”

So yeah, that’s how I came out to my twin brother.

I hadn’t seen Ayana in a little over a week as she was away visiting her Aunt in Alabama. The question that Brett had asked me, “Is she your girlfriend?” played over and again in my mind and was starting to drive me crazy. Was she my girlfriend? Did she want to be my girlfriend? What were we? What was I to her? When Ayana arrived at home from her trip from Alabama she texted me saying that she was coming straight to my house. I was home alone and anxiously waited for her to arrive. There I stood at the doorway wearing a white tank top tee shirt and a pair of basketball shorts with my hair still dripping wet from the shower. As soon as she saw me she went from a fast walk to a light jog as she ran to the doorway and kissed me hello.

She looked amazing! Her jet-black hair was tied into two ponytails that rested over each of her shoulders. She wore a tight pair of shorts and a tee shirt that barely covered her stomach. She kissed me again as I kissed her back.

“I missed you so much,” she said playfully as I replied, “Me too.”

We walked into my bedroom as I asked, “How was your trip.”

She smiled and responded, “Awesome. I hadn’t seen my Aunt or my cousins in a long time. It was nice to catch up.”

I laid down on my bed as I placed my legs over hers as she sat down. We talked and caught up as she massaged my feet. Just her touching my feet was making me excited. She took off her sneakers and laid next to me in bed. I rolled on my side and faced her. “I told Bridget, Courtney, and Brett.”

She smiled and replied, “Told them what?”

“That I’m gay” I answered.

“Wow how did that happen?” she asked.

I told her every detail of how I told Court and Bridget and ever more so when it came to the conversation with Brett. I looked at her with seriousness and asked, “What are we?”

She looked confused and asked, “What? What do you mean?”

I sat up on the bed and crossed my legs. “Are you my girlfriend?” I asked with nervousness.

She smiled and got within inches of my face. “Are you asking me to be?”

With nervousness, I answered, “Maybe.”

She shook her head and said with a seductive voice, “If you want me to be your girlfriend just ask me.”

I took a deep breath and exhaled slowly.

“Ayana, will you be my girlfriend?”

She smiled and as if she were a wild animal released from captivity and back into the wild she attacked me. She started kissing me passionately and pushed me back onto the bed as she got on top of me. As we kissed her hands went up my tee shirt and she began to play with my tits. She ripped my tee shirt open and began to kiss and lick my nipples as I ran my fingers through the top of her hair. She slowly kissed down my stomach and pulled my shorts off exposing my shaved pussy. She licked the inside of my legs and then kissed my pussy. Then I felt her tongue sweep across my clit. I had never had my pussy eaten but as she began I immediately knew that I loved it. She was so into it! The way she licked and kissed me made me want to lose control of my body. She started penetrating me with her tongue as she ran her fingers quickly over my clit. I was in heaven and to this day I don’t know what came over me. I wanted her so bad I couldn’t control myself. As good as what she was doing to me felt I wanted to do it to her and now as in right now. I pulled myself away from her and got off the bed. With my finger, I called her to me as she too got off the bed. As we French kissed I could taste myself in her mouth. It turned me on so much I could barely contain myself. I pulled her shirt off as she removed her own bra. I pulled her shorts and panties down to her ankles in one motion as she kicked them off to the side. As we kissed I walked her to my bed and sat her down. I dropped to my knees and placed myself between her legs. I looked at her pussy that was no inches from my mouth. I closed my eyes and kissed her pussy and then began to lick. I penetrated her with my tongue and tasted her for the first time. She tasted bitter and sweet at the same time. It was like nothing I had ever tasted before, but I loved it. As I ate her pussy she pushed my head further into her and began swaying herself back and forth into my tongue as she held onto the back of my head.

“Oh my God! You’re so good at this!” she said in a combination of pleasure and surprise.

I don’t know how long I was down there, but I do know it was more than just a few minutes. It was like I couldn’t get enough of her taste. She crossed her legs across my back as she started moving into my mouth faster and faster.

“Fuck! Oh my God! Oh, oh, ah!” she yelled out as she came into my mouth.

Even though I knew she just had an orgasm I kept licking her. I stopped licking her and placed myself on top of her as we French kissed. She rolled me off her and started to rub my clit as we kissed. She inserted a finger into me and started finger fucking me as she rubbed my clit. “Kiss me!” I yelled out in passion I felt her tongue enter my mouth. She went back down on me as she fingered me and licked me at the same time. I grabbed my pillow, placed it over my face and screamed into it at the top of my lungs. She pushed the pillow off my face as she laid on top of me.

We kissed for a while when she stopped and looked at me with a stern look on her face. “I think I love you. No, I know I love you. I love you, Lindsay.”

“I love you too, Ayana,” I said as we kissed. As we laid in bed cuddling I had never felt so happy in my life.  

Later that night Brett came home with Paul as my parents came home a little over an hour later. My dad didn’t seem like himself. He rarely drank but that night he stood behind the bar in his mancave drinking beer after beer with a sadness that was apparent. Me, Paul, Brett, and my mom sat on the other side of his bar as he looked at Brett and said, “It’s time.”

Brett looked confused and asked, “Time for what?”

My dad took a deep breath and replied, “Time to hang them up. I told the team today. With the all-star game being in Texas this year it’s the right time.”

“Do you really want to retire?” I asked with concern.

My dad smiled and replied, “I can’t do this forever and this is the first time that I don’t feel I deserve to be an all-star.”

“But you’re having a good year,” Brett said as my dad replied, “I’m having an okay year. I feel overmatched. My mind wants me to do what my body can’t any longer. This game has a way of telling you when it’s over and I don’t want to hang on too long. I want to go out with dignity” he said as I could see the tears form in his eyes.

“Besides you, two will be in college next year and I know I haven’t always been around. I retire and now I’m able to watch you both play” he stated.

My mom smiled at my dad with understanding as she had known that he planned to retire this season all along. It’s why she was going to as many games as she had been and traveling with him on the road.

“I don’t understand dad. You still have it. You could easily play another couple of seasons. Why now?” Brett asked as my dad replied, “It’s just time son. I’m having a press conference tomorrow at noon” as he finished a beer and said, “I’m going to hit the cage” as he grabbed another beer and walked outside to this his indoor batting cage.

I remember that press conference as if it happened yesterday. I had never seen my dad cry before but that day as he sat behind a table for the world to see he spoke with his voice cracking and tears streaming from his eyes. He had wanted to retire as a Texas Ranger, the only team he had ever known.  With the team in the last place and them knowing he wouldn’t be back what happened was something, he could have never imagined. He was traded to the New York Yankees. That night has stayed with me and will stay with me forever. He was so angry and bitter. He felt betrayed and to this day I had never seen him so angry. I remember watching him pace back and forth in the backyard with my mom trying to calm him down to no avail.

“I won’t do it! I won’t fucking do it! There is no way I’m putting on a different fucking uniform to end my career!” he exclaimed as my mom told me and Brett to go inside.

Brett refused and said in a voice full of conviction, “You deserve to go out on top and the Yankees need you. They traded for you for a reason. Go out a champion if you’re going out!” My dad nodded his head and hugged Brett tightly.

The next day my dad was on his way to New York. I was used to my dad not being at home a ton, but this was different. Home games were now in New York not in Arlington. My mom wasn’t herself. I could tell that she missed him terribly, but the trade did wonders for him. It was as if he reverted to his former self. He was full of confidence and smacking the ball around ballparks as he did in his prime.

It was the first day of school for what would be our last year of high school ever. Brett went back to being, the big man on campus with Paul at this side. Courtney went back to being, the most popular girl in high school but things for me were as different as they had ever been. Ayana and I were together but there was no way I could have prepared myself for the attention she received. All the boys wanted to be with her and all the girls wanted to be her. For as much time as we had spent together over the summer, I had never seen her in such a large social setting. She was so outgoing and friendly that it would have been hard not to immediately like her. She was a friend to all, even the rejects, freaks and geeks. She was full of self-confidence and dressed to kill. She was the opposite of me. She was always dressed as a girly girl as compared to my shorts, tee shirts, and sneakers. I managed as best as I could, but I was jealous beyond belief. I couldn’t stand all the boys asking her out and her naturally flirtatious personality. It was a couple of weeks into my senior year as Ayana and I walked home together.

“What’s wrong?” she asked as I didn’t answer.

She kept asking me and I kept ignoring her until we walked into the back of my house.

“Lindsey, enough already. Please tell me what’s wrong” she said with conviction.

“If you and I are together then why do you flirt with all those boys?” I asked with annoyance.

She giggled and replied, “I don’t flirt.”

I rolled my eyes and said, “Yeah, you do.”

She smiled and replied, “Okay, maybe I do but it’s just for fun. Besides, you know that I am 100% completely crazy about you. I don’t want anyone else” she said.

I looked at her and asked, “You promise?”

She closed the distance between us and replied, “I promise” as she kissed my lips. I kissed her back and smiled as a look of terror came across her face.

“What’s the matter?” I asked as quickly turned around to see my mom standing at the kitchen door.

“I’m going to go,” she said as she quickly left the backyard leaving me alone with my mom.

I didn’t know what to do. My mom had obviously just witnessed me and Ayana kissing in the backyard. My mom opened the door and asked, “Are you hungry” as I slowly shook my head. She smiled and said, “Let me know when you are, okay?” as I again slowly nodded my head.

She closed the door and went back into the kitchen as I went into full panic mode. What was she thinking? Did she really see us kiss? What does she think? I began to pace in the backyard for what seemed like forever when I heard Brett’s car pull into the driveway. I ran to his car as he got out.

“Brett, mom!” I exclaimed.

He looked at me with a puzzled look on his face and asked, “Mom, what?”

Speaking a mile, a minute I said, “Mom saw me and Ayana kiss. At least I think she did but I’m pretty sure she did. She didn’t say anything. She just asked if I was hungry. What is she thinking? Maybe she didn’t see us kiss!”

“Calm down Lindsey!” he said as he grabbed me by both my shoulders. “Breathe. In and out, in and out, just breathe and calm down” he said as my heart started to beat normally.

He took me by my hand and as we walked together into the backyard and into the kitchen. There my mom sat, at the island drinking a glass of wine and talking on her cell phone.

“Have to go. I’ll call you later” she said as she ended her call and smiled.

Brett let go of my hand and walked to the fridge. He opened the fridge, grabbed a Gatorade, opened it and took a sip.

“Ayana is Lindsey’s girlfriend. Me, Paul, Courtney and Bridget already know that she’s gay. Now you do too. Let me know when dinner is ready, I’ll be in my room” he said as he smirked at me and smiled at my mom. He walked out of the kitchen leaving me and my mom alone in the kitchen.

I was furious. I couldn’t believe what he had just said. My mom looked at me and said, “Okay, baby.”

I was dumbfounded. “Okay, what?” I asked.

“Just, okay baby” she quickly responded.

“Okay?” I asked as my mom repeated, “Okay.”

I smiled nervously and again said, “Okay then.”

My mom nodded her head and repeated, “Okay then.”

I took a quick short breath and asked, “Okay?”

She smiled and said, “Okay.”

Long story short, that’s how my parents found out I was gay.

Brett and Paul were doing their normal things on the football field when it came time for basketball tryouts. That day Ayana wasn’t nervous at all. It was if she already knew that she was on the team as if there was no chance in the hell that she wouldn’t make it. At the end of the school day, I walked with her to the gym and introduced her to Coach Briggs.

She smiled at him and extended her hand. “Nice to meet you, coach. I’ll be your starting shooting guard this year.”

Coach looked at her in disbelief as he gave his speech to all who were trying out and began a scrimmage. It was unbelievable! For as much as we practiced together, it was if I had never seen her on a basketball court before. She was dominant! As coach watched her play I could see the excitement engulf his body. She didn’t miss a shot! Not one shot! Crossovers, step backs, driving to the basket, hop steps, rebounds and crisp perfect passes!

The scrimmage wasn’t even over when she walked off the court and said to Coach Briggs, “I wear number 32, it was my dad’s number so it’s also mine. I need a large shirt since I like it to be baggy and gives me some room if you know what I mean. See you at practice” she said with confidence as she strolled out of the gym with me in tow.

“What in the hell Ayana? That was insane!” I said with glee as she only smiled.

Practices were amazing. It was as if Ayana and I had played ball together for our entire lives. It was as if we were inside each other’s heads. The first game of my last year of high school couldn’t have been any better. I was having the greatest game of my life, but we were being matched basket for basket. I have relived this moment almost every night since. I was coming off a screen as Ayana hit me with a perfect pass. I began to drive, stopped, cross-over dribbled but when I went to rise for the jumper I heard a loud, “pop” as I collapsed onto the floor in excruciating pain. I screamed out as loud as I ever had before and grabbed my right knee with both hands as I curled into a fetal position. The pain was unbearable as I screamed and cried at the same time.  I tried to get to my feet, but I couldn’t.

Ayana yelled out, “Stay down!” as my coach ran out onto the floor. He picked me up as I cried in agony. I was rushed to the hospital by ambulance, but the news couldn’t have been any worse. I tore my anterior cruciate ligament severely. The first game of my senior year of high school would be the last game of my high school career. The doctor told me that the injury was severe and that with hard work in rehabilitation I could get back onto the court. None of it seemed real. It was as if I was living a nightmare. As I laid in the hospital bed all I could do was cry myself to sleep. When I woke my mom, brother, Courtney, Paul and Bridget were in the room.

“Ayana will be here in a few minutes,” Brett said as I asked, “Did we win?”

He smiled and replied, “Ayana at the buzzer.”

A few minutes later Ayana walked in, still in her uniform with tears in her eyes. She sat on my bed and hugged me tightly as she said, “I’m so sorry.”

I cried with my head on her shoulder and repeatedly asked, “Why?!”

I hate to admit it, but I knew that I had broken Paul’s heart. Regardless, it didn’t stop him from being my rock. When my mom or brother couldn’t take me to rehab he did. His parents wrote a letter to the school and he rolled me into class in a wheelchair even though it meant he would be late for his classes. I felt as if I were a burden on everyone around me. Bridget and Courtney would cancel plans to hang out with me just to try to make me feel better. Either or both would often just stay in my house and watch television with me. My senior year of high school should have been the best time of my life, but it was one of the worse.

Ayana, on the other hand, was a basketball goddess. She broke the record for most points during a season for the state of Texas as well as in the nation. In the process, she also broke the record for the most points in a game and assists in a game. She broke both the state and national record for triple-doubles in a season as well.

One thing I remember fondly was my dad becoming a world champion as he helped the Yankees win a World Series. The other was when my brother committed to USC on a full ride scholarship. Other than that, I remember being depressed most of the time.

Ayana did her best, but I could tell that she was becoming frustrated with me. It was as if without that orange ball and a court I wasn’t the same person. Courtney for as smart as she was never sold on college, but Bridget and I had always agreed that we would go to the University of Arlington Texas together where we would be roommates. That was until the day that I found out that it wasn’t going to happen.

Ayana took me out for a drive and dinner. We sat and talked for hours until she dropped me off at home in the early AM. As I limped into the house from the backyard I walked into the kitchen where Bridget stood wearing my brother's football jersey and only his football jersey.

“I thought you were out?” she said with surprise and a deer in the headlights sort of look.

“I was but now I’m home” I responded.

“Why are you here?” I asked even though I already knew the answer.

She smiled nervously replied, “Brett.”

I shook my head and said with coldness, “He’s going to USC next year. What are you doing? Girls are going to be throwing themselves at him!”

