

Life is funny. When you’re growing up you think you have an idea of what your life is going to be like and how it’s going to turn out. When asked what kids what to be when I was growing up as a child, most little girls wanted to be ballerina’s or actresses and most little boys wanted to be pro athletes or something manly like a firefighter or a police officer.  I didn’t like to dance and although I enjoyed movies I never wanted to be the woman on screen. When I was a little girl I could never answer the question. It seems like yesterday, “So, Piper, what do you want to be when you grow up?” I had no clue what I wanted to do or be but I did know that whatever it was it had to be different from the usual. How rude of me. My name is Piper, Piper Scott, and the reason I think today why I knew whatever I wound up doing when I was a kid had to be different is because I felt different growing up. Different from everyone else and different from my fraternal twin brother Zander. Genetics is a funny thing. My brother turned out to be a better-looking version of my dad which is hard to understand considering how handsome my dad is. I turned out to be a not as pretty version of my mother. My mother is a beautiful woman and although I was always told how pretty I was knowing that my mother was better looking messed with my head some. Where with brother was extroverted, popular and funny I was introverted, tended to stay to myself and was never the most popular.

Thinking back, it must have a boy girl thing. My brother for lack of a better term was cool. Boys wanted to hang around him because he was outgoing and friendly. Since he was so good looking wherever he was pretty girls were not that far away or were soon to follow. For me, since I wasn’t outgoing, not the friendliest person and was pretty girls took me for a bitch without ever knowing how I truly was. It didn’t help that boys always found me to be attractive which also turned the jealous knob to full blast. It wasn’t like I was a loser or anything. I did have friends but never I anyone felt really close to or who I felt truly understood me. That all changed for me at the start of 9th grade when Delilah Sampson walked into my homeroom. She to this day is the most beautiful girl I have ever met or seen. I knew that day that my life was going to get easier. I was five feet four inches tall, had jet black hair and dark black eyes. I had a nice body but it wasn’t anything to write home about. Delilah was close to six feet tall, had light flowing blonde hair, ice blue eyes and a body that was shaped like a genie bottle. When I saw her that I knew I would no longer have to deal with all the hate from the haters. Just because Delilah looked the way she did, I knew most of the hate would be directed to her. When our homeroom teacher made her stand in the front of the class and introduce herself, that first day at school she looked like a dear in the headlights. When she opened her mouth to speak it wasn’t what I was expecting even though I wasn’t quite sure what to expect. She spoke in a heavy southern accent which is not what we in the suburbs of Long Island are used to hearing. She immediately became the talk of the school. All the boys talked of how she was while all the girls almost immediately began to hate her because of it. She just as I thought was now going to be the new me.  

Many twins love each other one minute and hate each other the next. With me and Zander it was never like that. We were like best friends. We talked to each other about everything. When he wasn’t being Mr. Popular he was by my side. The only downfall was that since he was twenty minutes older than me he felt that he was the older brother and since he was the older brother it was his job to protect me. When I talk about protect me I mean no boys could get close to me. Even though that part of our relationship drove me crazy it also made me love him that much more. He had my best interest at heart and being the way, he was, he knew what most boys wanted to do with me as in do to me. He was a player, even as early as the 9th grade. That first day at lunch as I sat at the table with Zander and his idiot friend Frank I asked Zander, “So what do you think of the new girl?” His face lit up like I never seen before as he said, “I’m in love!” I shook my head in disgust and said, “You’re in love even though you’ve never spoken to her before. You’re such a fucking pig.” He laughed and replied, “I’m going to talk to her just looking for the right time.” If this is the way my brother felt, the one who could practically get with any girl at school felt, I could only imagine what the other boys were thinking. Frank looked at me and asked, “Jealous?” I shook my head and asked, “Why would I be jealous?” Frank looked at me and replied, “She’s replaced you as the hot girl?” I knew that Frank had a huge crush on me and even though I would never ever do anything with him I did have fun fucking with his head so I replied, “Are you saying she’s hotter than me?” I could tell he was nervous from his body language but when he opened his mouth I knew how nervous he was. “I didn’t say that Piper.” I gave him a look of disgust and replied, “Whatever Frank. At to think that I was thinking about letting you take me out? You know what? Forget it, go ask the hotter girl.” Frank look crushed as he closed his eyes and looked down at the table as Zander shook his head and laughed as silently as he could. At that very moment, Delilah walked into the cafeteria. She looked terrified as she scanned the cafeteria and quickly walked to an empty table. I looked at Zander and said, “Here’s your chance stud.” He looked at me and said, “Now’s no the time” and smiled at me. As we ate lunch I kept looking over at Delilah and noticed that she wasn’t eating. She just sat there looking around the cafeteria. Whenever we made eye contact she would quickly look away. As the weeks went by the deer in the headlight looks didn’t seem to be going away as did her not eating during lunch.

It had been about three weeks since Delilah came to my school and it was great for me. It was if no girls were talking about me anymore as if I barely existed. It wasn’t until I was changing in the locker room after gym class that I realized that whatever dislike the girls at school had for me it was far worse for Delilah than I could have ever imagined. I was changing at my locker talking to a friend of mine, Amy, when I asked, “What do you think about the new girl?” Amy looked at me with disgust and replied, “She thinks she so much better than everyone else. I don’t like her one bit!” I looked at Amy in amazement and asked, “How does she think she’s so much better than everyone else?” Amy looked at me like I was crazy and responded, “Just look at her.” I just shrugged my shoulders and went about my day but that short conversation with Amy started to bother me. As far as I could tell Amy made no sort of effort to get to know her. Just because she looked the way she did Amy had these preconceived notions of the who Delilah was as a person. Over the next few days I made small talk with a ton of girls at school asking what they thought of Delilah and it was the same thing over and again. Amy’s opinion of Delilah seemed to be the consensus opinion. It wasn’t until that weekend when I was lying in bed when I realized the reason it was bothering me because Delilah was the new me. I’ll admit I could be a bitch when I wanted to but not one girl had tried to get to know her yet had such a strong opinion of her. The selfish side of me didn’t care. Better her than me I thought but the other side of me, the side that gives a shit and hated the treatment I received because of my looks was sad for her. She was the new me but she was getting more hate than I ever had and it wasn’t fair.

That Monday at school I couldn’t help but stare at Delilah at homeroom. I think she knew I was staring at her but she still sat there as if almost frozen as she always had. At lunch that day I looked at Zander and asked, “Is this the day that Mr. Stud is going to finally try and talk to Delilah?” He shook his head and replied, “Nope, it’s not. Today just doesn’t feel right.” I wondered why Zander hadn’t tried speaking to her yet. He normally had not trouble talking to girls and I mean any girl but. I just shrugged it off as Delilah entered the cafeteria, put her head down and found a table that no one was sitting at. I looked at Zander and said, “Well if you’re not going to talk to her I will.” I walked over to her table with my sandwich and sat across from her. “Okay, enough is enough. Can you please eat something?” as I split my sandwich in two and placed one half on a napkin directly in front of her. She looked at me with nervousness and replied, “Thank you but I’m not hungry, Piper.” I smiled at her and said, “Oh, you know my name?” She smiled at me shyly and replied, “We have homeroom, math and history together.” I let out a small laugh and replied, “No shit now can you please eat something? I’m starting to think that you’re some sort of robot sent back in time from the future to silently observe high school life in Bethpage, New York.” She looked at me and smiled and replied, “Sounds like the Terminator with a spin.” I started to laugh as she sat across from me looking nervous. I picked up my half of the sandwich and took a bite. “My mom makes the best sandwiches. You should try and eat sometime.” With the same nervous look, she replied, “I eat.” I raised my eyebrows and replied, “Prove it” as I pointed to the half of sandwich I placed in front of her earlier.  She looked down at the half of sandwich, slowly picked it up and took a bite. “It is good” she said as I replied, “Told you.” We sat there for a few minutes and made small talk. Lunch was almost over so I said, “Maybe we can do this again tomorrow?” She nervously smiled at me and replied, “Maybe, sure.” For the next week me and Delilah had lunch together as my brother and his friends would drool at her from across the cafeteria. Even though me and Delilah were talking during lunch my brother still hadn’t talked to her yet. “Why do they keep staring at us?” she finally asked. “Um, there boys.” She looked at me with a confused look and said, “I’m not sure what that means.” I laughed and said, “They want to have sex with you.” To this day I still mention the look of horror on her face as the greatest example of fear I have ever seen in my life. “They want to have relations with me?” she asked. I laughed so hard that the soda I was drinking shot straight out of my nose. “That’s an interesting way to put it but yes, every guy at that table want to have relations with you. Granted they all want to have relations with me except for one.” She looked at me with confusion and asked, “Why one?” I shook my head and said, “One is my brother” as she said, “Oh” and started to laugh.

As the days turned into weeks me and Delilah started spending more time together at school. We started off having lunch together to sitting next to each other in homeroom to sitting next to each other in math and history class. She may have been the most innocent and naïve person I ever met. She amused me not because I thought she was a joke or anything but because of so many of the things she said like, “I would have been madder than a wet hen”, Sure’nuff”, “Fixin’ to” and what may be my all- time favorite “I think he’s all hat and no cattle.” It was a Friday. I remember going into the cafeteria and looking for Delilah but I couldn’t didn’t see her. I had to pee bad so I went into the girl’s bathroom to find Henrietta, Ashly and Brittany talking in front of the sinks. I despised Brittany. If it weren’t for me she would have been the hot girl in school. Even though I used to be I never wanted to be but she did. Simply knowing that I had something she wanted and didn’t really care about it made her hate me. Thinking back the only reason I hated her was because she hated me. I really didn’t know her at all but did know she talked about me behind my back constantly. There they were, fixing themselves in the mirror and talking shit about Delilah. “Hi, I’m Delilah and I reckon I like sucking dick”, “Y’all want to come over to my house and run a train on me”, and finally, “I wouldn’t trust him any farther than I could throw him if it weren’t for me letting him fuck my loose pussy.” I became enraged. How dare these three bitches talk about her this way?! “What did she do to any of you?!” I asked in anger as all three looked at me with disdain. “Figures you would be sticking up for her” Ashly said.  I looked at her with fury and asked, “What the fuck does that mean?!” Henrietta looked at me and said, “Two peas in a pod” as Brittany said, “Takes a whore to befriend a whore.” I looked at Brittany and snarled, “I guess that’s why you three are such good friends! Talk all the shit you want about me. I don’t care but don’t ever say another fucking word about Delilah or I will tell everyone and I mean everyone about the shit that you three whores do or better yet I’ll just have my brother be honest.” All three looked at me with eyes wide open and quickly left the bathroom. I was so angry my entire body was shaking. I looked at my reflection in the mirror as I talked myself into calming down. As I took a deep breath and heard sobbing coming from one of the stalls. I heard, “Why?” being asked out between sobs in an all too familiar voice. It was Delilah. “Please open the stall” I said as the stall door slowly opened. There she was with giant tears running from her eyes. “Why does everyone hate me?” she asked as she sobbed. “They’re just jealous” I said as a matter of fact. “Of what?” she cried out. “It’s the way you look that’s all.” She looked at me and asked, “What about the way I look?” she said as if she had no clue as to what I was talking about. Then it hit me. She had no clue about what I was talking about. I was dumbfounded. She could very well be the very epitome of beauty but she either didn’t see herself that way or didn’t care about the way she looked. Seeing her so badly hurt from their words not only made me upset and angry but made me need to make her feel better. I looked at her and smiled and replied, “Fuck them for making you feel this way” as I grabbed her and hugged her tightly. She put her head on my shoulder and hugged me tightly in return. As she cried on my shoulder she said, “Thank you.” I quickly replied without thinking for a second, “That’s what friends are for.” She pulled away from me and look at me. “Are we friends?” she asked full of emotion and sadness. I smiled and said, “I’m your friend, aren’t you mine?” She nodded her head and hugged me tighter than I ever had before. “Yeah I am. Thank you.” Her embrace made me feel closer to her than I ever had to another girl in my life. She was sweet, kind, sincere and innocent. She was the most awesome and real girl I had ever met. She was my friend and I was hers. “Hey, would you maybe want to come over to my house for dinner tonight? My mom and dad are always working but Friday night is kind of like our one day of the week where we all sit down as a family and catch up” I said. She looked at me and said, “Thank you but I wouldn’t want to impose on a family night.” I smiled and said, “You wouldn’t be and I insist. I won’t take no for an answer.” I pulled out my cell phone and texted myself with her address.

When I got home from school that day my mom had just pulled into the driveway. I ran to her car and as she got out I said, “Mom, I hope you don’t mind but I invited a friend over to dinner tonight.” I remember the look of confusion on my mom’s face as she replied, “Oh, okay.” Thinking back, I don’t think I had ever invited anyone over to dinner let alone over to my house which is probably what my mom was thinking at the time. “Can we please pick her up later? She’s only a few blocks away but she doesn’t know the neighborhood too well yet.” My mom simply nodded her head and asked that I help her carry in a few grocery bags. A little after 5PM, as me and my mom were walking out the front door Zander asked, “Where are you two going?” I smiled at him with a grin and answered, “Me and mom are going to pick up Delilah. She’s coming over for dinner tonight.” His eyes looked like they were going to pop out of his head as he ran up the stairs and into the bathroom.” She lived within walking distance of her house so we were there and back in under ten minutes. We all sat down for dinner as my dad looked at Delilah and asked, “So where are you from?” She replied, “A small city in Texas, called Marfa. I lived there with my grandma until she passed a few months back.” My mother said, “Oh, sweetie, I’m so sorry.” Delilah just politely smiled as she played with the food on her plate. I found it more than interesting that Zander who would never shut up didn’t say a word during dinner. He sat eating quietly as he would look and turn away from Delilah with a goofy grin on his face that I had never seen before. “So how did you make if from Marfa to Bethpage?” my dad asked as she replied, “I live with my mother’s cousin. She took me in after my grandma passed.” My mom and dad talked about work and plans for the weekend. I spoke about school and Zander spoke about nothing. He just sat at the dinner table with that goofy grin on his face.” After dinner, my parents went outside to the backyard, Zander left and went to a friend’s house as me and Delilah went to my bedroom. “It’s really nice that your family does dinner like this” she said as I replied, “Wish it was more often but it is nice.” We sat in my bedroom listening to music and watching television when Delilah said, “It’s getting late. I should go now.” I was having a good time with her so I asked, “What are doing tonight?” She smiled and said, “Nothing. Probably just read a book or something. Maybe some homework.” I shook my head and asked, “Why don’t you just crash here tonight?” She let out a small laugh and replied, “I don’t have anything to wear.” I thought for a second and said, “We’ll walk over to your house, pick up a few things and come back here.” She said nothing for about a minute and then said, “Okay, we can do that.” We walked over to her house, she put a few things in a small bag and we walked back to my house. I was fourteen years old and was hosting my first sleepover. We stayed up all night talking. “She told me she was born in Nashville, Tennessee and went to live with her grandmother after both her parents passed away. When her grandmother passed away she was taken in by her mother’s first cousin, a woman named Cindy, who was never home and worked as a flight attendant. I told her that my dad was abused as a kid by an alcoholic single father and that he took off when he was only 15. That my dad used to work for a beverage distributor that delivered to my grandparents’ restaurant in Brighton Beach and how my dad fell in love with her at first site and would travel to Brighton Beach all the way from the Bronx just so he could order food he didn’t like so he could watch my mom waitress on the weekends. That he finally worked up the nerve to ask her out, they dated, she became pregnant when they were both 17. That my grandparents disowned by mom for a grand total of two weeks afterward. That they got married at 18 and my dad talked to his way into a job as an assistant at a luxury real estate firm in Manhattan after they moved to Bushwick, Brooklyn. How he had the firm sponsor him for his real estate license, became a top producing real estate agent and moved the family to Bethpage, Long Island when me and Zander were 7. That my dad owns his own real estate company now and flips houses. That my mother helps him with the real estate company and does the interior design and staging for the house flips. “I thought your parents were super young?” she said as I replied, “They are at least for parents.” We spent the entire night talking until the sun came up. She fell asleep a little after 8AM as I fell asleep shortly thereafter. I woke up a little after 4PM but Delilah slept until well after 5PM. She stayed over again that night and we again spent most of the night talking. I told her things about myself that I never told anyone. She was so sweet and caring that it made me comfortable which made me feel that she was easy to talk to. I told her that she needed to toughen up and learn how to deal with the haters. I confessed how happy I was when I first saw her because I knew the hate would be directed off me and onto her. She told me that she didn’t remember much about her parents, that she was home schooled by her grandmother and how scared and nervous she was on that first day of school and still was. She thanked for me being her friend and confessed that she was never close to anyone other than her grandmother. How she still missed her grandmother so much that it hurt. For as different as we were we were just as similar.

I never thought that I would ever start becoming close to another girl or even want to be but I did when it came to Delilah. Later that week I remember wanting to know for myself what living in Marfa, Texas was like. I googled Marfa Texas and read the wiki on it. As I read there was a blurb that read, “Home to Delia Riggins-Sampson” with a hyper link. I clicked on the hyper link which brought me to a wiki page on the woman. I was horrified at what I read. “Rising country star Delia Riggins-Sampson (28) was murdered by her husband Roy Sampson (34) on September 21, 2007 who committed suicide after setting their home on fire. Delia Riggins-Sampson was on her way to stardom after her hit single “Baby Girl” hit number one on the country music billboard charts. She was survived by a daughter, Delilah Sampson (3).” I went onto YouTube and searched for the song “Baby Girl.” When I listed to the lyrics it was haunting. It was about a woman who was in an abusive relationship who hope in life and joy was restored by her daughter. “You restore my hope, my happiness. What I do I do for you. You take away all anger all the pain with that smile upon your face. No matter what the future holds just know that I love you so. My baby girl.” I was filled with sadness and grief for both Delilah and her mother. I couldn’t imagine having to live with the fact that my mother was murdered by my father. I wanted to talk to her about it but after talking to my mom and dad about it I listened to their advice. They both said that when Delilah was ready to tell me about it she would. I’m glad I did take their advice as after a few months Delilah indeed told me about her parents. She told me all she had to remember her mother by was a picture taken of her being held when she was a couple of years old, a photo album that her grandmother had, the song and her mother’s guitar. I confessed that I had knew what happened after trying to research Marfa but I didn’t know how to bring it up. When we talked about what happened with her parents I never felt so close to another person in my life.

From that point on me and Delilah were inseparable. She was a fixture at my house My dad liked her a lot but my mother absolutely loved her from the start. After me bothering Zander for well over a month he finally admitted to me that he had a huge crush on Delilah and that he felt intimidated by her. I found it hysterical that my brother, “Mr. Cool”, “Mr. Ladies’ Man” and “Mr. Popular” could feel intimidated by such a shy and delicate girl. I begged him to leave her alone as he knew that me and her were becoming so close and I didn’t want him to ruin it. He knew how much Delilah’s friendship meant to me so he agreed. As the years went on our relationship evolved into more than just being best friends. We became sisters but unlike sisters we never argued and I mean never. There was never jealousy or animosity. If something I did bothered her or vice versa we talked about it right away. She became a second daughter to my mom and my dad but she was especially close to my mom. They would even have days they spent together without me which I didn’t mind at all. It made me happy for Delilah that she could experience a relationship with my mom as if she was her mom. She was my sister and my parents adopted daughter but where my parents and my relationship with Delilah was that of family it couldn’t have been more different with Zander.

As Zander had promised me from the start he did leave her alone but the crush he had developed from the start kept growing over the years into something much more during our senior year of high school. For as much as I didn’t like it I knew that his feelings toward her was reciprocated. When I first started noticing the way she looked at him and how she started to act around him I tried to tell myself that it was all in my head but deep down I knew it wasn’t. She would get asked out all the time but she never accepted a date. When I would question her about it she would always say, “He’s just not my type” even though she could never really explain what her type was. Me and Zander talked about everything except for Delilah. She was like a no-fly zone between the two of us but I could see how much he wanted to be with her. He wasn’t going out on dates anymore and stopped partying all together. There was a look of sadness in his eyes and he would spend days at a time just staring at the ceiling and moping around the house. I could feel the tension in the air whenever we were all together. The memory is still crystal clear to this day. It was a Saturday night. Me, my parents, Delilah and Zander of all people sitting in the family room in the basement of our house watching a movie. Me, Delilah and my parents would have a sort of family movie night on Saturday nights from time to time but Zander was never there. We were all watching one of those romantic comedies where two people who hate each other at the start of the movie slowly fall in love over time. They think of all the reasons why they shouldn’t be together, stop talking all together and end the movie with a confession of their feelings sealed with a kiss. Predictable but enjoyable at the same time if you ask me. My parents were snuggled on the couch, Delilah was sitting in a recliner to the left of the them, Zander was sitting in a recliner across from Delilah and I was laying on a giant pillow on the floor. Throughout the movie, Delilah and Zander would make eye contact and smile at each other, look away and do it all over again. For over ninety minutes it happened over and again. At the end of the movie, the big kiss and to the credits we go, Zander and Delilah locked eyes and smiled. “Goodnight all, I’m going to bed” Zander said as he slowly got off the recliner and walked up the stairs. “I’m beat and it’s getting late. I’m heading home” Delilah said as she slowly got off the recliner, walked up the steps and out the front door. I looked over at my parents who looked at each other and then looked at me as I buried my face into the giant pillow. My mom said, “Piper did you happen to notice what’s been going on?” as I sat up on the big pillow and looked at my dad to see him smiling at me with a big goofy grin. I rolled my eyes and let out a huge sigh as I got off the pillow, walked up the stairs, walked up the other flight of stairs and knocked on Zander’s door. “Come in” he said as I slowly opened the door and walked into his room to find him lying in bed staring at the ceiling yet again.

“So, didn’t feel like partying tonight?” I asked as he shook his head and replied, “No, not really.” I let out a huge breath and said, “We need to talk.” He sat up in bed and asked, “About what?” I rolled my eyes and said, “Delilah.” The mere mention of her name made him smile. “What about her?” he asked. “You still crushing on her?” He shrugged his shoulders and looked away from me. “Zander, are you still crushing on her?” I asked again as he looked at me and shook his head. “It’s more than that” he said to me which caught me off guard. “What do you mean?” I asked with both curiosity and concern. He locked eyes with me and said, “I’m in love with her.” With my heart now pounding in my chest I said, “Bullshit, you’re in lust with her.” He shook his head and replied, “No, I’m in love with her.” I gave him the look I always give to him when I think he’s talking nonsense like when he flexes his right arm and yells out “Welcome to the gun show.” “Oh yeah, you’re in love with her but I bet you can’t even answer simple questions about her.” He smiled and let out a small sarcastic laugh and said, “Try me.” As if I was a machine gun I started shooting off question after question. “What’s her birthday, what’s her favorite flavor of ice cream, what color are her eyes, how tall is she?” He looked at me with an air of arrogance and replied in rapid fire, “May 21st, strawberry, blue, five ten.” I shook my head and said, “Okay so you know the obvious but it doesn’t mean you’re in love with her. He looked at me and took a deep breath and slowly let it out. “When she’s deep in thought she freezes like a statue and doesn’t blink at all. When she’s nervous or confused about something her eyes moves from side to side like a pin pong ball and she bites down on the right corner of her lip. Whenever someone is sad she takes it as her mission to cheer that person up. When she hears someone say something she thinks is dumb or something that she doesn’t agree with she lets out a small grunt that you can barely hear unless you’re listening for it. When she watches scary movies, she puts her hands in front of her face and watches through her separated fingers as if her hands are going to stop whatever is going to happen from happening. When she’s sad her eyes have a different look to them and when she’s happy they seem to sparkle. How she becomes teary eyed at practically anything she thinks is remotely sad, romantic or emotional which is pretty much all the time. When she’s really upset about anything she gives off this fake smile that’s so different from her actual smile. When she wakes up in the morning she won’t speak to anyone or even answer a question without having first brushed her teeth or at minimum used mouth wash. After over three years of knowing her I still feel butterflies in my stomach when I’m near her, hear her voice or see her face. I always had trouble understanding how dad felt about mom when they were teenagers but I don’t anymore.” I was speechless and didn’t know what to say. I stood there for a moment in complete and utter silence. “Well okay then” I said as he looked at me with confusion and replied, “Well okay then?” I nodded my head and said, “I’m glad we had this conversation. See you” as I quickly left his room and went into mine, locking the door behind me. I sat on my bed shaking moving my right foot up and down as I always do when I’m nervous. I shook my head and said out loud to myself and said, “Fuck, he loves her.” I laid in bed and started to think as to why it was making me so upset when I thought of Zander and Delilah becoming an item. I loved Zander and my brother and friend and loved Delilah as my best friend and sister. Why was the thought of two people I loved so much being together bothering me so much? I asked myself over and again as I laid in bed staring at the ceiling. The answer hit me like a ton of bricks. It wasn’t the thought of them being together that made me upset. It was the thought of them getting together and not working that made me upset. If they started dating and it didn’t work out everything would change. Maybe she would stop coming over to my house. Maybe she would stop talking to me. Maybe she would stop being my best friend. Maybe she wouldn’t love me anymore. I felt sick to my stomach. It was all about me and how I felt. What about how they felt and felt about each other? I felt like crying but fought back the tears. Okay, so I now knew for a fact how Zander felt about Delilah but I needed to know how she felt about him and know right now.