She looked at me with sadness and responded, “I know but I’m going with him.”

“What?!” I exclaimed with anger.

“I’m going to USC next year Lind.”

“Fine!” I yelled out in anger.

“Lind!” she yelled out as I ignored her and went into my bedroom.

Ayana’s mom decided to open her own modeling agency with her first client being Courtney. Courtney was going to become a professional model. My brother and Bridget would be in California at USC and my dad decided that he wanted to keep playing in New York. As such the only home I had ever known would be no longer. My parents listed the house for sale and I was lost.

Toward the end of the school year, I was walking normally again but had a long way to go before I ever stepped on a basketball court again. It was a Saturday night as Ayana and I hung out at her house.

“I really miss you,” she said as I replied, “I’m right here.”

She looked at me and responded, “You’re here but you’re not here.”

I knew what she meant. “I’m sorry. I know that dealing with me has been tough.”

She smiled and said, “It has been, but you know that I love you, right?” I smiled as replied, “I know you do, and I love you too.”

It had been a long while since we had been intimate. When she kissed me, it was as if everything I had been dealing with was no longer an issue. At that moment it was just me and her. As if possessed I practically tore her clothes off. I kissed every inch of her body and tasted her as she moaned in ecstasy.

“I’ve missed you so much,” she said passionately as I licked her pussy.

I wanted to please her and pleased her I did as she had one orgasm after the other. She went down on me, I had an orgasm and we both laid in bed panting.

“I love you so much,” she said as I replied, “I know I’ve been difficult to be with, but I love you more than words can say.”

She started to cry which took me off my guard.

“Why are you crying?” I asked with concern as I sat up in bed.

“I’ve decided to commit to UConn,” she said sadly.

“UConn?! That’s in Connecticut! Why?” I asked with despair.

“It’s UConn baby” she answered.

I didn’t know what to say. Had UConn offered me a scholarship I knew what my answer would have been, but this was different. The scholarship offers stopped coming once I tore my ACL and the colleges that had been recruiting me were no longer. I didn’t know what my future held but here was my love telling me that she had decided to attend college on the other side of the country without ever mentioning that it might be a possibility. We had talked about going away together but only if we had scholarship offers to the same schools.

I lashed out! “How the fuck could you commit to UConn without even talking to me about it?! She looked mortified.

“It’s UConn,” she said through tears and continued, “I’m sorry you got hurt on the court, but you can come with me.”

“UConn doesn’t want me! No one wants me!” I said angrily.

“So, what? You don’t have a scholarship to UConn. Your dad is rich. Just tell your parents you want to go to college at UConn. Your parents will send you to school anywhere you want.”

I quickly shook my head as I looked at her and exclaimed, “I don’t want to go to college at UConn! You know this! My plan has always been to go to school at the University of Arlington Texas!”

“Plans change, baby,” she said with tears streaming from her eyes and down her cheeks.

“Don’t I know it! First Bridget and know this!” I yelled out in disgust.

“What about Bridget?” she asked.

“I don’t want to talk about it! Just forget it!” I screamed.

She looked at me with her eyes wide open. “Forget what?” she asked as I quickly snapped, “Everything!”

She swallowed so hard I heard it. “Everything? What are you talking about? What about us?”

I looked at her coldly as replied, “What about us?! You already made your decision! Have a great time in Connecticut!”

She jumped out of my bed and quickly got dressed. She looked at me as if she were about to be sick, stormed out of my room and slammed my door shut behind her. I got out of bed and went into my bathroom to take a shower. As the water crashed over my body I seethed as I breathed heavily. I screamed at the top of my lungs and then sat on the floor of the shower as I cried as I had never cried before.

I remember laying in my bed and staring at the ceiling. I felt lost and didn’t know what to do. Ayana and I never fought but it felt like we had the biggest argument of all time even though it seemed as if I was the only one arguing. I wanted to talk to her but knowing how upset I made her made me decide against it. Instead, I left my bedroom and went outside to the backyard. I saw my dad’s car in the driveway which I hadn’t expected as he had been out of town with his agent. I walked to his indoor training facility, opened the door and went inside. There was my dad, taking swing after swing with a half-empty bottle of Jack Daniels sitting on the floor. He looked at me and smiled as he turned off the pitching machine, grabbed the bottle and exited the batting cage. 

“Hey, sweetie,” he said with slurred speech.

I immediately knew something was wrong. My dad was never a big drinker, but he was wasted and seemed full of angst.

“Dad are you okay?” I asked with concern.

He shook his head and replied, “No but I will be.”

He took a deep breath and then a swig straight from the bottle.

“Do you want to talk?” I asked as he smiled at me. He took a seat on the couch as I took a seat next to him.

“Your mom has always said that for as much as I love her, you and your brother, the thing I love most is baseball. Baseball has been a part of my life since my earliest childhood memories. There is nothing that I wanted more than to play the game and now it’s over.”

I looked at him with sadness and repeated, “Over. I thought you were going to play in New York again.”

He nodded his head and replied, “That’s what I thought but uh, they don’t want me back. They changed their minds and want to move in a different direction.”

“Aren’t there other teams that you can play for?” I asked as he sat silent for a moment.

“Sure, but no teams that I want to play for. This has been home for so long and New York was great. Finally got my ring but playing for yet another team is not something I want to do. For as much as I love the game, it’s time to say goodbye. I’m taking the house off the market and calling it a career.”

“What now?” I asked as he shook his head and took another drink from the bottle.

“I don’t know,” he said sadly as I watched the tears form in his eyes.

“Enough about me, what about you?” he said to me.

“What about me?” I asked as he quickly replied, “College Lindsay. Where are you going next year?”

“I don’t know, Dad, I don’t know what to do” I replied.

“The plan has always been to go to school in Arlington so what’s changed?” he asked.

“Ayana is going to UConn and she wants me to go with her.”

He let out a quick laugh and took yet another drink from the bottle. “What does that have to do with you?” he asked. We locked eyes and without either of us saying a word we both knew what didn’t need to be said.

“Sorry, sweetheart,” he said as I smiled and replied, “It’s okay dad.”

“I didn’t realize that you two were so serious. Regardless it’s not a good idea. She has her plans and you have yours. You’re too young to be making such life-altering decisions anyway. You may be feeling something that could change in a snap of a finger” he said as he snapped his finger.

“Like you and mom” I replied sarcastically.

“Watch it,” he said as he pointed at me as I quickly said, “Sorry.”

“I’ll have you know that your mom and I had decided to go our separate ways but then life happened.”

I was stunned. “Are you telling me the only reason you two stayed together was because of me and Brett?” I asked.

“That’s exactly what I’m telling you. She had dreams you know. She was going to go to college and study fashion in New York and I was heading off for baseball. She gave up everything she ever wanted for our family. I don’t want you to sacrifice what you want when there’s no good reason to” he said calmly.

“Ayana is a good reason,” I said as a matter of fact.

“As I said, things can change in the snap of a finger. I’ll send you to college anywhere you want to go but do it for you, not for someone else.”

I became upset and said, “Fine, I hear you loud and clear” as I left and went back into the house.

As I laid in bed that night tossing and turning my dad’s words rang in my head. I loved Ayana but was I going to follow her away to college? Four years is a long time and things could change between us. Then again, the plan had always been for me and Bridget to go to college together and now that wasn’t happening. Brett, Paul, and Bridget would be in California. Courtney was moving to New York City to become a model and Ayana would be in Connecticut. If everyone I loved was leaving Ennis what good reason was there for me to stay? There was no reason for Ayana to ever come back to Texas again. Not going to college with her would be saying goodbye and I didn’t want to say goodbye. If I did follow her to school what were the chances of me playing basketball again? I knew I was a good player but that was before my injury. What if after my injury I could no longer play the way I used to. If I couldn’t play the way I used to there was no way I could make the team at UConn as a walk-on. Was following Ayana going to lead to me never playing basketball again? I was lost and didn’t know what to do.

I grabbed my cell phone and texted Bridget, “Can I come over?”

I received a response that said, “Of course.”

I rode my bicycle to Bridget’s and knocked on her ground floor bedroom window. Bridget unlocked the window and opened it. As I had done hundreds of times in my life I climbed through her window and into her bedroom.

“What’s up?” Bridget asked as I quickly replied, “I’m beyond confused and don’t know what to do.”

We sat on her floor and talked for hours. “I’m worried about going to UCLA with Brett,” she said which took me by surprise. “His schedule is going to be crazy and entirely revolves around football. Even with me there at school, I’m barely going to see him. Guess we’re both in the same boat, huh?” she said.

I nodded my head and replied, “I guess we are.”

It was great to talk to someone about my feelings, but it didn’t help much knowing that Bridget was dealing with almost the same issue I was. When I arrived home, I went into Brett’s room and to my surprise, he was awake and watching television as he laid in bed.

“Can we talk?” I asked as he sat up in bed and replied, “Sure.”

“Why are you still up?” I asked as he responded quickly, “I can’t sleep. I think Bridget is going to break up with me.”

“She is not” I replied.

“You know this for a fact?” he asked with concern.

“No, but if she was going to break up with you she would have told me, and she hasn’t. I do know she’s worried about what’s going to happen between you two at college” I responded.

Brett and I talked until the sun came up. Long story short he told me that the only person I should be talking about how I felt was Ayana. I knew he was right and decided to go to Ayana’s that very morning.

I hadn’t slept all night long, but I needed to see her. I texted her and a little over an hour later she replied telling me to come over. I again jumped onto my bicycle and rode over to Ayana’s house. I rode my bike into her backyard where she was sitting on the patio. I took one look at her and knew that she’s was still upset over our argument. I got off my bike, put it down on the ground and walked over to her.

“I’m sorry,” I said to her as she locked eyes with me. “it’s just that you took me by surprise with your decision to go to UConn. I know if I don’t go with you, me and you are done, and I don’t want to say goodbye. I love you” I told her.

“Why would we be done just because we don’t go to college together?” she asked.

I was confused. I looked at her and asked, “How are we supposed to stay together when I would be here in Texas and you’ll be on the other side of the country?”

She shook her head and replied, “Wow. You love me, but you don’t love me enough to have a long-distance relationship. That’s bullshit!” 

I quickly replied, “No, it’s not. Your parents are going to be in New York. Why would you come back to Texas?”

She rolled her eyes and replied, “You. I would come back to Texas for you. You know you could come to New York during breaks too. It could work if you want it to.”

I didn’t know what to say. We sat in silence for a while. Sure, we could have a long-distance relationship and it could work but what were the chances that it would?

I looked at her and said, “Okay.”

She looked at me and asked, “Okay, what?”

“I’m going to talk to my parents tonight and tell them that I want to go to UConn.”

She smiled and with excitement, and asked, “Is this what you really want?”

I slowly nodded my head and replied, “Yeah, it is.”

She hugged me tightly and gave me a big kiss.

“Thank you,” she said as I replied, “I’m exhausted. I need to sleep.”

I rode my bike home, went into my bedroom and crashed in seconds. When I awoke in the early evening I exited my room and went into the living room where my parents were sitting on the couch and talking.

“Can I talk you both, please?” I asked.

“Sure” my mom replied.

I began, “I’ve been doing a lot of thinking and I’ve decided that I want to go to college at UConn.”

My parents looked at each other and then looked at me.

“You’re not chasing this girl across the country!” my mom exclaimed and continued, “You’re not going to make a life-changing decision over a phase.”

I was stunned. “A phase?” I asked.

My mom nodded her head as my dad said nothing. “Yes, a phase. That’s all it is Lindsey, a phase.”

As tears started to fill my eyes I yelled out, “It’s not a phase mom! I love her and whether you like it or not I’m a lesbian! My sexuality is not a phase it’s who I am!”

My mom just shook her head.

“Do you have an issue with me being who I am?” I asked with tears streaming from my eyes.

“Lindsay! This is just a phase and I will not allow you to go away to college on the other side of the country just because you can’t see clearly!” my mom exclaimed.

“Dad!” I yelled out, but he again didn’t say a word.

“So, you two will pay for me to go to college anywhere I want but not UConn? That’s such bullshit!” I yelled out as I ran out of the house and into the backyard where Brett was having a conversation with Bridget.”

Brett looked at me and asked, “What’s wrong?”

I told him and Bridget what had just happened. Bridget hugged me as Brett ran inside the house. That was one of the worst days of my life. It was the day that I found out how truly upset my mom was over my sexuality. It was the day that would change our relationship for a long while. If it weren’t for Brett I don’t think that they would have let me go to UConn, but they did, and I had no one other than Brett to thank. For as much of an asshole as I thought he could be, I realized that day how close we were. He could have just turned a blind eye and said, “Deal with it” but he didn’t. He fought for me as if it were him who felt he was being wronged.

That day was on the worst days of my life but a few days before we were all set to leave for college was one of the most upsetting. We all spent as much time as we could over the summer together, but it was almost time to leave. Brett, Paul, and Bridget were leaving for California. Ayana and I were leaving for Connecticut and Courtney was heading off to New York City. I had trouble thinking of a time when me, Bridget and Courtney weren’t together, but I knew that in a couple of days we would no longer be. I loved them both with all my heart and worried that distance and time would pull as so far apart that there would be no going back. Brett would always be my brother, but I would no longer have him close to me. No more going to his room late and night to talk and no more going to parties together. No more driving to school together., As hard as I tried there was no way I could hide the way I was feeling. As we got wasted at the end of summer blowout I completely lost it.  I cried as I had never cried before. That night for whatever reason I held onto Courtney as if she was a life preserver. That’s pretty much all I remember until waking up in Ayana’s bed feeling the worst I had ever felt up to that point in my life. When I awoke Ayana hugged me tightly and ran her fingers through my hair. She didn’t say anything to me but only smiled. I guess some things don’t have to be said. She knew what I was feeling, and she did her best to make me feel better.

For as much apprehension I had about going to UConn with Ayana I quickly found my groove. Unfortunately, I was living at Alumni whereas Ayana was living at Hilltop. Thankfully I hit it off on day one with my assigned roommate Mia Taylor. She was a looker, to say the least. She was tall, dark and had super long hair dreads. She was from Newark, New Jersey and was on an academic scholarship. She was an only child and other than her mom didn’t have much family that she cared about. Having lived in Texas my entire life I never realized that my accent would stand out as much as it did. Mia got a real kick of it. The way she spoke took me some getting used to. She spoke so quickly I would often find myself saying, “Say that again.” She didn’t care that I came from money. She had no idea who my dad or my brother was which I was concerned about before heading off to school. She also didn’t care that I was gay. That very first night we stayed up late talking about anything and everything. Without even thinking I told her I decided on UConn because of my girlfriend who was on an athletic scholarship for women’s basketball. She didn’t even bat an eye. It amazes me to this day that Mia and I became as close as we became so quickly. We were from two different worlds, but it didn’t matter in the least.

The campus was like its own city to me but not to Mia. She helped me navigate the campus like a pro. The one thing that stands out was the first time Mia saw Ayana. Ayana had popped in between classes to say hi and was only there for a few minutes.

When Ayana left Mia looked at me and said, “Damn girl, your girl is smoking hot!”