I texted Delilah and waited. I texted her again and waited, I texted yet again and waited but no response. I called her cell phone and it rang until it went to voicemail five times and finally success. “Hello?” she said in a groggy voice. “I need to talk to you right now. 911. Be there in 5 minutes” I jumped out of bed and into my sneakers as I ran out the door forgetting that I was still in my pajamas. I made the usual seven-minute walk to her house in under five minutes. As I approached the house I could see her standing on the steps with the door open with a concerned look on her face. “We need to talk” I said as she gave me a confused look and put her right index finger up as to say hold on a minute. We walked inside the house as I followed her into the bathroom. She took a quick swig of mouthwash, rinsed and spit it out into the sink. “What in the heck is so important that you’re trying to get in touch with me like some dang crazy person?” she asked with concern. I was taken aback for a moment. I never noticed that she wouldn’t speak without at minimum using mouthwash as Zander did. I walked into her bedroom as she followed me inside. I sat on her bed and looked at her. “I need to know what your ideal type of guy is like.” She looked at me with confusion for a moment and yelled out. “Dang it Piper. Really? I thought it was 911 but it’s this?” I nodded my head and said, “Spit it out.” She shrugged her shoulders. I looked at her and said, “I’m going to take stab at it. He’s 6 feet 2 or so, light brown eyes, short dark black hair, muscular and athletic.” Her eyes opened wide and she looked nervous. I went on, “He’s smart, funny, charming, can be a little arrogant at times but he’s also really caring.” She smiled nervously at me with her eyes starting to tear up a little. “If this type of guy had a name I think the name would be something like Zander.” She swallowed so hard I could hear her. She looked at me with a combination of fear and nervousness as I asked, “Are you crushing on him?” She nodded her head and replied, “I think it might be more than a crush. I really don’t know.” My mouth opened wide as my heart started to pound. “Might be more than a crush?” I asked. “Even though he’s so popular he treats everyone the same. When he gets upset he clenches his teeth and he bites down so hard on his bottom teeth the muscles in his jaw lock. When he smiles he gets these small dimples which you wouldn’t notice unless you really look for them. Even though he knows I hate chocolate ice cream whenever he eats it around me has asks me if I want some anyway. He’s always trying to give off the vibe of confidence even at those times when he’s not. I remember last year before he hit that game winning shot against Plainview last year, after the timeout, he was nodding his head and then shaking his head then nodding his head and shaking his head like he always does when he’s talking to himself about anything that’s he unsure of like he does when he can’t decide what he wants to eat….” She went on and on much like Zander had done late the night before when she finished by saying, “All I know is that I’ve never had these feelings before. I just know it’s more than a crush.” We looked at each other in silence for a while until I said, “I’m not blind. I see the way that you look at each other.” She looked at me with tears in her eyes and said, “Well he’s never asked me out.” I smirked at her and asked, “Well if he did?” She took a deep breath and replied, “I don’t know. What if we started dating and it didn’t work out? Things could change.” I looked at her and asked, “What things?” She sat next to me on her bed and looked at me with sad eyes. “Us” she replied. As I looked at her I knew the same questions I had been asking myself she had also been asking herself. I put my hands on her shoulders and said, “Never because no matter what you’ll always be my best friend, you’ll always be family and I will always love you.” She teared up until tears started to run down her cheeks as she wrapped her arms around me and hugged me tightly. “Never ever” she replied as I tightly hugged her back.

I left her house and quickly walked back home. When I got home I opened Zander’s door and walked inside. I planned on waking him up but to my surprise he was still up listening to music on through earbuds. He looked at me with surprise and pulled the buds from his ears. “Just ask her out” I said as he smiled big and bright and jumped out of bed. “Really?” he asked looking for assurance. “Really, but please” I started to say as he cut me off and said, “I already know, Pip.” He asked her out, she accepted and they quickly become an item. It made most of the girls at school dislike her more and for the first time in his life I think Zander realized that not everyone was in his corner. I mean, seriously, the hottest girl in school, who so many had asked out and been shot down was now on the arm of the guy who everyone already thought had it all? Part of me was happy that maybe for the first time he felt just a little bit what it was like being me. Things did change a little between me and Delilah but only that we didn’t hang out as often even though we still did a ton. I was pretty much the 3rd wheel even though they never made me feel that why. I just knew I was. I lived through the disgusting puppy love phase of “You hang up first, I love you more and I love it when.” That was pretty much how our senior year of high school flew by.

After high school I commuted to college in Manhattan to CUNY City College of New York with a goal of a degree in computer science. Delilah had decided that college wasn’t for her even though my parents tried their best to talk her into going. They even offered to pay for her tuition but she thanked them for the offer and decided to get a job at a retail clothing store in the mall at Roosevelt Field. Zander also had decided that college wasn’t for him and wanted to do exactly what our dad did for a living. My mom and dad were furious when he broke the news midway through our senior year of high school. My mom pleaded with him and to say it affected the relationship between he and my dad would be an understatement. At the time my dad was 34 and Zander and I were 18. An age difference of 17 years could have easily been the age difference between siblings. They almost had a big brother little brother relationship with the exception being when my dad had to lay down the law he did. They used to give each other pounds, high fives and the dumb greeting of a quick hug and a back pat with yet another exception of my dad always giving him a small quick peck on his head. For the first time in my life I heard constant arguing in my home. My parents rarely had full blown arguments but that was what mom and I dealt with for well over 3 months. My dad wanted Zander to go to college, become a professional whatever and have experiences that he was never able to have. Zander idolized my dad and wanted to be just like him. He loved what my dad did for a living and was dead set on going into real estate sales and investing. My dad finally realizing that there was no way he could make Zander go to college agreed that if he was going into real estate he would do so at his company but would start from the bottom just as he did when he started. No favoritism and no nepotism. Just work your ass off and get to where you’re going. I remember Zander’s very first day of work when he was dressed in a custom fitted suite and said, “For some people looking this good isn’t easy to pull off but lucky for me I’m not some people” as Delilah and I looked at each other and rolled our eyes in unison as she said, “Arrogance is not a good trait to have” as we both laughed. 

As far as sex was concerned, it consisted of me and Delilah, both virgins at the time, watching television and looking at attractive guys and asking “Yeah?” which meant that we were asking each other if we would let that guy have his way with us. Both being virgins we would from time to time just look at each other and ask each other “Yay or nay?” when we were curious as to whether either of our virginities were still in place. Thinking back, it may have been the dumbest thing ever as neither of us ever had a date, let alone someone to have sex with. It wasn’t as if either of us ever would just have sex with a random guy for no reason at all. Being honest, I thought that there was something off with me. I believed Delilah when she would answer “Yeah” or “Naw.” I believed myself when I said “Naw” but not so much when I said “Yeah.” My dad never wanted me to date and Zander would never let a guy get close enough to me to date but whenever I was asked out with Zander anywhere close to me I would decline. I had never been that close to a guy to even kiss but I never really wanted to kiss a guy. There were plenty of guys at school I could say were attractive and handsome just none that I had those sort of feeling for. You know, those feelings. The thing was that when I looked at attractive women on television I found myself asking myself “Yeah?” which sometimes was answered with a “Yeah!” However, just like with the guys at school there was never any girls that I had “those feeling” for. I would be lying if I didn’t say that I wasn’t bothered that I could honestly answer the “Yeah!” when it came to women and not men on television. To be one hundred percent totally honest I thought for a time that I may have been asexual. My best friend could have easily been the very epitome of beauty. We hugged a ton and slept in the same bed more times than I could keep track of but not once had I ever had “those feelings” toward her. The answer to the “Yeah?” question would forever be answered during my freshman year of college. It was during my freshman year of college that I met Veronica, Veronica Gallows. We had 3 of the same classes of the 5 we were both taking. She was a knock out to say the least. She was about my height, had dark brown hair and light brown eyes. She was from Los Angeles and instead of her parents paying a ton of money for private college they agreed that is she went to a far less expensive school they would pay for an apartment in a city of her choosing. She chose New York City so they paid for her to live in a studio apartment not far from school. Other than Delilah me and another girl never clicked. Thinking back, it took some time for me to click with Delilah but I clicked right away with Veronica. We sat next to each other in class, had lunch together practically every day and had a lot in common. I started hanging out with her in the city on weekends and she started hanging out with me in Long Island. Me, her, Delilah and Delilah’s coworker, a girl named Susana, would hang out often in both Long Island and in the city.

It was nice to have a friend other than Delilah to hang out with. We would study together, go shopping, text and talk almost in the same way that me and Delilah did. It wasn’t until winter break that I found myself feeling weird that I missed her the way that I did. I was at home and so was she back in Los Angeles for the holidays. I was so happy to see her back in class after the break that I felt awkward about it. It was to the point that even when I was talking to Delilah the conversation would somehow wind up with is talking about Veronica. By the time March rolled around I was disturbed that I may have developed a crush on her and was starting to second guess how I was acting around her. Throughout the rest of the school year we continued to hang out the same as we had done all school year long. With only a few days left of school I found myself at Veronica’s apartment after a night of partying. We had gone to a bar to blow off stress and to celebrate that finals were finally over. I wasn’t a big drinker but I couldn’t tell you how much I drank that night. It’s not because I don’t want to it’s because I really don’t remember. What I do remember is that at some point during the night I cut myself off and switched from drinking everything and anything to water as did Veronica. We walked arm in arm to her apartment singing a song that I can’t remember probably since we started drinking again as soon as we got back to her apartment. We were both talking a mile a minute, telling jokes and laughing when she became sad. She looked at me and said, “I’m going to miss New York City so fucking much!” I laughed and replied, “For like four months. You’ll be okay.” She looked at me and said, “Nope for like ever. There is no way that I did well enough on my finals to stay.” “Huh?” I replied as she told me that she need a 3.0 GPA for her parents to keep paying for an apartment and that she was nowhere close to that. I remember becoming upset and sad when she said, “I’ll miss you the most of all.” We hugged each other and the next thing I know we’re kissing. Not once did I ever think to myself that this was my first kiss, my first French kiss or anything. It didn’t feel weird or awkward, it just felt right. We continued to kiss as we undressed each other and wound up completely nude. The next thing I remember was lying flat on my back on her futon bed as Veronica licked my nipples, kissed down my stomach and licked my pussy. Again, I didn’t feel weird or even think for a moment that it was wrong I was receiving oral sex from a girl. All I knew was that I felt something I never felt before and it felt right. I remember my first orgasm and getting lost in the moment and not sure what was happening to my body and immediately wanting to make her feel the way she made me feel. Without a second of thought I licked her nipples, kissed down her stomach and tasted pussy for the first time. She tasted great as I licked her and inserted my finger inside of her. I never had even fingered myself but knew how to finger her? It just felt right and natural. I remember her wrapping and locking her legs over my back, grabbing me by my hair and screaming out at the top of her lungs. I stopped licking and fingering her and kissed up her stomach as we started kissing again. We fell asleep holding each other. When I awoke in the morning I didn’t feel weird about what happened. I watched her sleep as her naked body laid next to mine. When she awoke she smiled at me as I smiled back at her. We talked naturally as if this was something we regularly did. We talked and fucked again on the futon bed. We talked and fucked in the shower. We talked and fucked on the floor. For that entire day we talked and fucked and I loved every second of it. She used her vibrator on me and I used her vibrator on her. She fucked me with her strap on and I fucked her with her strap on. For an entire weekend we talked and fucked skipping the last couple of days of school. I didn’t even realize that my cell phone had died over a day ago. 

I remember on the train ride home that it felt like a giant weight had been lifted off me. I was gay, a lesbian and I was more than okay with it. I felt free and happy. It wasn’t until I was a about twenty minutes toward the end of my train ride that I realized that I hadn’t been home in three days and that my cell phone was dead. My mellow and happy feeling was replaced with anxiety and fear of the unknown. I had never gone a day without checking in with at least my mom or dad, Zander and Delilah. I got caught up and hadn’t checked in with anyone. My body quickly became engulfed in terror. “Breaking news….18-year-old Piper Scott was killed today by her loving parents after not checking in for over three days. This reporter wholeheartedly agrees as he would have killed her too!” played in my head. When I got off the train I paced back and forth on the platform and tried to think of a cover story that would make sense. I was abducted and held captive was the one and only story I could think of. I sat down on a bench outside the train station stalling for time until I decided that it no longer made sense. My parents were going to kill me and I deserved it. I walked home terrified about what I was about to go through. I nervously opened the front door and walked inside the house. My dad was on the couch watching a sports news show as he quickly turned his attention to me and smiled.  I thought to myself he couldn’t be happier that he’s about to kill me. My dad jumped up from the couch, walked over to me and placed his hands on my shoulders. He smiled at me and asked, “You have a good time with Veronica?” The first thing I could think of was holy shit he’s knows what I was doing! I nervously replied, “Yeah, I did.” He kissed me on my forehead and said, “Mom and Zander are out buying a few things for the house in Levittown we’re selling. I can order something if you’re hungry.” I quickly nodded my head and replied, “No I’m not hungry, dad. I think I’m just going to take a shower.” He smiled at me and said, “Well Pip, you did it.” Did what? I asked myself in panic. “He laughed and said, you know first year of college in the books.” I nodded my head and smiled and replied, “Yeah, three more to go.” He walked back over to the couch and continued watching television as I quickly walked up the stairs and into my bedroom. I sat on my bed with confusion running through my body. I took a quick shower and paced back and forth in my room. I heard a car pulling into the driveway so I looked outside my bedroom to window to the front of the house. It was Delilah. We locked eyes as she approached down the driveway and into the house. Within a minute into my room she walked locking the door behind her. “Where in the heck have you been?!” she asked with concern and anger. “I was at Veronica’s” I answered. I could see her body loosen up as a sense of relief came over her. “You know that not only do I hate lying I’m not very good at it. I had to tell your parents and Zander that we had talked and that you told me you were going to spend a couple of days in the city with Veronica. That you accidentally left your cell phone in my car and that you called me at the store to tell me.” A sense of relief came over me as I hugged her and said, “Thank you so much. I thought today was going to be my last day on Earth.” She smiled at me with her teary eyes and replied, “I’m glad that you’re okay, but please don’t ever do that to me again. I was having nightmares and thought you may have been kidnapped, killed and thrown into a river.” I laughed and replied, “That’s morbid.”

I couldn’t stop myself from thinking about what happened between me and Veronica. Part of me wished that it would have happened sooner while part of me was happy that it happened the way it did. Had it happened sooner maybe I would have fell in love with her and would be trying to cope with having a broken heart by her having to move back home to Los Angeles. Maybe the way it happened was just meant to happen. All I knew for a fact was that I was going to miss her. She was the only other person in the world where I could say it was kind of like the relationship I had with Delilah. Granted I didn’t think I could ever have a relationship like the one with Delilah but it was nice nonetheless. As far as Delilah was concerned she was doing well at work and in addition to Susana she had made friends with another girl named Diana who I wasn’t all that fond of but could deal with.  Zander was doing well at work also. My mom felt that he was a natural when it came to staging houses and my dad was impressed with his eye for spotting a deal and calculating profits. After some though my dad sponsored Zander for his real estate license. By the end of summer Zander was a license real estate agent and an up and coming producer, Delilah was on the fast track to a management promotion and I was looking forward to starting classes again. With my brother and Delilah working full time I didn’t see them as much as I wanted but Delilah would make as much time for me as she could. I knew that Delilah was no longer a virgin but didn’t want the play by play between her and my brother but I felt that I needed to tell her what happened between me and Veronica. I was worried and scared at the time that Delilah would think differently of me and maybe wouldn’t be as close to me anymore. She was my best friend in the world and my sister. I needed to tell her but how?

It was a Tuesday afternoon in late July as Delilah and I sat in the pool in my backyard. We were talking about the usual things when I looked at her and asked, “Yeah?” She squinted her eyes and shook her head and replied, “That ship set sail a while ago.” I looked at her and replied, “Spare me the graphic details and tell me how.” She smiled and said, “He took me away for the weekend and this beautiful bed and breakfast in Monticello. We walked and held hands, had a fantastic dinner and went to our room for the night. We drank champagne, talked and it just happened. It was perfect and nothing like I thought it would be. I love him” she said beaming. “I know you do and I know he loves you too.” We sat in the pool drinking soda’s when it was like a light bulb went off in her head. She looked at me and asked, “Yeah?” I closed my eyes and shook my head. “Oh my gosh, Piper, when?” “A few months back” I quickly replied. “Oh my. I’ll be honest I never thought that you would let some random guy pick you up and you let him have his way with you. What happened? Did you and Veronica get white girl wasted, have a couple guys pick you up and go back to her apartment?” My heart started to pound in my chest and I tried to find the courage to say what I was going to. I swallowed hard and replied, me and Veronica got white girl wasted and went back to her apartment.” She looked confused and asked, “Well who was the guy?” I looked at her with nervousness and replied, “There wasn’t a guy.” Delilah’s shoulders slumped as I could see her mind working a mile a minute. Again, as if a light bulb went off in her head she looked at me with her eyes bulging out of her head and asked, “You and Veronica?” I slowly nodded my head and waited for her response with baited breath. “Well, how was it?” she asked. I was surprised and asked, “You really want to know?” She nodded her head and said, “Every little detail.” I let out a small long breath and told her every single detail almost down to the second of everything that happened between me and Veronica. She looked stunned for a moment when suddenly, her face lit up. “Sounds like it was amazing, Piper.” I nodded my head and asked, “You do realize what it is I just told you right?” She nodded her head and gave me a look that said, “I’m not dumb.” She looked at me and said, “You’re a lesbian.” I looked at her and said, “I’m a lesbian.” She picked up her soda and took a sip as I looked at her. “You don’t care?” She shook her head. “You don’t think differently of me?” I asked. Again, she shook her head. “We’re still okay?” I asked with concern. Yet again she nodded her head. She hugged me tightly and said, “Piper, I love you and I don’t care. I just need to know one thing” she said as she let go of me and looked at my face. I rolled my eyes and said, “No, Delilah.” As if insulted she asked, “Really?” I started to laugh and replied, “Really, Delilah.” “Not one time?” she asked laughingly. “No, not even one time, not for one second.” She nodded her head and asked, “Well why the heck not? All the time we spent together over the years. All the times we slept in the same bed. Not once, not even for a second?” I shook my head in amazement. “I can’t believe we’re having this conversation right now. I just told you I’m a lesbian and you’re upset that I never made a move on you?” Her mouth opened wide as she replied, “No, I’m not upset I’m just curious.” “Delilah, I never looked at you that way. You’re more of my sister than you are my best friend. I just never had those feelings toward you. That’s all.” She smiled and hugged me tight as she placed her head on my shoulder as I placed my head on her shoulder. “I love you” she said as I replied, “I love you too.” She removed her head from my shoulder as I removed my head from my shoulder. “I’m starving. You want to go get lunch?” she asked. “Yeah” I replied. That’s the story of how I came out to my best friend in the world.

Going into my junior year of college Veronica had still be my one and only. All of that changed when I accidentally walked right into her. Her name was Mila Pamchenko. I was reading a text message from my brother and wasn’t paying attention to my surroundings when I literally walked right into her. We collided and both fell backward onto our butts. “What the fuck?!” she exclaimed as I replied, “I’m so sorry. I wasn’t paying attention.” “Yeah I know you weren’t. You really need to pay attention!” she yelled out as I replied, “Same could be said about you.” She smiled at me and replied, “You’re right, sorry.” I got up off the ground and helped her to her feet. She was about my height, had long black hair and captivating light black eyes. She was fit and was sexy to say the least. I couldn’t help but gazing into her eyes as she stood in front of me as I still held onto her right hand. She smiled shyly at me as I said, “I’m sorry” and let go of her hand. As I started to walk away she said, “Considering you almost killed me the least you could do is buy me a cup of coffee.” I looked at her and asked, “Coffee?” She responded, “Yeah, coffee. There’s a little café a few blocks from here. That’s if you’re not doing anything right now.” I smiled and said, “I’m not” as she quickly replied, “Me neither.” I smiled nervously at her and replied, “Well coffee it is.” Sure, she was very sarcastic, a little stuck up and had a quick temper but I liked her and liked her a lot. She went to my college and was studying for a degree in creative writing. She lived in Williamsburg, Brooklyn with a couple of roommates and not before long I found myself in the city even when I didn’t have class and in Williamsburg, hanging out with her and her roommates Derrick and Henrietta. I knew I was more than attracted to her and thought that she might be into girls but a bit confused as she had told me that she had a two-year relationship with a guy named Perry. I had been hanging out with her for a little over two months when I just couldn’t take it anymore. I realized that is she was into girls she wasn’t going to be the one to make a move so I started to think of way where I could. If she resisted my advances I would be upset but I needed to take the chance. It was late on a Wednesday night as me and Mila sat on the couch watching a comedy. We were both laughing hysterically as she laid on her back with her legs draped across mine as I sat normally. I was staring at her face as she laughed and began to gaze into her eyes as we both slowly started to stop laughing. I slowly moved myself and climbed on top of her and kissed her. She put her arms around my neck and started kissing me back. I put my hands up her shirt and started feeling her tits as she started to moan in excitement. I undid her bra, removed her shirt and began to kiss and lick her nipples as she played with my hair. She undid her pants and pulled her pants and panties off in one motion. I pulled her pants over her feet, through the clothes to the floor and went straight to her pussy. As I licked her she was squirming all over the place until she grabbed the back of my head and pushed it into her. She started swaying her hips into my face as I licked her quickly and passionately. I inserted a finger into her as I continued to lick her sweet soft pussy. I licked her, fingered her and played with her clit until I could feel her body begin to shake and she let out a few louds grunts. Her body became limp as she started running her right hand through her hair. She was sweating and panting as she smiled at me. She sat up on the couch and started kissing me. She took hold of my left hand and pulled me up from the couch. She walked me into her bedroom and slowly removed my clothes as she kissed me and my body everywhere. She sat me down at the foot of her bed as she kneeled in between my legs. She slowly spread my legs apart and began to lick and kiss my pussy. I become lost in her touch and in our passion. A few minutes later I screamed out in ecstasy in the most powerful orgasm I ever head. After we had sex we laid in her bed and held each other. She looked at me and asked, “Was that okay for you?” I laughed and responded, “More than okay.” She smiled at me and said, “I was a little worried that I wouldn’t be good at that.” I was confused and asked, “Why?” She coyly smiled at me and said, “I’ve never done that before.” I smiled at her and asked, “Never?” She giggled and said “No, but I’ve been curious for a while.” I laughed and said, “Well, I can assure you that you’re a natural.” She looked at me seductively and before I knew it she was once again going down on me. I spent the night at Mila’s and was full of joy. I thought what happened between us was more than simple attraction and a night of sex. I was right. As the weeks turned into months we became a couple. We went out on dates, held hands and had passionate sex. It had been a little over three months and what I felt toward her was something that I never felt toward anyone before. Just the mention of her name and the vision of her face brought me joy. I couldn’t deny the feelings I was having. I was falling in love with her.