Mia helped me tremendously, especially with basketball. She didn’t play at all, but it didn’t prevent her from going to the courts with me and just put her arms up, so I could shoot countless jumpers. I knew that playing basketball my freshman year wasn’t an option, but I was working hard to get my body and game into shape for Sophomore year. Even though Ayana and I were at school together once basketball season started we barely saw each other. It was almost like having a long-distance relationship even though we both lived on campus. Even with Mia in my life, I was beyond lonely. I spoke to Bridget, Courtney and my brother often but not seeing them weighed heavily on me. The memory that stands out the most in my mind was watching Ayana cut the net after winning the NCAA tournament and MVP. Watching her play the way she did make me happy for her but put a never-ending amount of doubt in my mind that I would ever play again. I hadn’t played competitively since that one game as a senior in high school. I would watch the games and say to Mia, “I would have made that shot” with confidence but it was an act. Deep down inside I didn’t know if I had what it took to play again.

Mia came with me and Ayana to the team celebration party. It was an amazing time and everyone and I mean everyone wanted to be close to Ayana. I would be lying if I said it didn’t bother me. She was constantly being pulled away from me for an autograph or a picture and I was becoming upset. As the night started to wind down I was beyond buzzed. Mia had left a while back and I spent most of the night by myself drinking at the bar. It didn’t matter that I wasn’t 21. The bartender handed me one drink after the other and didn’t charge me for one. It was just past 2 AM when Ayana walked up to me at the bar as I sipped on yet another rum and coke.

“You ready to go?” she asked with slurred speech an ear to ear smile as I replied, “Have you been drinking?” She started giggling uncontrollably as she smiled and replied, “Just a little bit.”

We took an Uber back to campus. When we exited the car, she looked at me and said, “Stay with me tonight.”

I shook my head and replied, “No, I want my own bed and besides your roommates don’t care for me much.”

It wasn’t her “roommates.” It was her roommate “Kendra” who didn’t like me in the least. I knew very well the reason why! Kendra wanted Ayana. Ayana knew that I knew it even though she denied it whenever I brought up the subject. Kendra was the starting point guard and a Junior. That night she was next to Ayana all night long, like her shadow. It wasn’t that I didn’t trust Ayana because I really did it just made me upset that there was someone so close to her who wanted my girlfriend so bad.

Ayana walked me to my room and asked, “Aren’t you going to invite me in?”

I opened my door and said, “Sure you don’t want to go back to your room and hang out with Kendra?” sarcastically.

She let out a small laugh and shook her head as she followed me into my room and asked, “What does Kendra have to do with anything?”

I looked at her with an upset look and replied, “She didn’t leave your side all night, so I figured that you liked it is all.”

Ayana’s mouth opened wide as she looked at me and smiled widely. “Jealous?” she said in a cute voice.

“Not in the least. I mean she lives with you and you two are so close and just won the tournament I figured you would want to hang out with her instead of me” I said in a jealous voice that was impossible to hide. I untied my sneakers and kicked them off. I sat on my bed and looked at Ayana.

She sat down next to me and locked eyes with me. “Why would I want to hang out with her instead of you?”

I shrugged my shoulders and responded, “Why don’t you tell me?”

She giggled and said, “I don’t. I love you not her” as she softly kissed my lips.

I softly kissed her back and as if we were two uncaged animals we began to tear each other’s clothes off.

Within seconds I was entirely nude with Ayana kissing my lips and playing with my nipples. She pushed me back first onto my bed and dropped to her knees. She kissed and licked the inside of my legs and the inside of my hips. When I felt her tongue lick my clit it was as if my body became jelly. The way she licked me was unlike any other time she had done it before. Her tongue was so stiff and as she licked me she began to rub my pussy. Before I knew what was happening my clit was in her mouth and two of her fingers were moving furiously inside and out of me.

“Fuck, baby, oh my…don’t stop” I begged her as she continued.

My entire body was shaking violently until I felt a rush unlike any I had ever felt before coming over me. I exploded into a loud orgasm as Ayana continued to finger fuck me. All I knew in that very moment was that I wanted to make her feel as good if not better than she had just made me feel. I grabbed a hold of her wrist and pushed her arm back removing her fingers from inside of me in the process. I grabbed her by her hair and pulled her up to her feet as I got off the bed. I stuck my tongue deep inside her mouth and pulled her pants and panties down to her ankles. I stopped kissing her and pushed her violently down to my bed from behind. She was bent over my bed as I dove into her pussy with my tongue and licked her furiously. She climbed onto my bed and was now on both of her knees as I continued to lick her dripping wet pussy. Without thinking for a second, I removed my tongue from her pussy, licked over her asshole and then stuck my tongue as deep inside her ass as I could. I inserted two fingers into her pussy and began to thrust it in and out of her as I tongue fucked her ass. She was thrusting her ass into my mouth quickly as she yelled “Don’t fucking stop!” which made me more excited which made me move faster than I had been.

“Yes baby, yes!” Ayana screamed out in passion.

“Faster, baby faster!” she commanded as I moved my tongue in and out of her ass and my fingers in and out of her pussy as fast as I could. Her asshole tightened around my tongue and began to pulse as she had an earth-shattering orgasm. Ayana collapsed onto my bed. I joined her and kissed her as we cuddled.

“That was amazing,” she said through short quick breathes. “I really, really liked that. You should do it more often” she said.

I laid on top of her as we locked eyes and gave each other small kisses on each other’s lips.

“I’m sorry for acting like a jealous bitch. I don’t know what came over me” I said to Ayana.

“Yeah, what is it with you about me and Kendra?” she asked.

“You know she wants you,” I said immediately.

Ayana rolled her eyes and responded, “She does not. She has a boyfriend.”

I rolled my eyes in reply and said, “Guess she’s bi then.”

“I don’t want to talk about this right now, okay?” Ayana said as I replied, “Okay, fine.”

Ayana looked at me and asked, “Where’s Mia?”

I shrugged my shoulders and responded, “I’m not sure.”

A few seconds later we both heard, “Mia is here in bed” in a low voice as Ayana and me, laughed.

“I’m so sorry, Mia,” I said as Ayana laughed with embarrassment.

“Are you two finished?” she asked with exhaustion.

“Yeah, we are,” Ayana said through clenched teeth.

“Great, I can fall back asleep now,” Mia said.

Within minutes I fell asleep cuddling next to Ayana. The next morning, I was awoken when Ayana got out of bed.

“Have to go baby, but I’ll see you tonight,” she said as she kissed me on my lips, got dressed and left my dorm room. I had a slight hangover and was starving.

“Mia are you awake?” I asked as Mia rolled over in bed and looked at me.

“I’ve been up all night,” she said as I asked, “Was it us?”

She smiled and responded, “Yeah but let’s not talk about that, okay?”

I smiled awkwardly and asked, “Breakfast?”

Mia smiled and replied, “Sure.”

The rest of the school year was everything that I had wanted. Ayana and I were always together, and I didn’t want it to end but of course, it did. With our freshman year of college now history it was time for me to go back to Ennis and Ayana to New York. We wouldn’t be able to see each other during summer break but at least we did have FaceTime and text messaging.

I was physically fully recovered from my injury but never expected the mental toll it took on me. About a week after break started I went to the courts with a few of my former high school teammates for a couple of pickup games. I didn’t drive once during any of the games. I only shot the ball when I was wide open. Even if I had an opportunity to drive past my defender to get to the hoop I would pass the ball off.

My doctor told me time and again that I was fully healed but the reality was that I was scared to death about getting hurt again. It was a mental block that I had to get over, but I didn’t know how. My jumper was as good as ever and I was running at full speed.

I did my best to put my issue in the back of my mind, but it was weighing on me heavily. I never brought up the subject with Ayana when we spoke. In fact, I didn’t tell anyone. Everyone was so excited that I would be trying out for UConn when school started again. I did my best to share in the excitement and acted as if it was a sure thing. Deep down inside I knew I had no chance of making the team if I continued to play the way I had been that summer. I did feel great to be back at home in Ennis though. Spending time with my brother, dad, mom, Courtney, and Bridget felt awesome. My freshman year of college had felt like an eternity, a far cry from my summer at home. It was as if with a snap of a finger it was time to get back to campus for the start of my sophomore year. Before I knew it, I was back in my dorm with Mia.

That first night back when Ayana came to my room I couldn’t believe how unbelievable she looked. She had always been fit but what stood before me was unlike any way I had seen her before. I could see the muscle definition throughout her body. Her hair was longer, and she had light blonde highlights throughout her hair. She looked so amazing I could barely contain myself. When we kissed hello, I felt as if I was falling.

“I missed you so much!” she exclaimed as I simply smiled and replied, “Me too.”

Ayana began speaking a mile a minute. She was so excited that we would be playing together as if it was a foregone conclusion that I would make the team. As she spoke and looked at me I felt like she knew that something was wrong. I could fake my feelings to pretty much everyone but not her. She knew me better than I knew myself. That night as I laid in bed staring at the ceiling Mia asked if I was okay.

“Of course,” I told her. I also told her that everything was fine and that I already missed home.

I couldn’t sleep a wink. I tossed and turned for the entire night. How could I make the team this way? When I didn’t make the team what was going to happen between me and Ayana? I couldn’t take having another year like the one I had last year. Whenever Ayana asked me to work out with her I always had an excuse. It was fine at first, but I could tell that it was bothering her beyond belief. I managed to excuse my way out of workouts for a little over a month until I could no longer.

It was early on a Saturday morning when Mia and I heard a knock on the door. Mia rolled out of bed and opened the door. In walked Ayana dressed in basketball gear holding a basketball.

“Let’s go!” she said loudly as I quickly replied, “It’s way too early. Let me sleep some more.”

Ayana ripped the sheets off my body and said with conviction, “Get dressed and let’s go!”

I knew if I said no we were going to have a huge argument, so I slowly climbed out of bed and got ready. Around a half an hour later Ayana and I were standing on an outdoor court not too far from campus. As we had done of time and time before we warmed up. We shot jumper after jumped and passed the ball around.

Ayana smiled at me and asked, “Ready?”

I knew exactly what she meant. It was time for one on one basketball.

“Check,” she said as I bounced the ball to her. Time and again she drove right passed me.

“What are you doing?” she asked with confusion.

“Just rusty is all” I quickly replied.

“I thought you played all summer long?” she said.

I rolled my eyes and responded, “Yeah I did, just not against the best player in the country.”

When she looked at me I knew right away she knew something was wrong.

“You take the ball,” she said as she passed the ball to me and got into a defensive stance. She was giving me a ton of space, so I drilled a jump shot. Jumper after jumper is all I did. She shook her head and looked at me.

“You going to try and drive by me at all?” she asked.

“No need, I can do this all day,” I said sarcastically.

“Bullshit!” she exclaimed. “Take the ball at the free throw line!” she yelled out. “Let’s go!” she screamed out as she passed me the ball.

She was playing me tight. I faked to the right and to the left with no success. I took one dribble and fired up an airball jumper. She checked me the ball and yelled, “Again!”

She was playing me tight but leaning to the right. I knew she was giving me the lane to drive to my right but instead I took one dribble right and fired up another jumper that clanged off the front of the rim.

“What are you doing?!” she exclaimed.

“I told you already, I’m just rusty is all!” I exclaimed back.

“Bullshit, Lindsay! You could have gone straight to the hoop! What the fuck is going on!?!”

Without thinking for a second, I yelled out, “I’m scared! I’m scared, okay?! I don’t want to get hurt again!”

Ayana’s demeanor changed.

“So that’s why you haven’t wanted to work out?” she asked in a concerned voice.

I nodded my head as tears started to stream from my eyes and down my cheeks. She hugged me tightly and started to run her fingers through my hair. She looked deep into my eyes and said, “There’s no reason for you to be scared. You’re medically cleared, baby.

As I wiped the tears from my eyes I replied, “I know I’m medically cleared but I don’t feel the same. What if I can’t play the same anymore? What if it’s just over for me?”

She smiled and replied, “It’s not over baby. Whatever is going on in that head of yours I’m going to help fix. There isn’t a doubt in my mind that we’re playing together from here on out. I know it in my heart you just need to believe in yourself.”

I shook my head and with despair, I responded, “I don’t know, Ayana. I just don’t know. I haven’t played in almost two years. Now I’m supposed to walk onto a national championship team?”

She smiled at me and answered, “Yeah you are and yeah you will.”

We stood on the court in silence for a moment when Ayana looked to her left and yelled out, “Kristina!” and ran to the side of the court. There stood Kristina Franklin the teams starting small forward.

I slowly walked over to them and said, “Hey” as Kristina smiled and then looked at Ayana.

“The rest of the girls are on their way. Not everyone can make it but with Lindsay here we’ll be able to run four on four.”

“Great” Ayana said as she looked at me and smiled.

I shook my head and said, “I’m going back to campus.”

As I went to walk away Ayana grabbed my arm and said, “No, you’re not. You’re staying right here and we’re playing.”

To this day I don’t know why I stayed. I didn’t want to, but it was probably because of Ayana. The conviction in her voice and the look in her eyes did something to me that day. Around twenty minutes later the girls were all there. I had hoped that Kendra would have been one of the girls who couldn’t make it, but she did.

I played terribly. Probably one of the worst games I ever had in my life. At the end of the game, Kendra walked over to me and whispered in my ear. “To think I was worried about you making the team and trying to take my spot. The way Ayana talked about you I was thinking you were legit. Now I know that you can’t take what I have but without you, in the picture for another year I’m pretty sure I can take what you have.”

At first, I was stunned and then a rage engulfed my body. A rage unlike I had never had.

“Fuck you, bitch!” I yelled out as I grabbed the basketball and fired it at her head, missing her by mere inches.

“You and me, one on one, right fucking now!” I yelled out as the girls on the court let out a simultaneous, “OOOOHHHH!” and got in between us.

Ayana looked at me and smiled. She said silently, “Bust her ass.”

Fear is a powerful emotion, but I think anger is the most powerful. I was so furious that not for a second did I think about my injury. All I knew at that moment was that I was going to destroy Kendra. I was going to destroy her thoughts and her confidence and that I did. It was a complete 180-degree turn. From the worst game of my life to one of the most dominating I had ever played. I shut Kendra out 21-0. I even let her get the ball a few times just, so I could steal it from her. The same way she thought that she could steal Ayana from me. 

At the end of the game, I walked to her and whispered in her ear, “Ayana is mine and so is your spot.”

As Ayana and I walked back toward campus she had a look about her that I had never seen before.

“Is Mia at your room?” she asked.

I thought for a second and said, “I don’t think so. I think she was meeting up with Jarred.”

We walked to my dorm room and opened the door. Mia was nowhere to be found. Ayana looked at me and pushed me onto my bed. She climbed on top of me and began to passionately kiss me. She stopped for a moment and said, “That was so hot. You destroyed her. I told you that we’re going to play together this year” as she again kissed me.

I stopped kissing her and said, “I can’t have sex with you like this. I feel so gross.”

Ayana smiled and took me by my hand. She walked me into the bathroom and turned the water to the shower on. We kissed as she slowly undressed me. What followed was the most passionate sex I had ever had with her up to that point. I can’t be certain but that may have been the day that I had the most orgasms ever.

I walked onto the team and worked my way up to the first girl off the bench. I was upset that I wasn’t in the starting lineup, but Ayana always said, “It doesn’t matter who starts it matters who finishes when it counts.”

My sophomore and junior years of college was a whirlwind and everything I had ever wanted. After Ayana’s third national championship and my second, she was popular beyond belief. She was no longer referred to as Ayana Lindqvist-Robinson but rather simply ALR. There was no doubt that she would be drafted first overall in the WNBA draft and how could she not? She was already a great player but was also garnering consideration for the best who ever played before ever playing one professional game.