Of course, Delilah knew all about Mila and had spent some time with us along with her friends from work a couple of times. In my heart I knew that what was happening between me and Mila was becoming serious and I couldn’t have been more right. It was a Monday night when I had stopped over at Mila’s. She was sick with a terrible cold and I felt so bad for her. I decided that I would make a quick stop at her apartment to check on her and drop off a few things. The usual cough drops and cough medicine. I also decided to make her some homemade soup that was Delilah’s specialty. She would make a pot of it for whoever in my family happened to be sick with a cold at whatever time. She showed me how to make it and I decided to make it for Mila. I made the soup, walked into her bedroom forced cough medicine down her throat and put a bowl of soup next to her bed on a tv tray. I smiled at her and said, “Eat the soup. It’ll make you feel better. I have early class tomorrow so I’ll check on you after. Feel better.” As I started to walk out of her room she said, “Piper. I love you.” Hearing those words stopped me dead in my tracks. I turned around and faced her. “I love you Piper” she said as tears started to form in my eyes. “I love you too Mila.” She loved me and I loved here. I knew our relationship was getting serious but it couldn’t be any more serious. I knew I wanted to be with her but how could I have an open relationship with her if no one except for Delilah knew I was gay? On the train ride home, I decided that the only way I could ever be with Mila the way I wanted to be was to let my family know that I was gay. As soon as I got home I called Delilah and found out she was at home. A few minutes later me and her where in her bedroom as we had been so many times. “Delilah, Mila told me she loved me today and I told her that I loved her too.” She smiled at me, hugged me and said, “I’m so happy for you.”  I smiled big and bright and responded. “Thank you. I’ve been thinking. It me and Mila are going to be a serious couple we can’t do it in secret. I think it’s time for me to tell my parents and Zander.” She bit down on the lower right corner of her lip and asked, “Are you sure?” I nodded my head and replied, “I can’t hide who I am from my family forever but I need you there with me.” She said, “Of course. You know I’m here for you. When do you plan on doing it?” I thought for a moment and said, “Friday night, after family dinner.”

That Friday at family dinner my heart was pounding in my chest. I didn’t say much and could barely bring myself to eat. I was petrified as to how they were going to react to what I was going to say. I didn’t even know how I was going to say it. After dinner we all went downstairs to the family room. I looked at Delilah as she looked at me. I took a deep breath and said, “Mom, dad, Zander. Can you all please have a seat on the couch?” They all sat down on the couch as I had asked as I now stood in front of them. Delilah walked over to me and we held hands. I became full of emotion as I looked at all their faces. What were they going to say once I told them? How were they going to react? Would they all disown me? Delilah said, “Piper.” I squeezed her hand tightly and said, “Zander, mom, dad. I need to tell you something. I love you all so much but I haven’t been honest with you all. I’m tired of hiding it and I need you all to know something about me. I’m gay.” My parents and Zander all looked at each other almost expressionless until a huge smile came over Zander’s face. My mom went to say something as Zander cut her off and said, “Mom, let me take the lead on this.” He got off the couch and stood up. “Piper we all love you too but you telling us that you’re gay is like saying the sky is blue, Pip.” Me and Delilah looked at each other with confusion and both turned to look at Zander in unison. “What?” I asked in confusion. He smiled at me with a look of understanding. “Pip, look at what you’re wearing.” I was beyond confused and asked, “What’s wrong with what I’m wearing?” He shook his head and replied, “A pair of classic Air Jordan’s, relaxed fit jeans and a Knicks hoodie, Pip.” I became offended and said, “So what?! I feel comfortable this way.” He now looked at me in disbelief. “I know you do. Mom and dad know you do but it never occurred to you that most girls wouldn’t be? Look at what Delilah is wearing.” Still holding onto her hand, I looked at her outfit. She was wearing a tight pair of jeans that looked a bit short and exposed her ankles. A pair of white sneakers with no socks and a tight looking black blouse. I looked at Zander and said, “I don’t see where you’re going with this.” He looked at me and asked, “Look comfortable to you, Pip.” I shook my head and replied, “Not at all.” He smiled and looked at Delilah and asked, “Comfortable?” She smiled and nodded her head. I had no clue where he was going with this at all. “How many yards did Eli Manning throw for last year?” Without a thought I replied, “A little over 42 hundred.” He looked at me and asked, “What team won the World Series last year?” “The Texas Rangers” I replied. He smiled at me as my parents had a look of amusement on both their faces. “Who is your favorite actor?” he asked. Again, without thought I replied, “Emma Stone.” “Favorite athlete of all-time?” he asked. “Rhonda Rousey” I quickly replied. He now also had a look of amusement on his face. “What’s your ideal day if you could do anything on any given day.” I looked at him as if he were crazy. “Zander, you know the answer to the question. It would be a Sunday, chips, dip, some wings and watching my boys in blue kick some ass.” Zander walked over to me as a let go of Delilah’s hand. He hugged me tight and let go of me. “Pip, you know how many yards Eli threw for last year. You know who won the world series. You’re favorite thing in the world is to watch the Giants play football on Sunday. Your favorite actor is Emma Stone. Your favorite athlete of all-time is Rhonda Rousey. Both who are smoking hot. You feel most comfortable wearing sneakers and baggy clothes. Don’t get me wrong, when you’re going out to party or for a special occasion you get into girl mode with your make up, manicures, pedicures, lipstick, hair and that stuff but, Pip, you’re like more like a dude than you are a chick.” I stood in silence for a moment allowing what Zander had just said to sink in. “I can count how many boyfriends and dates you’ve been on with a guy on one hand” he said as he made a zero with his fingers. I shook my head, “Oh yeah, like a guy could ever get close to me with you and dad around.” He laughed and said, “Sure, maybe in high school, but we’re going on twenty-one Pip. You’ve been going to college in the city for over two years. In that time, you’ve never had an opportunity?” “I’ll have you all know that I’ve had plenty of opportunities” as he cut me off and said, “We know yet you never went out one single date. Never give one guy one opportunity. Not one Pip. None of us are blind you know.” My lips began to quiver as tears started to fall from my eyes as I said with emotion running through my voice, “So you all knew?” My mom with tears also falling from her eyes, leaped off the couch and embraced me tightly. “Piper my sweet angel. We didn’t know for sure but we’re not surprised. It doesn’t matter sweetheart. We all just want you to be happy and it doesn’t change a thing. We love you.” I put my head on my mom’s shoulder and held onto her tightly as my dad hugged me from behind. “Piper, please don’t cry. It’s okay. We’re still your parents, you’ll always be our little girl and there is nothing in this world that we ever stop us from loving you.” We all stopped hugging as I tried to regain my composure. Delilah looked at me and said, “I had no clue until you told me” as we all started laughing. I spent the night at Delilah’s as we stayed up all night talking. It was that night where it finally made me realize how luck and fortunate I was. My best friend was like my sister, my twin brother was one of my best friends and my parents loved me unconditionally. I was blessed with beauty and intelligence and I now had a special someone in my life.

It was getting close to graduation as me and Mila were now together for well over a year and I couldn’t be happier. She would join us often for family dinner on Friday’s and we spent as much time together as we possibly could. Her parents were very traditional and she still hadn’t come out to them but I understood as coming out is never an easy thing to do. As much as I wanted her to tell her parents about me I didn’t want to pressure her. I’d be lying if I said it didn’t hurt me when she introduced me to her family as “Her friend, Piper.” My parents liked her, Delilah liked her but it bothered me that Zander wasn’t her biggest fan. Every time I questioned him why the answer was always the same. He would sarcastically say, “I don’t have to like her. I’m not the one dating her.” I couldn’t have been more in love with her and was excited as I rode the train into the city for a special date night on a Saturday night. As I rode the short elevator ride from the lobby to her apartment I could barely contain myself as I was so excited to see her. When she opened the door to let me in I was confused that she wasn’t dressed to go out. “Hi baby” I said as she replied, “Piper.” She looked at me and asked me to have a seat on the couch so I did as she asked. She smiled at me and said, “Piper, you know we’re both gradating next month and it made me think. We’re both so young and the future is wide open. We still have a lot of life ahead of us and experiences to live through.” I had no idea what she was getting at. I looked at her and said, “I know and I look forward to sharing life and those experiences with you.” She smiled at me almost with a look of pity. “Piper, our time together has been great and I wouldn’t change a thing.” I nodded my head and said, “I agree our time together has been great and I’m looking forward to our future together.” She again looked at me but this time she had a look of pity on her face. “Piper, I love you so much. You’re beautiful, intelligent, charming and caring.” I smiled and said, “I love you too Mila.” She sat down on the couch next to me and smiled sorrowfully as she replied, “Piper, I love you with all my heart it’s just that I think it’s time for us to go our separate ways.” I looked at her with panic engulfing my body. “What are you saying, Mila? Holy shit, you’re breaking up with me?!” I exclaimed with tears starting to form in my eyes. “Why are you breaking up with me if you love me, Mila?!” She put her hand on my shoulder like a person does when giving condolences at a funeral. “It’s because I love you that I don’t want to hurt you, Piper. I’m sorry but when I think about the future and the experiences that I haven’t experienced yet I don’t see you as part of my life. I love you Piper, I do, I’m just not in love with you.” Hearing those words come out of her mouth felt like a dagger piercing my heart. All I could say was, “Ow” as I choked back my tears and looked at her. With my voice wavering I said, “Well I guess there’s nothing left to say.” She stood up and said, “Just one thing. I wish you nothing but the best.” I nodded my head and slowly arose to my feet. I slowly walked out of her apartment, closing the door behind me. When I exited the elevator, and walked through the lobby to the outside it felt as if I had been shot. I put my back against the wall and slid down onto my butt as I began to hysterically cry. I could barely breath and couldn’t stop the tears from falling from my eyes as if they were water down the side of a waterfall. Part of me wanted to go back to her apartment and beg her not to break up with me but the rational part of me realized that I couldn’t force her or beg her to be with me. She had to want to be with me and she didn’t. There was nothing I could do about it. I just had to take it and deal with it. I don’t even remember the train ride home or the walk from the station back to the house. I only remember throwing myself onto my bed and crying myself to sleep.

When I awoke in the morning I looked at myself in the mirror. My eyes were red and my face was swollen. I looked like walking death and didn’t care. I put on my fuzzy sleepers and moped down the stairs to find my mother sitting in the kitchen drinking a cup of coffee and reading a newspaper. She looked at me and knew right away that something was wrong. She looked at me and said, “You look terrible. What happened, baby.” I immediately started to cry as my mom grabbed a hold of me. I whaled, “Me and Mila are done!” “I’m so sorry Pip, I really am” she said as she consoled me. I felt sick to my stomach and was in so much pain I can’t even describe it. I still had finals coming up but I didn’t care. I started skipping classes and didn’t want to leave my room. I was a few days after the breakup when Zander walked into my room with an ear to ear smile. “What the hell are you so happy about?” I asked with anger in my voice. “Me being the awesome guy that I am is moving onto greener pastures. I’m moving out and into the city. Me and dad are opening a real estate office in Manhattan and you are looking at the man.” I rolled my eyes and asked, “Delilah is okay with this?” He shook his head and replied, “She’s not thrilled but she’ll come around. Come on, get dressed. I’ll drive you to school today.” I shook my head and replied, “I’m not going.” “Piper, you’re graduating in a few weeks and failing finals isn’t going to change a thing. Now get up and get dressed.” I rolled my eyes and replied, “Fine.” I took a quick shower, threw on some sweat pants and a tee shirt. I pulled my hair into a pony tail and put on a baseball cap. A few minutes later, Zander was driving me to school. “You know Piper, this is the best thing that could have happened to you.” I shook my head and replied, “The love of my life breaking my heart is the best thing that could have happened to me?” I let out a deep exhale and said, “I’m not trying to be a dick but what I’m about to say may be taken as me being a dick so I’m going to apologize in advance for me being a dick. It’s better that it happened now then later. She was all wrong for you. I mean she wasn’t even gay, she was partly gay.” I looked at him with disdain and yelled out, “Believe me she was gay!” He laughed and replied, “No partly gay. As a former panty dropper there is no don’t in my mind that I could have pulled her.” I looked at him with disgust and said, “You’re telling me that you could have fucked my girlfriend?” He laughed and said, “Without a shadow of a doubt not that I would have but who could blame her? Just look at me.” “You can be such a dick” I said in disgust. He responded, “I know which is why I apologized in advance. The reason I didn’t like her was because she always gave me the fuck me eyes and I knew she was going to break your heart.” I was exasperated and yelled out, “Mila gave you, my brother, my best friend on the planet’s boyfriend, the fuck me eyes?! Why the fuck didn’t you tell me this before?!” He shook his head and said, “Please Piper like it would have been that easy. It would have turned into some crazy thing between us and I didn’t want that to happen. Besides, if you found out that Delilah did something behind my back how easy would it be to tell me?” I thought for a long moment and replied, “I guess I see your point.”

A year later I was working in the city and still living at home. Delilah was a manager at the clothing store and my brother was kicking ass and taking names at the real estate office him and my dad opened in the city. It was nice that we both worked in the city and we would even meet up for lunch occasionally when he was free which was rarely. I had a good paying job as a software application developer. My company specialized in helping programmers finish software applications they became stuck on or to troubleshoot and find out what the issue was. All of twenty-three years old and making over $70K a year wasn’t bad at all and something to be proud of but life just wasn’t what I was expecting. I didn’t enjoy what I was doing but who really did other than my dad and brother anyway? What I really disliked about life was that I barely saw Delilah anymore. Sure, we talked and texted everyday but I missed her. She was still technically living at home but since my brother lived in the city she was never there. She would often stay with him, drive out to work and drive back. Since my brother’s schedule was so crazy we did have a few chances per month to get together and when we did it was just like we were teenagers. It was on one of these days when she told me that something strange had happened to her at work a couple of days prior. “I was walking the sales floor like I always do when a woman started staring at me from across the room. At first, I thought it was all in my head but every time I looked over at her she was staring at me. It made me uncomfortable so I again started walking the sales floor. The woman walked over to me and asked if she could look at a few of my things. She looked like she was a size 6 or so I started showing her a few things I thought would look good on her. She looked at me like I was crazy at first and then asked me if I could show her some of my modeling pictures. She assumed because I was wearing clothes that could be bought at the store that I was there modeling off outfits. I told her that I wasn’t a model, I was the store manager and I got a store discount. The woman practically lost her mind and handed me this” as Delilah handed me a business card that read, “Sylvia Brenna, Talent Scout, Wilhelmina Models.” I looked at her with excitement and yelled out “That’s awesome. They’re like the top modeling agency in the world.” She looked at me and asked, “What do you think?” I became excited for her and said, “You can so be a model. You’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen and this is coming from a full fledge lesbian. You should call her.” She thought for a moment and said, “Well there really isn’t much a future working as a retail manager in the mall for fifty thousand a year. Okay I’ll give her a call and see what happens.” Delilah did call Sylvia Brenna and was invited to the agency. They dressed her up, took hours upon hours of pictures, had her sign a contract and said they would be in touch.

I was sitting at home on day alone as usual when something that have been obvious to me suddenly did. Why was I still living in Bethpage? I went to school in Manhattan, worked in Manhattan and loved Manhattan. Zander worked and lived in Manhattan and Delilah practically lived in Manhattan so why didn’t I live there? That was it, I was moving into Manhattan but of course I first had to find a place to live. I went online and looked at apartment after apartment for days at a time. During my lunch break I would sit at my computer looking at real estate listings. Thinking back, I should have gone to my brother and or dad for help but I wanted to do it on my own. I was an adult and as an adult I had to learn to make adult decisions on my own. After weeks of searching I found an apartment I feel in love with. The rent was high and it was way bigger than I needed but I was drawn to it. I called the listing agent and tried making an appointment to see it but he wanted proof of income and assets. I knew there was no way I would be able to qualify for it on my salary so I may have fudged the numbers on my bank accounts and paystubs and may have pulled a few strings with a someone in human resources who thought I was really hot who would vouch for that I held a much higher position. Well I did and I also signed the lease agreement. I told my parents I was moving to the city into an apartment with a couple of co-workers and a week later I was in my huge and vert empty apartment. I figured it would be easy to find two roommates in a city with a population of over a million and a half people but I couldn’t have been more wrong. I placed an ad on Craigslist and my cell phone was ringing off the hook and I was getting tons of email inquiries. I met a ton of people but a ton of weird people to say the least. I had a three-year lease on a 3-bedroom 2 bath apartment in Carnegie Hill at close to ten thousand a month. I knew a month in I was for lack of a better term fucked. After buying a couch, bed, television, microwave, pots, pans and the necessities I had burned through most of what my parents gave me to help me out. I had saved most of my money but at maximum had two months of living expenses saved up. I was in full fledge panic mode and couldn’t sleep a wink. When I went to Zander for help and he yelled at me for close to 2 hours there was no way he could help me without my parents finding out what I did. I became resigned to the fact that I may very well find myself in jail.

I had just enough money to cover another month worth of rent. Delilah’s modeling career was taking off and she was doing well. She knew I was in a bind and just as Zander had offered me money to help me out that I turned down she did the same which I also turned down. Being who she is she of course left five grand in an envelope on my coffee table which I had no choice but to take. It was a few weeks until next month rent was due and I was in full panic mode. As if by some sort of miracle, I received a phone call from a woman named, Quinlynn Browning on a Saturday night. She sounded nice enough on the phone so I agreed to let her come see the apartment that night. I just hoped that she would be normal. She arrived shortly after 8PM and I thought to myself at first sight at least she’s easy on the eyes. She was a little shorter than me, had dirty blonde hair and brown eyes. She was pretty and had an air of confidence to her. As soon as she walked in she introduced herself by saying, “Hi, I’m Quinlynn. We spoke on the phone earlier today.” I smiled and said, “Of course. I’m Piper, please look around. Can I get you something to drink” She looked at me and smiled and said, “You wouldn’t happen to have a beer, would you?” as I replied, “Yeah sure.” I opened my barren fridge and grabbed the last beer. I poured it into a pint glass and handed it to her. “Thanks” she said. She slowly sipped her beer as she walked through the apartment. “I fucking love it. When I say I love it I fucking mean I love it.” I thought to myself that she cursed a lot but who was I to judge? If she could come up with the money she could curse all she wanted to. “So, rent is $9800 a month split three ways that means a little under $3,300 a month. It’s a bit rich for my taste but if you’ll have me I’m in. I smiled nervously and replied, “More like $4900 but only until we found another roommate.” As soon as I finished the sentence the sip of beer she had taken came squirting out of her nose and mouth. She started to laugh and asked, “$4900 a month. There’s no way I can swing that.” I slumped my shoulders and said, “I understand. I was hoping you could. You’re the first normal person that walked through my door.” She looked at me up and down and asked, “You have any more beer?” I shook my head and replied, “Sorry last one.” She smiled at me and said, “Let’s go for a walk.” I replied, “Okay” as we both left the apartment and into the city night streets. We walked a few blocks away from the apartment into a 7-Eleven. She grabbed a case of beer and brought it to the register. When the clerk gave her the total she went into her pocket and pulled out a wad of cash. She looked at me and said “I’m not a drug dealer. I’m a bartender” as she paid the clerk. We walked by to my apartment, put the case of beer in the fridge and pulled out two bottles. She looked at me and asked, “Where you from” as I replied, “Bethpage, Long Island.” She asked, “Parents?” I took a sip of my beer and said “Two, happily married and both about to turn 40.” She laughed and said “Fuck, they’re young for parents. “Were you an oops baby?” she asked as I laughed and responded, “Yup, me and my fraternal twin brother Zander.” She smiled and said, “Cool names. Piper and Zander. You know I’m a bartender, what do you do?” I chugged my beer and replied, “I’m a software application developer for a company called TechnoCraft. First and only job right out of college. Oh, and I’m a lesbian.” She looked at me and shrugged her shoulders and said, Okay, good to know. What do you think? I looked at her confused and asked, “About what?” She smiled and pointed to herself. “You’re hot” I said as a matter of fact. She smiled and said, “Thanks, you’re hot too.” We sat in my apartment for hours drinking beer after beer. I found her easy to talk to and we clicked which as we know is not the norm for me. I was buzzed and feeling good. “I was hoping you would be able to swing the rent. I’m beyond fucked but feel free to visit me in whatever prison I wind up in” She looked confused so I explained how it was I wound up in the large apartment all by myself. She was laughing hysterically and then looked at me. With slurred speech she said, “I like you Piper and I think that we can make this work but a few things first. I get the big bedroom so you would need to move your stuff. I bartend during the week and work nights so I need quite in the morning and afternoons. I party like a Rockstar on the weekends so we would be having a ton of parties on the weekend. I normally don’t get along with women but I do with you. I’m not going to have a guy living here with us because we’re both hot and men are pigs so it would have to be just you and me. If you can live with that I can live here.” I was confused and asked, “I thought you couldn’t swing $4900 a month?” She laughed and responded, “I fucking can’t” as she pressed her index finger to her lips and put her cell phone on speaker. “Sweetheart! How nice of you to call” the voice said. She smiled at me as her voice changed to a sort of childlike tone and said, “Hi Daddy. Me and Gregory are done and I found an apartment I love. I’ve been looking and looking but can’t find a thing except for one but it’s expensive. I really don’t want to stab him to death in his sleep but I don’t know what else I can do” she said as she again pressed her index finger to her lips. “Oh, I’m so sorry sweetheart. I would hate for you to do something like that. How much do you need for this one apartment that you love?” She gritted her teeth and in the same odd voice she used before she responded, “$6,000 a month.” There was silence for a moment as the voice said, “Okay, sweetheart if that’s what you need I’ll take care of it. I love you and please come visit when you can. Fiona wants to fix things with you.” Trying to contain her laughter she replied, “I love you too daddy and thank you so much. Tell Fiona she’s a cunt for me won’t you.” The voice on the phone let out a large exhale and the call ended. She looked at me and said, “$1,900 a month each. You do the grocery shopping, cleaning and laundry.” She extended her right hand and asked, “Roommates?” as I shook her hand and replied, “Roommates!”        