Me getting drafted was a lock but exactly where I didn’t know. I was concerned that me and Ayana playing professionally in two different cities would have an adverse effect on our relationship but there were rumors that there were teams who wanted to do whatever the could to get us both. I tried my best not to think about it. All I wanted was to enjoy my last year of college and cut that net down yet again at the end of the season.

Life was great! My brother was a lock for the NFL draft as the best QB to come out of college in a long while. Brett and Bridget were as happy as ever as were my parents. Although it took some time for my dad to adjust to life without baseball he eventually did, and my parents traveled all over the world spending months at a time in one country or another.  Courtney’s modeling career was taking off and she was happy beyond belief. Even though Mia and I didn’t room together anymore we were as close as sisters. She spent so much time at my room that the team would joke that she was an unofficial official member of the team. It was one of the greatest times of my life.

Life was great, and my future seemed to be set in stone. The team was yet again on the way to a fourth national championship in four years. We were in the Final Four and heavily favored but it was a windshield wiper game. Back and forth we went second after the second minute after minute. The game was tied with five seconds left and we had the ball. The play was designed for Ayana to come off a screen as I inbounded the ball to her. My heart was racing as the referee handed me the ball. As designed, the screen was set, and Ayana raced around it as I hit her with the pass. My defender collapsed on her as she drove, and I stepped in bounds. Ayana passed me the ball as my defender tried to recover and put her hands up as I released the ball as she raced toward me. It was as if time stood still and the arena became silent as the ball left my hand. I never saw the ball go through the hoop. The arena exploded as I collapsed onto the court in agony. I landed on my defender’s foot breaking my left ankle as I also broke my left wrist when I tried to brace myself from falling. My head hit the floor hard resulting in a concussion and knocking me out in the process. 

To this day when I watch that ball rip the net part of me doesn’t believe that it was me. For as much pain as I was in I don’t think it was as painful as watching the team win the championship without me in a blow-out. I had thought my future was set in stone, but it was the farthest thing from reality.

Ayana was drafted 1st overall by the New York Liberty and my brother was drafted into the NFL 1st overall by the Los Angeles Chargers. Ayana would be living with her parents in New York City. My brother and Bridget would remain in California. I was heading back to Ennis after graduating and not being drafted into the WNBA. By the time I was healed up fully the season was underway and not one team wanted to look at me.

I was in full depression mode. The love of my life was on the other side of the country living out her dream and I was back in my childhood bedroom in Ennis, Texas. It was if Ayana was blessed and I was cursed. She won the WNBA championship in her first year in the league and was heading off to Spain to play professionally with a $650K contract for the season. No team in Spain would touch me with my injury history and I had no desire to play overseas anyway. I figured I could catch on with a WNBA team next season but had no idea what team it would be or where it would be located. It was as if Ayana and I’s life together was at a crossroads. How could we stay together with her being in New York and me being in who knows where?

Of course, Ayana won the championship in Spain which only grew her popularity. It was as if she was on ESPN every day and her jerseys were flying off the shelves. We were barely speaking and when we did the conversations were getting shorter and shorter. I didn’t want to admit it to myself, but we were drifting apart badly. Yeah, we had FaceTime and text messaging but that was no way to be in a relationship. I missed seeing her, her touch, her smell, and her smile. It was as if we were only in a relationship because we said we were.

She only had a two-week break between the end of the overseas season and the start of WNBA season. My agent tried his best to get me a tryout but to no avail. In a last-ditch effort, he tried to get me an open workout with the Liberty and with a sales pitch of reuniting me and Ayana, “The UConn Connection”, but the team didn’t want to ruin what they said was, “Championship chemistry.” I hadn’t said anything to Ayana at this point but planned on telling her when I visited her at home in New York.

We had made plans to meet up for dinner and a show on my first night in town. I left my hotel room and went to the restaurant as planned. I sat at that table drinking glasses of wine as I watched the minutes on the clock turn into hours until it was time for the restaurant to close. Her cell phone kept going to voicemail and she wasn’t responding to text messages. I walked drunkenly and beyond upset back to my hotel room. Once I entered my room I cried uncontrollably. I ripped open the mini fridge and drank little bottle after a little bottle of liquor.

A little after 1 AM I heard a knock on my door. I stumbled to it and opened the door to see a beaming Ayana holding a box of sneakers.

She smiled and said, “I just signed with Jordan and in this box is the ALR One’s.”

She could tell I was beyond upset. “I’m sorry I missed our date. The Jordan thing was last minute, and I had to go. My cell phone died, and I was overwhelmed with everything.”

I shook my head and replied, “So you forgot about me.”

“I didn’t forget about Lindsay” she replied.

I let out a small laugh and responded, “Lindsay. Lindsay? Not baby?”

“You’re upset, aren’t you?” she asked with concern.

I exploded! “Upset?! Why the fuck would I be upset?! I haven’t seen you in forever and we’ve had a relationship over a god damn cell phone and laptop for the last year. Why the fuck should I be upset when I can finally see my girlfriend after so fucking long and she stands me up?! Just admit that you forgot that I was coming!” I screamed at the top of my lungs.

She stepped inside the room and slammed the door shut behind her.

“Okay! Okay, I thought you were coming tomorrow. I didn’t realize it until my cell phone charged up and I turned it on. You don’t understand, everything is so overwhelming! This Jordan thing came up last minute and my agent said I had to go. My mom set up a meeting with Neutrogena for tomorrow afternoon and my agent booked me for an appearance on the late show for Thursday.”

I was dumbfounded. “Why am I even here right now? You obviously don’t have time for me.”

She just looked at me as if not knowing what to say.

I looked deep into her eyes and said, “I love you, but I know that sometimes love isn’t enough.”

She looked panicked and replied, “What are you saying, Lindsay?”

I sat on the corner of the bed as I tried my best to stop myself from crying.

“When I was back home in Texas you were here. When I was back home in Texas you were in Spain. Now I’m here and you’re here but we still can’t spend time together.”

As much as I tried to stop myself from crying I couldn’t. Through tears and sobs, I continued, “My agent can’t even get me a tryout with a WNBA team let alone the Liberty. You’re here in New York City and living your dreams and I feel like I’m trying to force a round peg into a square hole. You didn’t even remember that I was coming to see you” I said sadly.

“What are you saying Lindsay?!” she said with anger.

I gritted my teeth to try and stop crying but couldn’t.

“Don’t make me say it Ayana” I answered. 

“Just say what it is you’re going to say!” she snapped.

“We don’t fit anymore. You have your life and I’m trying to figure one out but I’m not a part of your life anymore.”

“Stop it! You could easily just come and live with me here!” she yelled out.

“And what?!” I yelled out. “Be like my mom?! Living my life around yours?!” I exclaimed.

She pulled on the top of her hair and said, “That’s what you do if you love someone!”

“I do love you I just can’t do that. I want a basketball career of my own and I’m going to get there one way or another whatever it, takes” I said.

“Fuck basketball! Just be with me!” she yelled out.

I gazed into her eyes and responded, “Okay fuck basketball. When are you quitting?”

Her mouth opened wide. “I would never ask you to choose,” she said as I quickly replied, “You just did Ayana.”

I sat on the corner of the bed as she stood before me in silence. She closed her eyes tightly as I watched tears stream out of them. She opened her eyes and looked at me. She slowly walked over to the desk in the room and placed the box holding the sneakers onto it. I arose from the bed as she walked to me. We looked at each other’s tear-filled eyes but neither of us said a word. We both knew what was happening.

Our relationship was over even though she and I couldn’t bring ourselves to say it. She slowly walked to the door, opened it and slowly closed it behind her.

I wanted to chase after her but what was the point? I was tired of trying to keep forcing myself into her life and instead of saying anything to counter what I had said to her she said nothing. There was no doubt in my mind that I loved her and that she loved me. I guess sometimes love just isn’t enough.

Ayana and I were together for six years and even though the last year together was for the most part non-existent I knew that we were no longer together. I had planned on being in New York City for a week with Ayana but never imagined my trip would have resulted in me spending a week in my hotel room crying my eyes out. I laid in bed in darkness and didn’t turn my cell phone on after turning it off for close to four days. I had text messages and voicemails from my parents, my brother, Bridget, Courtney and Mia but not one from Ayana. If there was any shred of doubt in my mind that we were over it was now gone.

I finally answered my cell phone to take a call from Bridget. I told her everything. She didn’t say much but just listened to me which I really needed. When I finally finished an over an hour non-stop speaking session Bridget said, “Come to California and visit. Courtney is going to be in town next week and it would be great for all of us to be together again.”

“I think I’m just going to head back home and stick my head in the oven” I replied.

“No, you’re not going back to Texas! You’re coming to California to see me and I won’t take no for an answer! I’ll get you a ticket, just make sure you get your depressed ass on the plane!”

When I thought about it, going to California made all the sense in the world. Being home and depressed wasn’t going to make things better but some quality time with my best friends and my brother could be just what the doctor ordered. I called my parents and told them I was California bound.

The next day I left and arrived in California where my brother was awaiting my arrival.

“Hey little sister!” he yelled out which brought a smile to my face. I hadn’t seen him since the NFL draft and really missed him.

“Hey, Brett!” I exclaimed as I ran to him and hugged him tightly.

A little over an hour later we were driving to his rented palatial home in Malibu. As we drove Brett asked, “Are you okay, Lind?”

I sighed and replied, “I guess, I mean yeah, uh, no, not so much but I guess I will with time. How are you?”

He smiled and answered, “Loving life. I’m starting this year.”

I giggled and yelled, “Congratulations! You deserve it. I know how hard you’ve worked for this. I’m so happy for you!”

We made small talk during the drive until we arrived at his home.

I shook my head and looked at Brett. “A bit much wouldn’t you say?” I said as he laughed and responded, “Not at all. A baller must ball and balling I am.”

As I got out of the car the front door of the house swung open and out ran Courtney yelling “Lindsay! Lindsay!”

I was shocked. I was expecting Courtney but not until the following week.

“Courtney!” I screamed out at the top of my lungs as we hugged each other tightly. She looked amazing! I had always thought that Courtney was one of the most beautiful girls I had ever seen but she looked so much more beautiful to me that day. Maybe it was because I hadn’t seen her in so long or maybe it was because she was now more mature. Regardless I was just beyond happy to see her.

“Surprise!” I heard a familiar sounding voice yell out. Could it be? No way! “Paul! Holy shit, Paul. What are you doing here?!” I yelled out.

“Visiting my brother from another mother,” he said with excitement as we embraced in front of the house.

We all walked into the house together where Bridget was standing in the living room with her hands behind her back.

I shook my head and said, “Where is my hug?”

She smiled big and bright as she whipped her left hand from around her back where a giant diamond ring rested on her ring finger.

“What the?! You two are getting married?!” I yelled out as Bridget ran to me.

Bridget, Courtney and I all embraced as we jumped up and down and screamed. Emotions are powerful. I had felt like I wanted to die just a day earlier but here I was as happy as could be just seeing my best friends, my brother, Paul and to celebrate an awesome occasion. Paul introduced me to his girlfriend, Heather, that day. I could tell from the onset that she seemed uncomfortable around me. We ate, drank, told all stories and caught up with one another.

It was well into the AM when I realized it was just me and Heather who remained. She kept staring at me but when I looked at her she looked away.

I stared at her and said, “Is there something you want to say to me?”

She looked at me and replied, “So you’re the girl who broke Paul’s heart in high school?”

I grinned and replied, “Yeah.”

“I’m sorry. It’s just that he’s told me so much about you and I’m just meeting you. For our entire relationship, I’ve felt that I had to be more than you if that makes any sense.”

I shook my head and responded, “No, it doesn’t. I’m not all too special. The person I thought I would spend the rest of my life with is moving on.”

She gave me a look of understanding and said, “Your pictures don’t do you justice. You’re beautiful.”

I smiled and replied, “Thank you, but you’re much prettier than I am.”

She smiled wide and said, “Thank you for that.”

We clinked glasses, and each took a drink. It was until I looked at her glass that I realized that I was hammered, and she wasn’t even tipsy.

“Have you been drinking water all night?” I asked with curiosity.

She nodded her head and answered, “I have. As much as I would love a strong drink I just can’t.”

Why not? I asked myself until the obvious hit me.

“You’re pregnant!” I yelled out as she put a finger in front of her mouth and said, “Sshhhh! Paul doesn’t know.”

I laughed and asked, “Why not?”

She looked down at the floor and replied, “I’m scared. It’s only been six months and I don’t want him to be with me solely because of this.”

I gave her a confused look and said, “But he’s with you now.”

She laughed and replied, “I didn’t really think about that, but this is different. We’re still getting to know each other and now this.”

I put my hand on her shoulder and said, “He’s one of the best people I know. Just talk to him” as we both heard, “Talk to him about what?”

There was Paul walking toward Heather.

“Breakfast” Heather quickly replied.

In my inebriated state, I said to them both, “It’s been a long day. I’m going to bed. Congratulations, Paul, you’re going to be an amazing father.”

Paul locked eyes with Heather and dropped to his knees. He grabbed her around her waist and asked, “Are you?” as she replied, “Yeah, I am.”

He kissed her stomach as she wrapped her arms around his head as I walked into the house and into my guest room.

I undressed and collapsed onto the bed. I thought how amazing of a day it was and then wished that Ayana was there with me. I started to become emotional as tears formed and then fell from my eyes. Within seconds I was balling and whaling as I could think of nothing other than Ayana. Where exactly was she? What was she doing? Was she thinking of me? Was she as sad as I was? Did she miss me at all? What was she doing at this very moment?

Question after question popped into my alcohol-fueled mind as I cried uncontrollably. I heard the door to my room open and Courtney ask, “Lind, are you okay?”

I whaled, “Nooooo, I’m not okaaay! Everyone is living an amazing life except for me. I’m broke, can’t play basketball and I’m heartbroken. I want Ayana” I sobbed as Courtney entered the bedroom, closing the door behind her.

She got into my bed and held me as I cried on her. She rubbed my back and said over and again, “It’s going to be okay, Lind, it’s going to be okay, I promise” until all went dark.

I awoke in the morning with my head pounding and a super dry mouth cuddled up against Courtney. As I climbed off the bed Courtney awoke.

She looked at me and smiled. “How is it possible that you always look so good when waking up?” I asked as she laughed and replied, “I don’t know. Must be a curse. Are you feeling any better?”

I replied by saying, “I’m sorry about this morning.”

She laughed and said, “Don’t worry about it. Besides what are best friends for?”

She kissed me on my forehead and said, “I need a shower and a big old breakfast” as she started walking out of the bedroom.

“Courtney? Thank you. I love you” I said as she replied, “That goes without saying, Lind but I love you too.”

We had a huge family breakfast that morning. During the middle of breakfast, Paul looked at me and made the announcement as Heather shook her head and smiled at me. After breakfast, we all hung out in the pool drinking mimosas.

Courtney swam over to me and said, “What is it that you want from life?”

I thought for a second and replied, “I want to play professional basketball.”

She smiled and replied, “Great then that’s what you’re going to do. Tomorrow we start training old school style.”

I looked at her with confusion and asked, “Old school style?”

She laughed and responded, “Yeah. You know before Ayana came into the picture I was the one throwing passes to you for jump shots and throwing my arms in the air, so you could shoot over me.”

Thinking back to those days brought happiness to my heart. I had almost forgotten about those days. Courtney was my basketball buddy even though she was probably the worst basketball player I had ever seen. She would run with me and help me work out almost every day before Ayana came into the picture.