We drank beer after beer as we sat on the kitchen floor talking about anything and everything, stopping only for bathroom breaks. I learned she was on only child whose parents were once married for a short period of time. Both her mom and dad married, divorced, married and divorced more times then she could keep track of. She was a product of the best private boarding schools the state of Massachusetts had to offer but admittedly was not too well-adjusted upstairs due to her upbringing. She was an only a year older than me and came to New York straight out of high school. Her parents felt responsible for the way she was and threw money at her whenever she asked as a result. They were both beyond wealthy and to them showering her with money was their way of that they loved her. She had an almost three-year relationship which ended badly and resulted in her winding up at my door. We wound up finishing the case of beer a little after 10AM and were both beyond shit faced. I woke up a little after 7AM on Monday morning and screamed out “Shit, I’m going to be late!” Me screaming woke Quinlynn up as she said, “Fuck, my neck” as I ran into the bathroom, showered quickly, got dressed and raced out the door. That was the worst day of work in my life. My head was pounding and I felt nacreous the entire day. All I wanted to do was sleep. It was as if the day lasted forever. When it was finally time to leave I was never so relieved. When I arrived at home Quinlynn wasn’t there and it was the same thing day after day until I arrived at home on Friday just past 6PM. Quinlynn was on the couch watching television. “Hey roommate!” she exclaimed as she also said, “You’re welcome.” I went into my bedroom but none of my things were there. I went into the second bedroom to find my things. There was art on the walls and an area rug in the living room. The apartment looked beautiful and it made me happy. “My brother is going to pick me up in a few minutes for family dinner at my parents’ house. Want to come?” I said. “Not my thing Piper but thank you.” When I arrived at home late around 1AM on Saturday morning I could hear music loud and clear as I rode up the elevator. As I stepped off and into my apartment my eyes opened big and wide as I looked at what was going on. There were people everywhere. They were dancing, drinking and kissing as Quinlynn saw me and yelled out, “Welcome to Club Q!” I had plans breakfast plans with Delilah for early Saturday morning and was in no mood to party but she told me she parties like a Rockstar on weekends so I just shook my head and went into my bedroom. It was a little after 4AM when the apartment became silent. I laid in bed but had to use the bathroom. When I opened my bedroom door I was in shock as what I looked upon. There were red cups and confetti all over the floor. Many of the art pictures that hung on the wall were now crooked and I could hear crying clear as day. As I slowly made my way to the sound of the crying to find Quinlynn sitting in the living room with her back against the foot of the couch, drinking a beer.

“Are you okay?” I asked with concern. “Yeah, I’m fucking great. I’m sitting here, drinking a beer after 4AM because life is fucking great!” she said. I wasn’t sure what to say so I didn’t say a word. I sat down next to her and just listened. “I fucking loved him. I loved Lance more than life itself. I thought we were going to get married one day. I still fucking love him but you know what he loves? He loves another woman. I thought we were happy and were going to spend the rest of our lives together but I was wrong. I found him fucking her in our bed, our bed! Lance told me that he was through with me. My partying, my fucked-up head, just through with me. He said I was the most fucked up person walking the Earth, needed professional help and he could never settle on being with a crazy fucking bartender who was still acting like she had just turned twenty- one. Do you know what’s it’s like to love someone who doesn’t love you back?” I nodded my head and replied, “I do and I know that even though the pain never goes away dealing with it does become easier. I know it sounds like bullshit but I’m being honest with you. You’ll get over it.” She smiled at me and asked, “How long is it going to take?” I laughed and answered, “As soon as I found out I’ll let you know.” We sat on the living room floor and she told me all about how they met, how they fell in love and how she finally moved in with him after he pleaded with her to. How they lived together for over a year, how she was blindsided by his cheating and how his words cut her deep. It was as if I was talking about Mila without the cheating part. Then again, I didn’t really know if Mila had been faithful to me as I was faithful to her. It was now a little after 8AM when the buzzer the apartment went off. I answered the buzzer, “It’s me Piper” Delilah said as I let her into the lobby. “Quinlynn, do you want to get breakfast?” I asked. She shook her head and replied, “No, I need sleep. Thank you for listening to me babble.” I smiled at her as she got off the floor and went into her bedroom. Me and Delilah went to a small diner not too far away from the apartment.  We sat down, ordered and made small talk. I knew something was bothering Delilah as soon as we sat down. “What’s wrong?” I asked as she shook her head and answered, “Nothing, everything is great.” I gave her the look that I always gave her when I knew she wasn’t telling the truth. It was easy, she was a terrible liar. “The agency needs me to go to California.” I shrugged my shoulders and said, “So, what’s wrong with that?” She looked at me and responded, “It’s for two weeks. Photo shoot, some retail modeling, followed by another photo shoot and some other things.” I smiled at her and said, “Two weeks away from Zander is not the worst thing in the world.” She smiled at me nervously and replied, “That’s what I said but he’s not too happy about it.” As we ate I said, “It’s you career now and he’ll get over it. A girl has to do what a girl has to do.” She nodded her head and replied, “You know what? You’re right” as her disposition changed and she smiled.

As the months went on me and Quinlynn were becoming close. I really liked her. She was outgoing, funny, sarcastic and always gave off a vibe of self-confidence. Other times, she was sweet, caring, vulnerable and not so self-assured.  Since she worked nights and I had a normal schedule I would only see her on Monday and Friday’s during the work week. Our weekend consisted of a party at our apartment on Friday night, a party on Saturday night, then clean and recuperate on Sunday just to do it all over again the following week. I had trouble figuring out why a bartender didn’t work on the busiest bar days of the week but brushed it aside. Delilah’s two-week trip to California was becoming the norm. She was rarely home if ever. She was constantly traveling across the country for one thing or another and I missed her. We talked all the time and texted but it just wasn’t the same. Quinlynn and I had been living together for close to a year and our relationship was getting stronger. It was kind of like this with me with Veronica and Mila but my relationship with Quinlynn was evolving into the type of relationship I had with Delilah. When Quinlynn had started dating a guy named Joe who stood around five feet ten, with dark black hair and light brown eyes she seemed happy.  She started dating him around our 5-month roommate mark. They dated for a while but it ended badly when she found him cheating. She was devastated and an emotional wreck. “Every fucking guy I’m into feels the need to stick his dick inside another woman!” she yelled out in pain the night she found out. As I usually did I just sat and listened. The following morning, Friday, when I awoke I went into the bathroom to shower to get ready for work. I was in the shower for about five minutes when I heard the buzzer to the apartment and Quinlynn’s bedroom door open. I then heard her scream at the top of her lungs. I quickly turned off the water, wrapped myself in a towel and ran outside the bathroom to find out what was going on. Delilah stood in the doorway with a look of terror on her face as Quinlynn stood like a statue with her arms straight to her side. Quinlynn began “You have got to be fucking kidding me! Women like you are real?! I thought magazines photo shopped you women. You look like you just walked over the cover of Vogue!” Delilah with the same look of terror nervously responded, “It’s Elle, not Vogue but that doesn’t come out for a few months.” Quinlynn as if a child started stomping her feet and yelled out, “I’m going to be single forever!” as she quickly turned around, ran into her bedroom and slammed the door behind her. Delilah looked at me and asked, “What did I do?” I smiled at her and said, “Nothing, she’s just not in a good place right now” until I realized that Delilah who was standing in my doorway. I hadn’t see her in months. My body became filled with excitement as I ran across the room and screamed, “Delilah!” as she started laughing and ran toward me. As we hugged my towel fell off as Delilah said, “Um, Piper, you’re naked.” I laughed and wrapped the towel around myself again. “What are you doing here? You didn’t tell me you were coming home!” She giggled and said, “I have a few days off and I wanted to surprise you so surprise!” I asked, “Are you coming to family dinner tonight?” as she smiled and said, “Of course me and Zander are coming.” I thought about calling in sick so I could spend the day with Delilah but I was working on an important project and it was getting close to the deadline. “I have to go to work but I’ll be home around 6PM. Hang out here until I get back.” She looked at me with nervousness and replied, “With her?” as I laughed and replied, “She’s just in a bad place. She’s really nice and I know you’ll like her.” She thought for a moment and said, “Well, Zander is tied up all day so I guess I could.” I smiled and said, “Great!” as I quickly got dressed, brushed my hair and out the door to work. As I sat at work I realized that even though I had been living with Quinlynn for eight months Delilah and Quinlynn had never met. Granted I didn’t see Quin all that much even though I lived with her but it bothered me. Delilah was always traveling and rarely home but had she really been away for that long?

When I got home back from work I couldn’t believe the amount of clothes that I saw in the living room. There were boxes of shoes, dresses, jeans, skirts and blouses covering practically every piece of furniture. Delilah was sitting on the couch looking at Quin as Quin tried on outfits. “What have you two been up to today?” I asked quizzically. Delilah smiled at Quin as she walked over to me. “After you left for work I went into Quinlynn’s room to cheer her up. We talked for a while and she apologized to me for freaking out. I made a few calls and we went trunk shopping. Quin was smiling ear to ear as she said, “I’m all about vintage.” Quin ran over to us and hugged Delilah tightly. “Thank you so much for everything.” Quinn looked at me and said, “No wonder she’s your bestie. She’s fucking awesome.” Zander was on his way to pick us up for family dinner and would be at my apartment in a few minutes. “Quinlynn, please come to family dinner tonight. You haven’t met my parents yet and you know that even though this used to be a weekly thing we only get to do it every few months now. Please.” I said with sad eyes as I looked at Quin. She smiled and said, “I’m in no mood to party so why not.” The car ride over to my parents seemed off to me. Zander was uncharacteristically quiet. I don’t remember saying anything other than “What’s up ladies?” when we all got into his car. Dinner was nice. We all caught up, cracked jokes and laughed but it just seemed off for some reason. I was happy that we were all together it just didn’t feel the same. I couldn’t help but notice that as the night went on Quin seemed to be coming upset. After dinner, Delilah spent most of the night talking to my mom as my dad and Zander seemed to be in some sort of serious discussion outside in the backyard. On the ride home, Zander again didn’t say a word as Delilah napped next to him. Quinn stared out the window with a look of sadness as my brain raced a mile a minute. Zander dropped us off. When he stopped the car Delilah woke up, looked at me and said, “Me and Zander are going out for dinner tomorrow night but me and you afterward, okay?” with a smile as I smiled back. Quin seemed off. She was walking slowly and wasn’t saying a word. When we walked into the apartment, she slowly walked into her bedroom. A minute later I heard her shower go on. I took a quick shower and laid in my bed thinking about the weird and off night I had just experienced. It was close to 1AM when I heard a knock on my door and saw the door slowly open. Into my room walked Quinlynn. She laid got onto my bed, cuddled up to me and said, “Can you please tell me what it was like for your growing up as a kid?” I was confused and replied, “I’ve told you all the stories about teenage life in Bethpage already.” She looked at me with sad eyes and replied, “No, when you and your brother were little.” “Quin are you okay?” She looked at me with teary eyes and answered, “Please tell me.” I thought for a moment and began, “Happy. It was happy. My mom and dad were so young it was like almost being raised by older siblings. We had this small two-bedroom apartment. My and Zander had these tiny beds on opposite sides of the room but we used to sleep in each other beds all the time just talking. Mom and dad would take us to the park every weekend and chase us around for hours. If my dad had the money he would buy us ice cream from the Mister Softie truck that used to sit outside the park. Mom would read us bedtime stories every night until both me and Zander fell asleep. My mom would walk us to school every morning and would be waiting for us outside after. We didn’t have much but we had each other. We would sometimes go out to Brighton Beach and spend the weekends at my grandparents’ house. Me and Zander would make believe we were chefs at my grandparent’s restaurant. We would take turns taking each other’s orders and pretend to make it. It was just happy.” Quin looked at me with a tear falling from her right eye. “Sounds wonderful.” I looked at her and asked, “What was it like for you as little kid?” She looked at me and answered, “Lonely. There’s no worse feeling in the world than knowing your parents don’t want you. I was always going back and forth between my mother and father houses and had to deal with whatever person they happened to be with at the time. Not one. Not one stepmother or stepfather ever wanted me around so I was always sent off to summer camp or boarding school. My parents also chose them over me. I don’t ever remember one time when my mom and dad sat at a dinner table with me, not one time.” I kissed her on her head and said, “I’m so sorry.” She replied, “Me too. Do you see your grandparents?” I shook my head and said, “Not so much, maybe twice a year if that.” She looked even more sad and asked, “Well, why?” “I love my dad and my grandparents hate him. Well not so much my grandmother. She’s slowly came around after a while but my grandfather can’t stand him. Can’t even stand to be in the same room as him for more than a few minutes. He blames my dad for everything” I said. “Do you miss them?” she asked as I nodded my head. “You should go see them before it’s too late.” I thought about my grandparents for a while in silence. “Would you come with me?” I asked her as she replied, “If you really want me to.” I smiled and responded, “I really want you to.” She looked at me and said, “Well I’m going with you but when?” I thought for a second and replied, “Tomorrow.” She nodded her head and kissed me on my cheek. “See you in the morning.”