“That sounds perfect” I happily replied.

The following day it was like being a teenager all over again. It was just me, Courtney, a court and a basketball. For over four hours I practiced with her that day.

“I know you’re not too keen on playing overseas but if that’s your way of getting into the WNBA then why not?” she asked.

I couldn’t think of a rebuttal. She was right. Some way, somehow, I was going to play professionally and if it meant having to play overseas then that’s what I was going to do. I called my agent that night and said, “I’m ready to go abroad. I don’t care where or how much money I make. Just get me a deal or even a tryout somewhere anywhere!”

“Yes! Finally, music to my ears, Lindsay!” he exclaimed.

Courtney said she needed a break from modeling for a while and Bridget didn’t want us to leave so we didn’t. For the next two months, Courtney and I lived at my brother’s house as she helped me train day after day.

In the middle of September, my agent called me and told me, “I did what you asked. $150K guaranteed before my commission of course and you now have a home. Nǐ hǎo China!”

“China?” I asked with fear.

“Yes, China. The competition is good and there’s a decent amount of WNBA players over there. Put up the numbers I know you’re capable of and I promise I will get you into the WNBA next season.”

I was terrified of going but I had no choice. However, and whatever became my motto. I was going to go to China and I was going to ball as I had never balled before. Everyone was so happy for me, especially Courtney.

“I know you’re going to do great,” she said the day she left to head back to New York for a short stay before she was off to Italy.

I remember that day at the airport as I hugged her tightly and didn’t want to let go.

“Thank you so much Court,” I said to her as she smiled, kissed me on my cheek and said, “Go get ‘em!”

The season was only three months long including the playoffs, but it may have been the longest three months of my life. Bridget and my brother got me this cool little device where I could speak in English and it would translate what I said into Chinese. If it weren’t for that little gadget there would have been no way for me to communicate at all.  I hadn’t known what to expect but I didn’t expect the competition to be as good as it was. There were a lot of American players there and even though I played well I didn’t dominate the way I thought I would. I still managed to average a little over 18 points per game to go along with 8 assists per game, but my team was eliminated in the playoffs.

The hardest part of the experience was dealing with my left ankle. It was fully healed, and I had no fear of breaking it again. What happened to me was a freak accident. However, I didn’t expect the ankle to swell and hurt so bad after practices and games. I found myself dealing with my swollen ankle, left wrist, and sore knee daily.

I was lonely most of the time. Spending Christmas in China was different, but it was nice. It was one of the few times where it felt like home for a spell. Once my team was eliminated my agent had me heading to Spain to play. The season there was already underway but my play in China had me on teams’ radar.

I was playing in Madrid for the worst team in the league but at least it allowed me to put up numbers. I averaged over 20 points and 10 assists per game. We were winding down the season and we were up 5 points during a game. My right hamstring felt tight, but I didn’t want to come out of the game. I crossed over my defender, crossed over the center and went up for a reverse layup when I heard a pop and felt a burning sensation in my leg. I screamed in pain as I collapsed to the floor and the medical staff came running onto the floor.

Long story short, I tore my hamstring and a couple of days later I was back in Ennis yet again in my childhood bedroom. There would be no WNBA for the upcoming seasons and possibly ever. The next day I was on my way to Alabama with my parents for surgery. The best prognosis for recovery was 6 months with the worst being a year. I spent a couple of months living in Alabama rehabbing and then headed back to Texas.

“Lind, I know how much you love Ennis and all but it’s not good for you to be locked up in your room all day. Bridget could really use your help with the wedding plans and I would love for you to stay here for a while” Brett said to me over my cell phone.

After my breakup with Ayana the time I spent in California at my brothers helped me tremendously so again I headed to Malibu but at least this time I wasn’t flat broke. The time in California did help me once again. It felt great to be with my brother and especially Bridget. She was so happy and excited it would have been hard for me to continue to feel sorry for myself.

Late at night Bridget and I were hanging out poolside drinking glasses of wine.

“I’m sorry I didn’t go to college with you Lind,” Bridget said which took me off guard.

“That was so long ago, don’t worry about it.”

She took a deep breath and said, “Part of me feels responsible for the way things have turned out for you. I mean if we would have gone to college together you probably wouldn’t have gotten hurt and you could be playing in the WNBA.”

I smiled and replied, “And you probably wouldn’t be marrying my brother. Not once have I ever blamed you for anything Bridget.”

She looked relieved and gave me a tight hug.

“Thank you for helping me with everything. My mom was driving me insane.”

I laughed and responded, “And now she’s driving me insane” as we both clinked glasses and laughed.

“I need to talk to you about something,” she said with concern in her voice.

“Sure, what’s up?” I asked.

“I’m worried about Court. She seems off to me lately. Have you talked to her recently?” Bridget asked me.

“Yeah, I talked to her a couple of weeks back. She was in Hawaii doing some magazine spread but she seemed fine to me.”

Bridget smiled and said, “Maybe I’m just reading into things too much, never mind.”

Since my time in high school the way I dressed had changed some but not all too much. I no longer walked around in basketball shorts and sneakers but mostly jeans and tee shirts. With the rehearsal dinner soon approaching I needed to find something to wear. I headed to Beverly Hills with Bridget to go shopping one Saturday afternoon.

“This place is awesome. I’m sure you can find something amazing here” Bridget said as we walked into a trendy boutique.

As soon as we walked in a woman in who seemed to be in her late twenties maybe early thirties greeted Bridget with a kiss on the cheek and a warm hug.

“Welcome back, Bridget,” she said with a heavy British accent.

She had long black hair, dark blue eyes, and a pale complexion. She wore a form-fitting dress which showed every inch of her curves. She was amazingly hot!

“Hey, Jenna,” Bridget said.

“I need something classy and sexy for my friend here,” Bridget said to Jenna.

Jenna looked at me up and down and smiled. “I have plenty of options for you, sweetheart,” she said warmly.

She took me by my hand and walked me to the back of the store where the fitting rooms were. She sat me down and returned a few minutes later with at least six dresses. I went into the fitting room with a dress and put it on. After I dressed in walked Jenna into the fitting room. She would affix the dress across my shoulders and run her hands down my sides to my hips and smile.

“I really like this on you,” she said as she called Bridget over.

Bridget shook her head and said, “I said classy not you know….slutty” as Jenna laughed and handed me another dress to try on.

Each time, Jenna would run her hands down my sides and to my hips. I could feel my body becoming warm and I knew my face was becoming flush.

“Are you okay sweetheart?” Jenna asked as I quickly replied, “I’m fine. It’s uh, just a little warm in here.”

“Bridget, Bridget darling. This is the one!” Jenna said with excitement as Bridget ran over and smiled.

“That looks amazing on you Lind,” Bridget said.

I looked at myself in the mirror and had to agree. I really liked it.

“Great, I’ll take this,” I said with confidence.

“Rochelle. Ring this up love” she said to a young woman who took the dress from me after taking it off.

“I’ll be right back,” Bridget said as she walked out of the store.

“Thank you for the help, Jenna,” I said with a smile.

“You’re very welcome” she replied.

“Your better half will have fun tearing this off you, now won’t he?” she said mischievously.

“I don’t have a better half at the moment,” I said with my voice quivering a bit.

Jenna smiled and locked eyes with me.

“Besides if I did it would be a he,” I said again with my voice quivering.

“I hope you don’t think this is too forward, but I find you to be amazingly attractive. Perhaps you would like to meet me for dinner tomorrow night, say around 7?” she asked.

I swallowed hard and replied, “Um, yeah, um, sure,” I said awkwardly.

“Splendid,” she said as we exchanged numbers.

I paid for the dress and walked outside where Bridget stood and handed me an iced coffee.

“I have a date with Jenna tomorrow night,” I said to Bridget as she looked at me with confusion.

“How did that happen?” she asked as I shrugged my shoulders and looked at her.

“I have no idea” I replied.

The night of my date Jenna picked me up at Brett’s house in a small Mercedes convertible. We were heading to a restaurant in Santa Monica and made small talk along the way. During dinner, she told me she was from London and five years ago she went on holiday to California and fell in love with Beverly Hills. She borrowed money from family and friends and opened her boutique a year later.”

I told her all about growing up in Ennis and how I was in California for my best friend’s wedding who was marrying my fraternal twin brother. I thought I would be nervous about going on the date, but I wasn’t at all. I felt extremely comfortable around her and found her easy to talk to.

After dinner, Jenna looked at me and said, “I want to show you something” as we exited the restaurant and entered her car.

A few minutes later she pulled into a small driveway in front of a rather small house.

“I just bought this last month and am still decorating but come inside.”

We exited the car and entered the home. It was small but luxurious at the same time. The backyard was almost the same size as the house. There was a pool with a combination hot tub and a few beach chairs around it. Jenna smiled at me and went into a bedroom. She came out a few seconds later and handed me a small bag where I found a bikini inside. “Put this on,” she said with an ear to ear smile as she walked me to the bathroom and closed the door behind me.

I put on the bikini and looked at myself in the mirror. My breasts were popping out and the bottoms were practically non-existent. If not for the string covering my asshole I would have been completely bottomless. I felt so uncomfortable but didn’t want to say anything. I closed my eyes tightly, opened them and took a deep breath. I slowly opened the door to the bathroom and stepped outside into the living room where Jenna stood also wearing a string bikini.

She looked amazing! Her breasts were huge, and her ass cheeks were round and looked firm. Jenna opened the refrigerator and pulled out a bottle of champagne and strawberries. We walked outside and entered the hot tub where we ate strawberries and drank glass after glass of champagne. By the third bottle of champagne, I knew I was drunk. As we continued to drink and talk I noticed that we were getting closer and closer to each other. We had been in the hot tub for hours and the sun had already set.

Jenna smiled at me and said, “I’m going to kiss you now” as my heart began to race. I closed my eyes and felt her lips touch mine. I kissed her back and with seconds we were French kissing and feeling each other’s bodies.

Jenna kissed and licked my neck as I felt her hand make its way beneath my bikini bottom. She started rubbing my pussy and clit which made me gasp. It had been so long since I had been touched it felt so good. I was completely lost in the moment and kissed her passionately. We stopped kissing and she removed her hand from my pussy. She walked me into the house and into the bedroom where I laid on my back and she laid next to me on her side as we continued to kiss. I hadn’t known what to expect on the date, but I knew it wasn’t this. Having sex with her after dinner had never crossed my mind but all I knew at that moment was that I wanted her and wanted her badly. She was such a good kisser and I hadn’t been kissed in so long it just felt right. She got off the bed and stood at the foot and removed her bottoms and top. Her breasts were huge, and her nipples were large. She pulled off my bottoms as I removed my top. She climbed on top of me and when our breasts touched I felt myself become wet beyond belief. She kissed and licked my neck and slowly kissed down to my breasts. She licked and sucked on my nipples and slowly kissed down my stomach. I felt her tongue brush over my clit as she began to passionately eat my pussy.  I ran my fingers through her hair as she licked me over and again. She climbed on top of me and placed her pussy over my face as she again began to lick me. I wrapped my arms around her hips and pulled her toward my mouth as I tasted her. My face was becoming drenched in her juices as we licked each other passionately. She stopped licking me as she began to sway her hips back and forth across my face. She braced herself on my leg as she began to move faster and faster.

“Oh my God, yes, just like that, don’t stop!” she yelled out in passion as she was now moving across my face with lightning speed.

“Fuck…yes…yes, just like that..Uh..oh….yeahhhhssss!” she screamed out as she orgasmed on top of my face.

She quickly climbed off me and placed her pussy across mine as we ground our clits together. I grabbed the headboard with both of my hands as I swayed my hips into her pussy. I gritted my teeth to try and stop myself from screaming with no success as I had an earth-shattering orgasm. I was breathing heavily as Jenna climbed on top of me and kissed me passionately. We laid on the bed, both covered in sweat as we continued to kiss and cuddle.

I fell asleep in her arms with satisfaction I hadn’t felt in so long. I awoke with Jenna in between my legs where she ate my pussy until I came. After she got me off she removed her mouth from my pussy and said, “Good morning sweetheart. I’m famished. Let’s get something to eat.”

We took a quick shower together, got dressed, had a small breakfast and she drove me back to Brett’s.

Jenna walked me to the front door. We kissed, embraced and made plans to get together again in a few days. It felt like I was walking on air. I entered the house and walked into the kitchen where Bridget sat watching the morning news and drinking a cup of coffee.

She took one look at me, smiled, shook her head and said, “You slut!” as I opened my mouth wide and replied, “Don’t make me feel bad.”

She laughed and said, “I would ask you how it went but I already know the answer.”

I couldn’t wipe the smile from my face as Brett entered the kitchen. He looked at Bridget, looked at me and said, “I don’t want to know” as he kissed Bridget and walked out of the kitchen.

Jenna and I were insatiable. We couldn’t get, enough of each other. You know when you a first get together with someone and you spend practically all your time fucking each other’s brains out? That’s where Jenna and I were at. She was sweet, elegant, educated and had a dry and sarcastic sense of humor. I hadn’t been happy in so long that I almost forgot what it felt like.

The following month Bridget and I were at the airport awaiting Courtney’s arrival. When she entered the gate Bridget and I ran over to her, screaming at the top of our lungs as we both embraced her tightly. She kissed us both on the cheeks and said, “I’m exhausted and need a drink in the worst way. Let’s stop off for a few adult beverages on the way to the house.”

We stopped at a liquor store and arrived at the house a little over an hour later. Courtney looked amazing as usual, but she had a different look to her. She had small bags under her eyes and the sparkle that was usually present in her eyes seemed to be missing. She didn’t say much. She just listened to us all talk and smiled. She looked almost relieved if that makes any sense.

The night before the rehearsal dinner Courtney and I sat outside talking.

“Are you okay, Court? I asked with concern.

She smiled and replied, “Yeah, I’m just tired is all. To be honest I’m tired of it all. The traveling, the photo shoots and the not being able to settle down anywhere. I live in hotels and out of suitcases and I’m tired of it. It’s been close to a decade and I don’t know if I want to keep doing this. It’s just that this is all I know.”

“Do something different?” I said with hope as she rolled her eyes and responded, “Like what?”

I shrugged my shoulders and replied, “I don’t know Court. Only you know that.”

She let out a small laugh and replied, “I have no fucking clue. Anyway, I’m tired. Heading off to bed” she said as she kissed me on the cheek and turned in for the night.

The rehearsal dinner went off without a hitch and the wedding was something out of a fairy tale. I remember watching my parents dance together that night, holding each other tightly and gazing into each other’s eyes. When I watched them, it wasn’t Jenna who I thought of, it was Ayana.

Paul’s best man speech was hysterical, and Bridget looked like a princess. For all the years I had known her I never saw her this happy before or Brett for that matter. You could see the love for her in his eyes. What stands out most to me that night is the sadness in Courtney. I could tell she was happy for Brett and Bridget, but something was off.

I did my best to try and cheer her up to no avail. Her co-maid of honor speech was amazing even though she seemed so sad to me. It made me nervous to follow her, but I did, and my speech went over well.

Courtney and I were sitting together as she drank an entire glass of wine in one gulp.

“So, I hear you’re seeing someone,” she said to me.

“Yeah, I thought I had told you, but I guess not,” I said as I showed Courtney a picture of Jenna on my cell phone. Courtney filled up another glass of wine and looked at the picture.

“She’s beautiful. She makes you happy?” she asked as I smiled and replied, “Yeah, she does.”

Courtney again drank a glass of wine in one gulp and shook her head. “Must be nice. This wedding is amazing but is making me realize how alone I am.”

“I’m sorry,” I said with understanding.

She let out a small laugh and said, “Thanks.”

That night Brett and Bridget left for their two-week honeymoon in Aruba. My parents flew back to Texas the next night and Courtney was off to France. Paul and Heather hung out at the house for a few days but had to get back to the baby back home in D.C.

As I remained at my brother’s house alone I couldn’t stop thinking about Ayana. Granted not a day went by that I didn’t think of her at least once, but this was different. When Jenna picked me up a few days later after her trip to London she could tell I was off, but I, of course, did my best to deny it. The truth of the matter was that I was falling head over heels for her. My feelings for her were different from the feelings I had for Ayana, but the feelings were there. I knew I was falling in love with her, it was just a different sort of love.

My rehabilitation was going well but to be honest, I was scared to play again. I couldn’t emotionally take another injury and as hard as I thought about life without basketball I couldn’t imagine life without it. I knew that I would miss the European and WNBA seasons but there would be a time when I would again head overseas. When that time came what was going to happen with me and Jenna? I did my best to put the situation in the back of my mind but as time went on it became harder and harder.

The day my brother and Bridget returned from their honeymoon they received a package. “Oh my God, it’s from Ayana!” Bridget said with excitement.

“Ayana?!” I yelled out.

Bridget opened an envelope and read the card out loud. “Sorry I couldn’t make the wedding, but I want to wish you nothing but love and happiness for the rest of your lives. Love, Ayana.”

My entire body became warm as anger engulfed me.

“You two invited Ayana to your fucking wedding?! Why was she invited?!” I screamed.

“Don’t look at me, Lind. She’s not my friend” Brett said as I gazed at Bridget with daggers in my eyes.

“You’re still friends with Ayana?!” I yelled at Bridget.

She looked at me with nervousness and just nodded her head.

“Why the fuck didn’t you tell me you two were still friends!?” I asked as Bridget yelled back, “Because of this Lind! I knew you would fly off the handle!”

“How often do you two talk?!” I exclaimed.

Bridget shrugged her shoulders and replied, “Not that much. A few times a month, I guess” she said in a low voice.

“A few fucking times a month?! A few fucking times a month for the entire time we’ve been broken up?! I can’t fucking believe you?!” I yelled out at the top of my lungs as I ran out of the house and into the backyard as I seethed with anger.

Around ten minutes later Brett came outside and looked at me. “Don’t you think you’re overreacting just a bit?” he asked. 

“No, I don’t think I’m overreacting at all!” I said with conviction.

“My best friend has stayed friends with my ex-girlfriend. Why would she do that? They weren’t even that close, to begin with.”

Brett replied, “You need to talk to Bridget about that, okay? Just don’t fly off the damn handle like that. You know how Bridget is. She’s in there crying because of you.”

I looked at Brett and said, “Good, I’m glad she is. She deserves it.”

Brett shook his head and said with conviction. “No, she doesn’t. Go in there and apologize, right now!”

“I will not” I replied, as Brett immediately said, “Yeah you will!”

I slowly walked back into the house and into the kitchen where Bridget sat at the island with tears streaming from her eyes. As soon as she saw me she started wiping the tears away.

“I’m sorry I yelled at you,” I said as she replied, “No you’re not.”

“You’re right I’m not. How could you do this to me? You’re my best friend and you two were never ever close like that.”

“It’s not what you think, Lind,” Bridget said.

“Hold on, let me take this knife out my back first and then you can tell me,” I said as I pulled an imaginary knife from my back. “I need a drink!” I yelled out.

“Don’t you think it’s a bit early?” she replied.

“Don’t you think it’s fucked up when a best friend is betrayed?” I responded sarcastically.

Bridget slammed both hands onto the countertop and yelled, “I didn’t betray you!”

I went into the fridge and pulled out a cold bottle of rum. I filled a glass with ice and filled it to the top. I quickly drank the drink and filled another. I sat down at the island directly across from Bridget.

“Okay, tell me then,” I said.

Bridget grabbed my drink and downed it.

She took a deep breath and began, “When you two broke up she was really fucked up. She called me a couple of days after you two called it quits and she was an absolute mess. Granted, she and I were never that close but I was worried about her. She didn’t have anyone else to talk to let alone anyone she could talk to who was so close to you. I kind of became her shoulder to cry on and we became close because of it. I didn’t think I was doing anything wrong. I was just one person who was worried about another person is all. I’m sorry I didn’t tell you, but I knew how you would react.”

I sat silently for a moment and then asked, “How bad was she?”

Bridget looked down at the counter and then locked eyes with me.

“I was scared she was going to hurt herself. I had to keep in touch with her” she explained.

“I had no idea,” I said sadly.

Bridget looked at me with sadness and said, “She was so overwhelmed with everything and she knew you two were drifting apart. She didn’t want to break up, but she knew you two were doomed. It was almost like she was living in some sort of purgatory. She wanted her career and you, but she couldn’t have both. She knew she had to let you go but it was so difficult for her.”

“I’m sorry for yelling at you but why didn’t you tell me she was invited to the wedding?”

“What did it matter. I knew she couldn’t make it. If I knew she was coming I would have told you.”

I walked around the island and hugged Bridget. “Does she ask about me?” I asked as Bridget rolled her eyes.

“What does it matter?” she asked.

“I need to know” I responded.

“Yeah, she does. She was worried about you when you tore your hamstring” Bridget responded.

“Is she seeing anyone?” I asked as Bridget laughed and nodded her head.

“Yeah, she is and it’s serious. She’s happy though, she’s really happy” she said.

“Oh…” I sadly replied.

“Oh? Aren’t you and Jenna happy?” she asked.

I laughed and responded, “Of course we are.”

“Good,” Bridget said as I replied, “Good.”

Days turned into weeks and weeks into months. I couldn’t get Ayana out of my mind. All these years later and she still asked about me? Why? Did she still have feelings for me? If she did then why was she with someone else? Why was I with someone else? I was so confused and couldn’t sleep a wink. I knew Jenna was at the store doing inventory and would be there until the AM, so I decided to head over to the boutique to surprise her.

I walked to the front door and peered inside. There she was with a clipboard in her hand with a pencil in the other. I knocked on the glass which startled her. She dropped the clipboard as she turned and faced me.

She looked relieved as I watch her unlock the door.

Did I just see what I thought I saw? What the fuck?!” I yelled out in my head.

She unlocked the door as I quickly pushed it open and grabbed her left hand.

“What the fuck is on your finger?!” I yelled out.

She just stared at me not knowing what to say.

“Is that a wedding ring?! Why is there a wedding ring on your finger?!” I screamed out.

“I’m married,” she said as clenched her eyes closed.

I was stunned and didn’t know what to do or what to say. She placed her hand on my arm as a pulled away from her and through clenched teeth I said, “Don’t touch me.”

“Let me explain, please,” Jenna said.

“You’re having an affair with me?” I said as tears streamed from my eyes and down my cheeks. “Why?” I said through tears.

“It’s complicated” she replied. She looked at me and again tried to put her hand on my arm as I again said, “Don’t touch me.”

She took a step back and said, “Herbert can’t always give me what I need.”

I felt sick to my stomach.

“Does he know?” I asked.

She nodded her head and replied, “Yes, yes he does.”

“Were you ever going to tell me?” I asked.

She bit the bottom of her lip and nodded her head. “I was going to tell you I just didn’t know how.”

I became hysterical. “You purposely never wore the ring. Why weren’t you wearing it the day we met?”

She replied in a low calm voice, “I don’t always wear it. Sometimes I just feel like wearing it.”

“You didn’t expect to see me today, so you wore it” I cried out.

“What does it matter, sweetheart?” she asked as I completely lost it.

“What does it matter?! What does it matter?! You’re fucking married and you’ve been stringing me along for months. I fucking fell in love with you. I thought we had a future together and you’ve been lying to me the entire fucking time?!”

She again tried to put her hand on my arm as I yelled out, “I told you not to fucking touch me!” as I pushed her away from me.

“We can still be together you know,” she said with sincerity.

I felt my entire body become cold.

“Be together? If you think that I’m okay with this anyway, shape or form you’re out of your fucking bloody mind! Don’t you ever and I mean ever call me or see me again or so help me God!”

She again tried to put her hand on my arm and with all my might I swung an open hand to the side of her face.

I smacked her so hard that not only did she fall to the floor, but my fingers were imprinted on her face. I ran from the store and into the car as I cried and hit my head repeatedly on the steering wheel. I don’t know how I made it back to the house that night as I drove with tears obstructing my vision.

Fast forward to a little over a year later and not much had changed. I had always talked about going back home but didn’t realize where home was until my brother looked at me one morning during breakfast and said, “You do realize that you live in my house right?”

My mouth opened wide as I said, “Shit. I’m the house guest that never left” as Bridget laughed and rubbed her ever-growing belly.

“I love having you here,” Bridget said with a huge smile as she kissed my cheek and gave me a hug. “I need to lay down. I can’t wait until this little person lives outside of me.”

It was just me and Brett at the breakfast table as he looked at me and asked, “So what are you going to do?”

I thought for a moment and said, “My agent has a try out scheduled in Spain next month. I just don’t know.”

He smiled and asked, “Do you still love the game?”

I nodded my head and replied, “Yeah I do, I’m just scared about getting hurt again.”

He laughed and replied, “Just change your game up, little sis. You have an amazing shot. You don’t need to be driving to the hoop all the time. Reinvent yourself. There’s nothing wrong with running off screens and splashing jump shots you know.”

“Just stay outside?” I asked seeking advice.

“My coach is always yelling at me to stay in the pocket and stop running. This year I’m going to stay in the pocket even if it kills me. You stay to the outside and I’m sure you’ll get to where you want to.”

It may have been the best advice I had ever received. I knew he was right. My body couldn’t hold up playing the way I had always played. I needed to reinvent myself and stick to the plan. I was medically cleared and physically ready to get back to training but mentally I was a mess.

Bridget was about to give birth any day now and Brett was a disaster. If she even sneezed he would be like, “Are you going into labor?” which I laughed at every single time.

We were all sitting in the living room watching television when the bell rang. I jumped from the couch, ran to the door and swung it open.

“Court!” I yelled as I jumped on her knocking us both to the ground as we both laughed.

“Well hello, Lind,” she said as she got to her feet and helped me up.

I looked at her and asked, “Do you ever get tired of looking so hot?” as she laughed and replied, “Not at all, especially since it pays the bills.”

We all had a late lunch early dinner as Bridget took a nap and Brett went for a drive to clear his head. I hadn’t seen Courtney since the wedding and had missed her terribly. We spent the entire night playing catch up. In the morning I was awoken by Courtney dressed in basketball gear yelling at me to get up.

“What are your wearing?” I laughed as she replied, “My training gear. A pregnant chick told me you have a tryout in Spain next month so I’m offering my services yet again. Get out of bed and let’s go.”

Here we were again, just like old times with Courtney helping me to get back in shape and train. It was awesome!

A few days later one, Brian Christopher Wagner was brought into the world at 8 pounds 3 ounces. Bridget’s mom came to stay for a while and was so happy that she kept asking about the next one.

“I’m never doing that again” Bridget would always respond. Of course, my mom came to stay as well as she and Bridget’s mom, Angela took turns with little Brian.

It was a few days before my tryout in Spain and I was all packed up and ready to go.

“Go get ‘em, little sis,” Brett said as Bridget yelled out, “Kick the shit out of them!” as Courtney and I laughed.

I looked at Courtney and hugged her tightly as I thanked her over and again for all her help.

“Aren’t you going to wish me luck?” I asked with concern as Courtney smiled at me and replied, “Um, I’m going with you.”

“You are?!”  I exclaimed.

“Yeah, I need a break and don’t have anything going on right now so yeah, I’m going with you.”

All I could do was hug her and yell out thank you over and again.

That night we boarded a plane in Los Angeles and arrived a little over 11 hours later in Madrid. Courtney had taken care of everything. The flight and the hotel and what a hotel! She got us the penthouse suite at the Hotel Ritz. I was floored. It was so luxurious.

“Courtney, this is amazing. I can’t afford this” I said with sadness as she laughed and replied, “I can. You know I’m rich, right?”

I giggled and replied, “I never really thought about it.”

Without Courtney there I don’t know if I would have been as calm as I was. She was fluent in Spanish having been a Spanish honor student in high school and having traveled there so often. My time here this time around was so different from my first time. I was a bit nervous at the start of the workout, but I became more and more relaxed as I saw the smiles on the faces of the scout, head coach, and general manager.

That night my agent called and told me I was being offered a contract for $250K which I gladly accepted. Part of me felt bad that I was relying on Courtney so much, but she didn’t seem to care at all. She seemed to be as happy as I had seen her in a long time. She became my official interpreter. The team loved her and so did the media. How could they not? She was way too easy on the eyes and she was always beaming with pride and happiness. She was my right-hand girl and with her help and encouragement not only did I have the best season I could have ever imagined but I was again a champion! The night we were out with the team celebrating my agent called with me the call I had thought would never ever come. The WNBA was calling, more specifically the Washington Mystics. Their starting point guard, Amanda Rawlings was retiring, and they needed to fill the spot. My agent got me a $75K guaranteed contract for the season and I didn’t even have to try out.

It was the greatest night of my life. I fought through the pain and played my ass off and couldn’t have done it without Courtney by my side. It was around 3 AM when the party finally broke up and my drunk self with an even drunker Courtney finally arrived back at our hotel room which was also our home. I was over the moon with happiness and excitement. I was finally going to be a professional basketball player in the WNBA. I was going to play against the best of the best as I had always dreamed of doing. As soon as we walked in there were bottles of champagne awaiting our arrival. Courtney popped open a bottle of champagne and poured two glasses.

We clinked glasses and drank glass after glass.

“Court! Thank you so much for everything. I couldn’t have done this without you. I love you so much!” I said out loud to her.

She smiled and what happened next is not what I would have imagined in a million years. She smiled and said, “You’re very welcome and I love you too” as she kissed me.

I kissed her back momentarily when I realized that I was making out with my best friend. I pushed her away and said, “Court, why did you just kiss me?”

She looked confused and replied, “What’s wrong? You didn’t like it?”

It was as if I was having an out of body experience. Courtney was like my sister and we had just kissed.

“We should go to sleep like right now,” I said with nervousness.

“I’m not tired, Lind. You love me, right?” she asked.

I nodded my head and replied, “You know I do.”

She smiled and asked, “So what’s wrong?”

“We’re both drunk. We need to go to sleep and talk about this in the morning, okay?”

She shook her head and yelled out, “Not okay!”

She again kissed me, and I kissed her back. It felt so right and so scary at the same time. When I felt my stomach drop I again pushed her away. I was beyond nervous and scared.

“Court, no!” I yelled out loud.

She became super emotional and started to cry.

“I can’t do this anymore. I’ve loved for forever and I finally work up the nerve to make a move and you’re shutting me down?”

“What?” asked with surprise. “You’ve loved me forever?” I asked.

She nodded her head and responded, “Since we were fucking kids. I’ve always loved you and always wanted you to see me the way I see you, but it never happened. It was Ayana and then Jenna and I know you’re still hung up on Ayana. I fucking know it! Just tell me you don’t love me, so I can be free of this!”

“Court, please I need some time to process this!” I yelled back.

With tears falling from her eyes and streaming down her face she said, “I can’t just be friends anymore. I love you. I’m in love with you. I’ve always been in love with you.”

I was stunned. I was nervous and most of all I was scared.

“Court, please. We’re both beyond drunk right now. Let’s just go to sleep and talk about this in the morning, please. Please, Court.”

She wiped the tears from her eyes and responded, “Okay, fine. You’re right. Let’s just go to sleep.”

I was relieved. “Okay, great. I’ll see you in the morning then.”

She smiled and replied, “Yeah, in the morning.”

I ran into my room and locked the door behind me. I threw myself onto the bed and tried to process what had just happened. With the room spinning, I closed my eyes and passed out. When I awoke a little past 3 PM I ran out of my room and into Courtney’s, but she was gone. I tried calling her but each time it went straight to voicemail. She never responded to any of my text messages. The flight back to Los Angeles felt like it would never end.

When what seemed to be never-ending flight was over I took a cab home. I walked in and yelled out, “Bridget!”

Bridget walked out of Brian’s room and said, “If you wake him I will kill you.”

She took one look at me and asked, “What happened?”

“Court!” I replied loudly as Bridget said, “I will kill you. Outside, now.”

Bridget looked to be as pale as a ghost. She looked at me and said, “Shit, she finally did it, didn’t she?”

“What the fuck are you talking about, Bridget?!” I asked with concern, anger, and curiosity.

“She told you! What happened?” she asked.

Speaking a mile, a second, I told Bridget exactly what happened when suddenly it dawned on me.

“You knew?!” I asked with disgust.

“How the fuck did you not?!” Bridget snapped back.

I didn’t know what to say so I said nothing.

Bridget and I stood there in silence as Brett walked outside.

“What’s going on love?” he asked Bridget.

She replied, “Court told your sister.”

He laughed and replied, “Awesome, how did it go?”

I punched Brett in the stomach with all my might as he just laughed.

“You knew too?!” I yelled out with pain in my voice.

“I don’t live under a rock. I live here on planet Earth. Will you please join me?” he responded with a comedic tone.

“You are such an asshole, Brett. Why didn’t you say anything to me?”

He shook his head and laughed.

Brett began, “Tell you? How did you not know? Who did she date in high school? I’ll tell you, no one. I tried to get with her. Paul tried to get with her. James, Craig, Dexter, James, Tarique and a ton of others. All of us shot down. Want to know why? She doesn’t like guys. I mean, look at me. If you’re a girl and pass on this, you must be gay” he said with confidence as Bridget punched him in the arm.

He continued, “Who in the heck has she dated? Again, no one. She’s been waiting for you this entire time. How did you not see this?”

I felt sick and answered, “I don’t know.”

Brett became angry and yelled at me. “Bridget will never tell you, but I will. The reason you never saw it is because you’re self-absorbed. It’s always about you, no one else. I may very well be an asshole but at least I’m not blind to reality.”

“That was so mean, Brett, what the heck?” I asked.

“I’m sorry. I just needed to say what needed to be said is all” he said confidently.

“I need to go home!” I yelled out.

“You are home, sis” Brett replied.

“No, I need to go home to Texas. I need mom!” I yelled back. “Can I take the M3?” I asked as Brett rolled his eyes.

“You mean the M3 that I never drove that I bought for Bridget that she never drove that you’ve driven since the day I brought it home? Sure, take it and enjoy.”

I was exhausted and had jet lag, but it didn’t stop me from taking a quick shower, jumping in the car and making the super long drive back to Ennis. What was supposed to be a 22-hour trip from California, through Arizona and New Mexico until finally arriving in Texas, I made in 18 hours even with gas stops. I was only pulled over twice. Each time when the officer saw who the care was registered to let me go even though I had twice doubled the speed limit. 

When I arrived home, I noticed my parents’ cars weren’t there. I was seeing double, so I decided to go to sleep. I awoke at almost midnight, left my room and walked into the living room where my mom was watching a sitcom and giggling to herself.

“I just love this show,” she said out loud.  

My mom looked at me and smiled as she said, “I thought you were dead, but your dad assured me you were just sleeping. Congratulations baby girl.”

“Hi mom,” I said with sadness and hugged her tightly.

“Are you okay Lind?” she asked with concern.

“I don’t know mom. I know you have a problem with me being gay, but I need to talk to you.”

She looked stunned.

“Lind, I don’t have an issue with you being gay. I only want you to be happy. What did I do or say to make you feel this way?” she asked.

I was taken off guard. “When I was with Ayana you said it was a phase. You fought me tooth and nail about going to UConn” I answered.

My mom replied, “Yeah I did but it had nothing to do with you being gay.”

I immediately said, “Mom, Court told me she loves me. She kissed me, and I kissed her back. It felt right but it was scary. I told her we should sleep it off but when I woke up she was gone and now I can’t get in touch with her. What a minute. What? It had nothing to do with me being gay?”

“Sit down,” my mom said as she patted the seat next to her. I sat down and locked onto her face.

“I fought you on going to UConn because I felt the phase was Ayana. I knew a long time ago that you were gay and so was Courtney. I always saw the way she looked at you and thought that you two would wind up the same way that Bridget and your brother did. That’s all my baby girl” she said.

Everyone saw it, but I didn’t. Why? “Brett told me I was self-absorbed,” I said with anger as my mom laughed and replied, “Yeah, you are your father’s daughter, aren’t you? I guess sometimes the obvious isn’t so obvious to the people who matter.”

“I don’t know what to do, mom. Please, tell me what I should do” I said.

My mom hugged me and rubbed my back.

“Lind, only you know that. I can’t tell you what you should do, it must come from you. Only you know how you feel” she said with an assuring voice.

I let my mom’s words sink in as I cuddled against her on the couch. My mom put her arms around me and said, “It’s great to have you home.”

“It’s great to be home, mom” I replied as I watched television with my her.

I kept trying to call Courtney but each time my call went straight to voicemail. Whenever I texted her I never received a response. I was worried and pissed off at the same time. No matter what she was still my best friend so why wouldn’t she take my calls? Why wouldn’t she respond to my text messages? All I wanted to know was that she was okay.

My mom and Bridget told me that she just needed time and that when she was ready to talk she would. I could barely stand it. A couple of nights before I was to report to training camp I went onto Google and typed in “Courtney Downing model.”

I spent hours online going through website after another. Courtney was my best friend, but I was a shit friend to her. I never realized what her life was like. It was like all guys wanted her and all women hated her because of it. There were fan websites dedicated to her and websites dedicated to hating her. No wonder she hated social media so much! Whenever I needed her she was always there for me but when was I ever there for her? She put herself out there and told me how she felt about me. She made a move and I turned her away. No wonder she didn’t want to talk to me. I just worried that she never would again. I felt lost and wanted to speak to her in the worst way, but I knew that the ball wasn’t in my court.

It had always been my dream to play in the WNBA but as training camp opened I wasn’t sure how I felt. My ankle hurt, my knee hurt, my wrist hurt, and my leg was killing me. I felt like the walking wounded. The season in Spain had taken its toll on my body and I worried that I wouldn’t be able to perform. We only played two pre-season games and I didn’t get much action in either. The coaching staff wanted to keep me fresh for the season.

As I sat on the bench watching the games from the sidelines I kept looking into the stands hoping that I would see Courtney. I had become accustomed to having her with me it felt strange to play without her there. I was so pre-occupied with Courtney that I hadn’t realized our first game of the season was going to be against the New York Liberty. I didn’t realize it until a few days before at practice when the coaching staff said, “Now let’s take down New York!”

I was petrified at seeing Ayana again after so long. I hadn’t seen her since the day we broke up in that hotel room. The day of the game my heart was pounding. I was walking with my gear to the locker room and there she was.

Ayana was standing in the hallway just outside the visitors’ locker room talking to a teammate. It was as if time began to move in slow motion as we made eye contact. I stopped dead in my tracks as Ayana smiled and began to walk toward me. She now stood right in front of me and said, “Congratulations. You finally made it. How are you holding up?”

I smiled and replied, “Thank you. I’m hurting a little, but I think I’ll be fine. If I get through this season I think I won’t be heading back to Spain. Um, so, how are your parents?” I asked.

“They’re great. My dad took a job at ESPN and my mom’s modeling agency is one of the best in the business. Guess she has Courtney to thank for that. Well, uh, I need to get ready. Good luck today” she said to me.

I smiled and replied, “Yeah, good luck to you too not that you need it or anything” as she nodded her head and went into the locker room.

I felt light headed. She looked as amazing as ever and it didn’t feel like I hadn’t seen her in years. It was like everything I had ever felt for her came rushing back. As I dressed for the game I tried my best to get into game mode, but I had so many thoughts and emotions going through my body and mind it was difficult.

Amazingly enough, as soon as the game started my mind became completely clear. I was having a great game but to my amazement, Ayana wasn’t. She seemed rattled. She was missing wide open jumpers, threw a couple of passes out of bounds and turned the ball over a few times. We were up fifteen points going into the half.

However, in the second half, it was like Ayana flipped a switch back to her usual dominant self. She couldn’t be stopped and when we started doubling her she would pass to an open teammate. We were tied with 35 seconds left. Ayana hit a jumper to put them up by two. The ball was inbounded to me as I came off a screen. I faked a jumper, passed the ball to the center who passed to our shooting guard. Splash, 3-pointer at the buzzer for the win, my first WNBA victory.

We celebrated in the locker room, I took a shower and got dressed. I exited the locker room and to my surprise, there was Ayana standing against the wall.

“Hey,” I said as she replied, “Hey, good game. Your game is so different.”

I smiled and replied, “Yeah well playing the way I used to wasn’t doing anything other than getting me hurt so I had to make some adjustments.”  

She nodded her head and said, “Um, listen, the team bus isn’t leaving until tomorrow morning and I, uh, um, was thinking that maybe you and I could grab a bite and maybe catch up a bit?”

I was stunned. With my voice quivering, I responded, “Uh, um, yeah sure. Ah, there’s a little café not too far from my apartment that’s nice if uh, um you want to go there?”

She smiled and replied, “Yeah, ok.”

That was pretty much the only awkward interaction that we had that day. As we sat at a small table at the café we both talked non-stop to one another. It just felt so natural and having her sitting there across from me made me realize how much I missed her. We ate, had a few glasses of wine and after paying the bill I asked if she wanted to hang out at my place.

“Yeah, sure, sounds like fun” was her reply. We walked and talked until we arrived a short while later at my apartment.

“Very nice,” she said as I replied, “Thank you.”

I opened a bottle of wine and poured two glasses. One bottle turned to two which turned to three and there we were at a little after 2 AM drunk off our asses.

I locked onto her eyes and said, “I’m sorry for the way things ended.”

I could see tears starting to form in her eyes as she quickly said, “We don’t have to talk about this. It’s in the past.”

“I know it’s in the past, but I would be lying if I said I didn’t miss you. There hasn’t been a day since we broke up that I haven’t thought about you.”

She let out a small laugh and responded, “I think about you all the time too. I’ve kept tabs on you over the years.”

As we sat on the couch talking we locked eyes. “I really miss you,” I said as she said, “I miss you too.” 

We slowly moved into each other as our lips touched and we began to kiss. We kissed for a few seconds and then almost simultaneously pulled away from each other. Ayana looked down at the floor and then looked at me.

“That’s not quite how I remember things,” she said with surprise as I responded, “Me neither.”

I took a deep breath and said, “Okay, let's try again.”

Ayana nodded her head as we again kissed and again pulled away from each other. She arose from the couch and began to pace back and forth. She stopped pacing and looked at me as I now stood up from the couch as well.

“Lind, I have to be honest. When we kissed it didn’t feel the same as it did before.”

As I started to laugh I replied, “I know.”

We both again took seats on the couch and looked at each other.

“It’s weird. I thought about this moment time and again over the years but it’s not what I had imagined” I said.

Ayana smiled and replied, “Maybe we just miss each other’s friendship. I mean the last year of our relationship wasn’t romantic at all. We pretty much only talked. Anyway, I think I should go.”

“Okay” I replied but as Ayana walked to my door and opened it I yelled out “Ayana!”

She quickly turned around and faced me.

“Ayana? Would it be crazy if we maybe talked from time to time and stayed in touch?”

She smiled and replied, “A little bit but that would be great, Lind.”

We exchanged numbers and embraced each other tightly. We kissed each other on the cheeks and said goodnight to one another.

“Talk to you soon?” I asked as Ayana replied, “I hope so.”

It was all so strange to me. I had missed Ayana terribly and always thought about her. Spending time with her was like a dream come true but when we kissed I felt nothing romantic toward her. When Courtney kissed me in Spain my stomach dropped, and it felt so right. Why did I have to get so scared?

As I sat alone on the couch in my apartment it was as if the obvious smacked me right in the face. I said out loud to myself, “I’m in love with Courtney? I’m in love with Courtney?? I’m in love with Courtney!”

I grabbed my cell phone and tried to call her but as always it went to voicemail. I texted her to please call me, but it was ignored. I stayed in my apartment until it was time for my second game of the season. As I dressed for the game I felt numb inside. I played as if I was just going through the motions. I couldn’t think straight, and I wasn’t having fun. I remember being fouled as I shot the ball. As I stood at the free throw line I looked around the arena and looked at all the faces in the crowd. The one face I wanted to see wasn’t there and it weighed heavily on me.

We won the game, but I wasn’t really much help. My head coach asked me if I was okay after the game and I told him I was just a little under the weather. We had two off days and were about to go on the road. For the first time in my life, I didn’t want to play. I laid on the couch in my living room staring at the ceiling. I grabbed my cell phone and called Courtney. The call again went to voicemail. Instead of ending the call, as usual, I left a message.

“Hey Court, it’s me. I wish you would answer my calls or call me back, but I guess you have your reasons. I just wanted to let you know that I’m not playing basketball anymore. It’s not fun for me anymore because you’re not here with me. I don’t know where you are but I’m going to find you even if it means I never play again. I hope to hear from you soon. Bye.”

I laid the cell phone down on my chest and hoped beyond hope that she would call me back or at least send me a text message reply, but nothing. I cried my eyes out that night thinking that Courtney would never again be in my life. I wasn’t lying on that voicemail. I had no desire to play basketball again. Without Courtney cheering me on and being by my side basketball for the first time in my life felt like a job.

I had this picture of me and Courtney from freshman year of high school that was one of my favorite pictures. I was in my basketball uniform and she was in her cheerleader uniform. We were sitting on the first row of the bleachers with our heads resting against each other. She looked so beautiful and it wasn’t too long after that picture that I thought we had a moment. 

We were at Bridget’s pool party. I went inside the pool house to change. I started taking my clothes off to change when I realized that someone could walk in at any moment. Wearing nothing but my panties I opened the door to the changing stall where Courtney was completely nude and putting on her bottoms. We just stared at each other for a moment and we both smiled as I slowly closed the stall door. I wasn’t comfortable with my sexuality at the time and I thought that Courtney was straight. I wasn’t sure to act around her for a couple of weeks, but all went back to normal without either of us had mentioned that day. The reality of it all was that from that day on I was attracted to her but never thought in a million years that she would ever be attracted to me.

I went into my bedroom and laid down as I held that picture to my body and cried as I fell asleep. I was awoken in the morning to loud pounding on my door. I rolled over and looked at my alarm clock that read 7:08 AM.

What the heck? I asked myself as I rolled out of bed, walked into the living room and opened the door.

“Courtney!” I exclaimed.

“Are you out of your mind? You’ve worked your ass off to finally get here and now you’re going to quit?!” she yelled at me.

“Basketball isn’t fun anymore Court” I replied.

“Bullshit! You love basketball more than anything in the world!” she exclaimed.

I shook my head and replied, “That’s not true. There’s one thing in the world that I love more than ball and it’s you.”

She shook her head and said in a low voice, “Don’t do that. You don’t have to pretend. I know you don’t have those feelings for me and it’s okay. I’ll get over it.”

I grabbed her by her hand and walked her into the apartment as I locked the door behind her. I sat her on the couch and dropped to my knees as I placed my arms on her legs.

“Court please listen to me. I didn’t mean to make you feel that I was rejecting you in Spain. I was just taken off guard. Not in a million years did I ever think you would have those feelings toward me. Apparently, everyone else did but not me. I’m sorry that I’ve been a shitty friend and I’m sorry that I was too blind to see what was in front of me this entire time but please believe me when I say that I love you.”

She let out a small laugh and replied, “I know you love me just not in the way I want and need you to.”

“No!” I exclaimed. “I’m in love with you Court. I just didn’t realize it until Ayana and I kissed a few days ago.”

Courtney slapped my arms off her legs and jumped to her feet. “You did what the other night?!” she screamed out.

I smiled nervously and said, “Please let me explain. It’s not what you think. After my first game, Ayana and I went out to eat and caught up. We came back here and drank some wine and one thing led to another and we kissed but it didn’t mean a thing.”

She was furious. “You have got to be kidding me! I came all the way here from Miami to found out you kissed your ex-girlfriend?!” she yelled to me.

“Court, please! Listen! When Ayana and I kissed I felt nothing. When you kissed me in Spain it felt amazing. I felt like I was in a free fall. I felt my stomach drop and I felt like I was going to pass out. I just got scared is all. Please believe me.”

She walked to my couch and plopped herself onto it.

“Lind, you don’t have to pretend to spare my feelings. I know you’re just scared about losing me as your friend. We’ll always be friends I just need time to come to grips with this.”

She got off the couch, walked past me and unlocked the door. I started to panic not knowing what to say. As she opened the door I yelled out, “Bridget’s pool house!”

She quickly turned around and faced me.

“What did you just say?” she asked.

“Bridget’s pool house, Court. Freshman year in high school I walked in on you changing. I thought we had a moment and to be 100% honest I’ve been attracted to you since that day. I just had no idea that you were gay and that you could ever be attracted to me. I mean look at you and look at me. You’re beautiful and I’m just me.”

She smiled and replied, “Lind…” as I watched a tear leave her left eye and run down her cheek.

“Court, I’m sorry if I hurt you but I love you. I’m in love with you and if it means never playing basketball ever again just to be with you I choose you.”

She placed both her hands on her face and started to cry.

“I would never ask you to choose,” she said through tears.

I gazed into her eyes and replied, “I know you would never, but I need you to know that I would in a heartbeat. I would because I love you. Without you, basketball means nothing to me. Court I’m in love with you. I know I want to spend the rest of my life with you. We can take it slow.”

She removed her hands from her face and replied, “Take it slow? I think we’ve taken it slow enough for way too long.”

We walked to each other and slowly moved into one another.

“Court, I haven’t brushed my teeth yet.”

She laughed and replied, “I don’t care” as our lips touched.

When our tongues touched my stomach once again dropped and my knees weakened. I had to hold onto her to stop myself from falling. I stopped kissing her and ran my fingers through her long black hair as I gazed into her light gray eyes.

“Courtney? I love you” I said with my heart pounding in my chest.

She smiled erotically and kissed me again. “I want you so bad!” she exclaimed as we started to passionately kiss.

I walked her to my couch and pushed her onto it. I dropped to my knees as she kicked off her shoes. I unbuttoned her jeans and unzipped them as I pulled her jeans and panties down to her ankles in one motion. I pulled them both off her ankles and threw them to the side of me. She placed her legs across my shoulders as I gazed into her beautiful pink shaven pussy. I kissed the inside of her legs and kissed her pussy as she gasped. I slowly started to lick her clit and pussy as she began to moan.

“Holy shit. I can’t believe this is happening. I can’t believe this is happening” she said over and again.

I stopped licking her and said, “Court, stop talking!” as she said, “Sorry.”

As I ate her pussy she pulled off her sweater, tee shirt, and bra. I couldn’t get enough of her taste. She tasted sweet and tart at the same time. She was panting as she quickly began to sway her hips across my face. She was so wet that my face quickly becomes drenched in her juices. As I ate her she started to rub her big beautiful pink nipples which drove me insane. I ate her pussy as I had never eaten pussy before as she exploded into a loud orgasm. She was breathing heavily as she rested her legs across my back as I continued to lick her clit.

“Lind, that was amazing,” she said through her breaths. I removed myself from in between her legs and placed myself next to her on the couch. I kissed and licked her neck and proceeded to place her left nipple into my mouth as I licked and sucked on it. I slowly placed two fingers on her dripping wet pussy and began to rub her clit in a circular motion. She grabbed my hair tightly and wrapped it in her hand as she pulled on it. Every time she pulled my hair I played with her clit faster and faster until I inserted two fingers into her pussy and began to quickly finger fuck her. She spread her legs wide as I continued to finger fuck her.

“Lind, I’m going to….to…to…come again!” she exclaimed as she again orgasmed loudly. I would learn on this day that Courtney had very fast orgasms which I absolutely love. 

“Kiss me!” she yelled out as I placed my tongue into her mouth.

She seemed to enjoy the taste of herself present in my mouth. I stopped kissing her and gazed into her beautiful eyes.

“I need a quick shower. Don’t move, I’ll be right back” I said as she shook her head and said, “Okay, let's take a shower.”

We walked into the bathroom and I turned on the water as Courtney pulled off my tee shirt and began to rub my breasts. I pulled down my sweat pants and for the first time stood completely nude before Courtney. She smiled as we entered the shower. I placed myself behind her and kissed her neck as I rubbed her breasts from behind. We washed each other and passionately kissed as she turned the water off. With our bodies soaking wet we went into my bedroom where she sat me down at the foot of the bed. She got onto her knees and placed my legs over her back. She kissed my clit and my pussy over and again until I felt her tongue began to lick my clit. As she licked my clit she also sucked on it which drove me insane.

“Is this okay?” she asked as she momentarily stopped.

“Yes!” I yelled out and continued, “Don’t stop!”

She licked and sucked on my clit over and again for I don’t know how long. All I knew was that I didn’t want her to stop which she unfortunately did. She removed herself from my pussy and smiled at me.

“Lay down on your stomach,” she said as I pushed myself back into the middle of the bed and rolled over flat on my stomach. Courtney began to lick my feet and suck on my toes. She licked in between each of my toes which made me giggle uncontrollably. As I giggled I asked, “What are you doing? That tickles” as she responded, “I have a foot fetish” as she stopped and began to lick up the back of both of legs.

I grabbed a pillow and placed both my arms underneath it as I placed my face into it. Courtney kissed, licked and sucked on each of my ass cheeks. She then slowly pulled apart my ass cheeks and kissed my asshole. The feeling of her lips kissing my asshole made me jump a little but not as much as when her tongue brushed over my asshole. Within seconds her face was buried in my ass as she licked around my asshole and inserted her tongue into it over and again. I raised my ass in the air and was now resting on two knees as she placed her legs under me and continue to suck and fuck my asshole. As she ate my ass she started rubbing my clit quickly.

“Don’t fucking stop!” I yelled out as her tongue and fingers were now moving with lightning precision.

I buried my face into the pillow and screamed at the top of my lungs as I had a long and intense orgasm. Now laying totally flat on my stomach I was moving my legs back and forth as my pussy throbbed. This was also the day that I discovered that Courtney’s favorite thing to do to me was to eat my ass which I don’t mind at all. When she eats my ass and plays with my pussy at the same time it’s a guaranteed orgasm.

I rolled over as Courtney climbed on top of me as she kissed and licked my nipples. When she inserted her tongue into my mouth I enjoyed the taste of my own pussy and ass. I stopped kissing her and locked onto her beautiful eyes.

“I want to fuck you,” I said passionately as she laughed and said, “You’ve fucked me twice already.”

I shook my head as I got off the bed and went into my closet. I quickly ripped open my box and removed my strap on from it. I quickly affixed the strap on and smiled at Courtney. I called her over to me using my index finger as she climbed off the bed and approached me. As we kissed I played with her pussy which was still dripping wet.

“Bend over” I commanded her as she bent over placing her stomach and breasts on the bed with her ass draped over the side. I slowly inserted the strap on into her pussy and slowly moved it in and out of her. I grabbed a fistful of her hair and yanked it back as I started to fuck her faster and faster.

“Harder! Harder!” she begged as I started pounding her as I pulled her head back using her hair.

“Faster, faster, faster!” she again begged as I fucked her as hard and fast as I could. I was pounding the life out of her when her body became limp and she buried her face into the bed and orgasmed yet again.

I slowly removed the strap on from her pussy and said, “I’m jealous. How do you come so fast?”

She laughed and replied, “I don’t know, I just do” as she now sat on the corner of the bed.

“You know I’m still upset about you kissing Ayana,” she said.

“I know you are Court. I guess I’ll have to make it up to you somehow.”

She smiled mischievously and replied, “I know just how you can.”

I giggled and replied, “Oh yeah, how?”

She kissed my lips and said, “You’ve been a very naughty girl and naughty girls need to be punished.”

I laughed and said, “Oh yeah, how.”

She again kissed my lips and smiled. “I’m going to use that strap on and fuck your ass.”

I laughed and replied, “No you’re not. That is an exit only.”

She shook her head and said, “I fucked your ass with my tongue or did I imagine that.”

I shook my head and said with conviction, “You did but I’m not taking it in the ass with a strap on. I have a game in two days.”

She let out a small laugh and said, “Do you want me to forgive you for kissing Ayana or would you rather hear me complain about it over and again, day after day, week after week and month after month?”

“You’re serious about this, aren’t you?” I asked in amazement.

She smiled and replied, “As serious as a heart attack.”

I removed the strap on and placed it on the bed as I took a seat on the edge of the bed.

“This is the only way you’re going to forgive me?” I asked with concern as she smiled and nodded her head.

She grabbed the strap on and looked at me.

“Put it on me” she commanded as I got off the bed and affixed the strap on to her.

“Bend over the bed” she commanded as I did what she said.

She went into the bathroom and came out a few seconds later with baby oil. She drenched the strap on with baby oil and then proceeded to pour baby oil into my ass.

“I can’t believe I’m letting you do this,” I said with angst.

She laughed and asked, “Are you ready?”

I let out a small laugh and replied, “I guess.”

She pulled my ass cheeks apart and slowly began to insert the strap on into my ass. I pulled away as it hurt but Courtney said, “No, no Lind. Be a good girl and let me in.”

I closed my ass and clenched my teeth as she forced the strap on into my asshole.

“Ow!” I yelled out in pain.

“You should have thought about this before you kissed Ayana.”

The strap on was deep inside of my ass as Courtney placed both her arms on top of mine. She slowly moved it outward and then again inward as I squirmed in pain.

“It hurts Courtney!” I yelled out as she laughed and replied, “Say you’re sorry!” as she again slowly moved it outward and again inward.

“I’m sorry!” I yelled out in pain.

She again slowly moved the strap on out and in again but was now starting to move a little faster.

“Say you’ll never do it again!” she commanded as she was now slowly thrusting in and out of my asshole.

“I’ll never do it again!” I yelled out as she was now starting to move a bit faster than before.

She smacked my ass hard which hurt but also felt good at the same time.

“You’ve been a bad girl! Say you’ve been a bad girl, Lind!” she yelled out as she was now starting to pound my ass.

“I’ve been a bad girl!” I yelled out.

I had never been fucked in the ass before yet here being anally punished by Courtney. It hurt but I was starting to like the way it hurt. Her yelling at me and making me say things was turning me on.

“Pull your ass apart!” she yelled as I did what she said.

She placed her hands on my hips as she was now fucking my ass fast and hard.

“Uh, uh, oh…Courtney it hurts!” I yelled out in a combination of pleasure and pain.

“Say you deserve it for being bad!” she said loudly as I repeated, “I deserve it for being bad!”

My face was now buried into the bed as I held my ass cheeks apart as Courtney pounded my ass.

“Say you’ve been bad!” she exclaimed.

“I’ve been bad!” I screamed out as Courtney commanded, “Again!”

“I’ve been bad I yelled into the bed over and again as she pounded my ass.

She was pounding my ass hard and fast as she wrapped her right arm across my hips and in between my legs and started to rub my clit as she fucked me.

“Say punish me for being bad! Say it over and over!” she exclaimed as I did what she said.

“Punish me for being bad!” I said over and again as she pounded my ass and played with my clit at the same time. Even with tears streaming from my eyes I found myself thrusting my ass into her. It hurt but I was enjoying the pain.

I started just screaming, “Punish me!” over and again as I stopped holding my ass cheeks apart and grabbed tightly onto the comforter on the bed.

She stopped rubbing my clit and inserted her fingers into my pussy. She was now fingering my pussy as she pounded my tight asshole as I repeatedly said, “Punish me” through tears of pain and pleasure.

What happened next was not what I had imagined when this first started. I had the most intense orgasm of my life! I came loud and hard as Courtney pushed the strap on deep inside my asshole and left it there. She slowly removed it and walked over to the side of the bed as she rubbed the strap on across my lips and inserted her fingers into my mouth as I licked them.

She laughed and said, “Good girl, I forgive you.”

This is the day I discovered that I love rough anal sex even though after this session my asshole hurt for days. We spent the entire day and half of the next day fucking each other’s brains out. You name it we did it.

I had lived my dream of playing in the WNBA thanks to Courtney. It was the only season I would play there. Courtney didn’t want to model anymore but loved our time in Spain together.

For the first time in my life, I put the needs of someone else before my own. I went back to Spain to play and did so for the next 7 years with Courtney by my side as my official interpreter until the day I retired.

Due to her looks and popularity, she went from being my interpreter to the official team interpreter, a role she worked in for the next 5 years.

We eventually stopped going from Texas to Spain and settled right in Ennis in a house we purchased together that wasn’t all too far from where we both lived as kids.

My parents are still happily married and living in the same house. My brother and Bridget are still in Malibu where my brother continues to be the face of the Chargers franchise as his career winds down. In addition to Brian, there’s also Connor, Gregory, and Lucille.

Paul and Heather now live a few blocks from Bridget and Brett after signing a massive free-agent contract and leaving the Washington Redskins. Paul retired a couple of years ago and works as a college football analyst.

Ayana and Bridget remain friends to this day, but Ayana and my relationship is non-existent.  We tried to have a casual friendship but ultimately decided against it especially since I knew Courtney had an issue with it.

I had always thought that basketball was my life and my love. I will always love the game but never love it as much as Courtney Downing.

If you can take one thing with you from my story it’s that life doesn’t always work out the way you imagine it but it’s certainly worth living.

A MESSAGE FROM THE AUTHOR – ANTOINETTE SAX

Thank you for reading “Life, Love, Basketball.”

If you enjoyed this story and would like to read more from me, you can visit my Amazon Author Page by going to www.AntoinetteSax.info

To be notified of new releases you may follow me on Twitter @AntoinetteSax or go to https://twitter.com/AntoinetteSax
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