Me and Quin got off the Q train a little after 12PM and made the short walk to my grandparent’s restaurant. It was an old place but was always packed. The best Russian food Brighton Beach had to offer so it was beyond popular. My grandparents worked seven days a week, closing only three times per year, Christmas, their anniversary and my mom’s birthday. As soon as we walked in my grandmother looked at me and yelled out at the top of her lungs, “My кукла!” as she ran over to me, put me in grip hug and kissed my cheeks over and again. My grandmother looked at Quinlynn and asked, “Who she?” I smiled and replied, “друг и сосед, Quinlynn” She smiled at Quinn and said, “Nice to meet you friend and roommate Quinlynn” in her heavy Russian accent as Quinn smiled. My grandmother yelled at the top of her lungs, “моя внучка!” as everyone in the restaurant clapped and cheered. “You are image of my Misha. How have you been my кукла?” I smiled and said, “I’ve been good.” My grandfather came running out of the kitchen and looked at me. His face lit up as he quickly walked over to me and hugged me tightly. “You come see us. How nice!’ he exclaimed. “Come, come you and friend eat” as he grabbed me and Quin and had us sit down at a table for four. My grandfather spoke in Russian to a waiter and took a seat next to my grandmother across from us. We caught up. My mother would visit whenever she could but Zander never ever visited. Our dad was his idol and for as much as my grandfather couldn’t stand to be in the same room as my dad that was the way Zander felt about grandpa because of the way grandpa felt about dad. However, it didn’t stop my grandfather from asking about Zander. About twenty minutes later plate upon plate of food was brought out. I laughed and said, “Grandpa and grandma. There is no way me and Quin can eat all of that.” My grandmother replied, “Too skinny, eat.” We all talked for over two hours when Quin asked my grandfather, “How did you come here to America.” He smiled and began. “I was cook in Russia. Married to love of life. She become pregnant and communist Russia no place for small child. We come here. I take loan for restaurant. Restaurant do well make restaurant bigger, buy house. Daughter born, our Misha. Smart girl, bright future. She maybe come doctor, architect, maybe engineer but no. Meet good for nothing boy become pregnant and no future. Very upsetting.” My grandmother looked at my grandfather and shook her head. “David is good man. Gave us grandchildren and Misha loves him!” My grandfather threw his hands in the air in disgust, arose from his seat and walked into the kitchen. Quinlynn looked at me and said, “Sorry” as I smiled and replied, “Nothing to be sorry for.” My grandmother looked at me and said, “I come around he will too one day.” I arose from my seat and went into the kitchen. “Grandpa, перестаньте ненавидеть моего отца, please.” He smiled at me and said, “Russian still not perfect but Misha teach you well. I will try to stop hating your father, for you, okay, for you.” I shook my head and replied, “Not for me grandpa, for mom.” He nodded his head and replied, “I try.” I hugged him, told him I loved him, said goodbye to my grandmother and told her I loved her. As Quin and I walked out of the restaurant I looked at her and said, “Thank you for suggesting I come here.” She just smiled at me and asked, “Can we go to the boardwalk?” Me and her walked on the boardwalk for a while. It was well after 6PM and we decided to head back home.”

It was after 10PM when Delilah texted me to tell me she was on her way over. A few minutes later I buzzed in her with Quin laying on the couch watching tv. I was in shock when I opened the door to find Delilah hysterically crying with tears falling from her eyes. She had long black mascara marks running down her cheeks and her eyes were blood shot red. “Oh my god, Delilah, what happened?” I asked in concern as Quin sat up on the couch and looked over at us. She was panting as if trying to catch her breath but couldn’t. The look she had on her face that night is a look I never seen before. I was scared and worried. “Delilah talk to me, please.” She slowly walked into the apartment but looked like she wanted to faint. I held onto her and walked her to the couch as Quin stood up, ran into the kitchen and came out with a bottle of water. She handed it to Delilah as Delilah now sat on the couch and started rocking back and forth. “Delilah!” I yelled out at her as she looked at me. She started wiping her tears from her eyes and said, “Zander broke up with me!” I was in complete shock. I sat next to her and asked, “What happened?” She started crying hysterically and said, “He’s been acting so strange. He’s been so quiet and he wouldn’t talk to me. We went out to dinner and he just stared at me like I was crazy when I told him I wasn’t going to Paris for fashion week. We went back to his apartment and he could barely look at me. When he finally did he said he couldn’t do this anymore. That I had changed and wasn’t the same person anymore.” In a full panic, she started asking me over and again, “Have I changed? Have I changed?” as I quickly shook my head and said, “No, not one bit.” She continued, “That’s what I said. I told him that I hadn’t changed and that if this had to do with me being gone so much I would stop. I would quit and never model again. I would be here with him always and he said he didn’t want me to!” as she again started to pant and try to catch her breath. “He didn’t want you to stop modeling?” I asked as she responded, “Be around always with him. He said that he didn’t feel the same way about me anymore. I told him I loved him and he looked me dead in my face and said he didn’t love me anymore. That we both needed to move on with our lives and that he couldn’t pretend anymore and it wasn’t to me or him to stay together. When he said he didn’t love me anymore it felt like a part of me died!” I hugged her tightly as tears started to run down Quinlynn’s cheeks. She looked at me and said, “Your brother is a fucking asshole!” as she ran into her room and slammed the door behind her. Delilah spent the night with me hysterically crying and sobbing as I held her. I was never so sad for her and never so angry with Zander. The next morning, Delilah went home to Long Island as I immediately went to my brother’s apartment. As I was walking in someone was walking out so I got onto the elevator and onto his floor without him knowing I was coming. I started pounding on his door like a crazy person until it opened. It was a little after 9AM but there he was looking disheveled with a beer in his hand. He looked at me and took a drink from his beer as I pushed him and walked into his apartment. “What the fuck, Zander?! How could you do this to her?!” I exclaimed. He looked at me with a look I had never seen before as he walked over to a recliner and took a seat. “I love you Piper, you know I do. You’re my sister and one of my best friends but Delilah is a no-fly zone.” I shook my head and yelled out, “Bullshit, Zander!” With an anger and rage I had never seen before he yelled out, “Piper, I fucking mean it! We can take about anything you like, same as always except for her. Never and I mean never ask me about her or what fucking happened between us until they day we die!! Do you fucking understand me?!” It was the first time in my life that my brother scared me. It was like he was a person I didn’t even know. With my heart pounding in my chest I nodded my head. With a calm voice he said, “Now if you have something to tell me or ask me about other than her go right ahead. If not, get the fuck out of my house.” I nervously opened the door and left his apartment.     

Delilah wound up going to fashion week in Paris. Her mother’s first cousin Cindy sold the house, Zander continued to build the business and me and Quin continued to share the apartment, even renewing the lease when it was set to expire a little over two years later. My grandparents passed away with a year of each other with my grandfather never coming around. Delilah wound up living in Des Moines, Iowa of all places if you could call it living. She had a one-bedroom apartment in the city but was only there a few days of the month. She traveled across the country and across the world. France, Japan, Italy, Greece, Africa and Egypt just to name a few. Her image was everywhere, from magazines to television commercials. My best friend, my sister was now a super model and earning millions. Quinlynn had what seemed to be a never-ending string of failed relationships. There was Keith, Shawn, Samuel, Peter and Myles. I would like to say that my love life was better but it wasn’t. There was Alexa, Charlotte, Sasha, Mira, Betty and Brenna. In addition to the many one-night stands. Admittedly, one-night stands made me feel like a whore but sometimes a girl just needs to do what a girl needs to do. I remember picking up this hot Italian girl at Quin’s bar. She took me back to her place, we got all hot and heavy and she laid me down on her bed on my stomach nude. The next thing I knew she was smelling and licking my asshole. Not that it didn’t feel good it was just unexpected and who the fuck starts with that anyway? I could understand if she was eating me out from behind and then started licking my asshole but she went right for it. She took a big whiff of my asshole and then stuck her tongue inside my ass. This other time I let this older woman take me back to her hotel. She was married and probably in her early thirties and as I was going down on her she stopped me and said, “I’m not drunk enough for this” and asked me to leave. I was never so embarrassed in my life. Another woman tried to fuck me in the ass with a strap on, another licked my face over and again like a dog which grossed me out and another told me she loved me as I licked her. I had just met her hours earlier, how could she love me? For as many shitty one-night stands that I had a did have a few that were awesome. My favorite? Quin was throwing one of those weekend parties at our place. There were these two girls, both extremely hot, that I could tell were together, Heather and Jade. One kept looking over at me until the other came over to me and said, “You want to get out of here?” Next thing I know I’m at this apartment not too far from my place. We were all sitting in their living room when they both looked at each other and stripped nude right in front of me. They walked me to their room, undressed me and what followed was the most erotic night of my life. Not once did I touch either of them. It was all about me. I mean they both went down on me at the same time, the same time. I think I came just from watching their two tongues touch each other’s as they licked me. The licked me at the same time, one licked my pussy while the other licked my ass and they took turns fucking me with a strap on after they tied me to their bedpost. I think I came like four times that night. It took me a few days just to walk regular again. Me and Zander never talked about that morning in his apartment and our relationship was still the same although Quin didn’t care for him much which more than bothered me.

I missed Delilah like crazy. We texted, talked on the phone, face timed with each other but it wasn’t the same. I missed seeing her in person and spending time with her but she was mostly overseas these days. I did like that Quin and Delilah were friends. They would talk and text almost as much as I did. I felt fortunate to have Quin in my life. When I was sick she would take care of me the same way I took care of her. We spent a ton of time together, talked all the time and she was my party buddy and wing girl as I was hers. Whenever we were out together and there was a guy trying to pick her up who she just wasn’t into she would give me a look which was my cue. I would walk over to her, kiss her cheek and put my arm around her. “Sorry, she’s taken” I would say as almost every guy we did that to walked away. The reason I say almost is that there were a handful of times it didn’t work right away. I remember the first time it didn’t work clear as day. We were at this night club in midtown. I was on the dance floor and Quin was at the bar having a drink. I saw a guy approach her so I looked over at her to receive the cue in seconds. As I had done time and time again I walked over to her kissed her on the cheek, put my arm around her and said, “Sorry, she’s taken.” The guy laughed and said, “Bullshit. I know this game and there is no way that you two are together. Without a thought I pushed him out of the way and kissed her on the lips. The guy shook his head and said, “That’s a friend kiss. I still call bullshit.” I wasn’t sure what to do but know I had to act quick. The club was jumping, I was having a great time and I didn’t want to leave because of this douche bag. I grabbed Quin by her hand as she stood in front of me. I kissed her on the lips and stuck my tongue in her mouth. I grabbed her ass as she kissed me back with her tongue. I stopped kissing her, turned to him and said, “Have a good night.” The guy called over to the bartended, said “Get these ladies two of whatever they’re drinking” and thanked me for what he said was the greatest thing he ever saw. The one thing I found strange was that Quinlynn had a strange look about her after we kissed and I felt her up. She seemed to be a little unsteady on her feet but she smiled at me as she always had so I never thought anything of it. The other times we did that she never had the same look about her so I figured it was all in my head.

The thing with me and Quinlynn was that we rarely if ever argued. The only time we ever argued was over sports. I loved the Giants, Knicks and Yankees. She loved the Red Sox, Patriots and Celtics. Whenever our teams played against each other’s it was close to war. We would even make stupid bets like who cleans, cooks, does dishes and things like that. I remember having a super shitty day at work on a Monday. When I got home there were these chocolate eclairs in the fridge. I thought what better way to get over a crap day by stuffing my face with chocolaty goodness. When I bit into the éclair it was like tasting heaven. I had never tasted anything so good in my life. I quickly ate one as I grabbed another as Quin entered our kitchen. I looked at her and said, “You have to tell me where you bought these.” She smiled at me and asked, “Good?” I looked at her and said, “I think I had an orgasm at first bite.” She looked amused and replied, “I didn’t buy those I made them.” I looked at her with shock and said, “You made these? I didn’t know you could make these. I should beat the life out of you. We’ve been living here for almost five years and you could make these all along?” She laughed and said, “I make a ton of shit. Eclairs, Red Velvet Cake, all different types of pies, cookies, muffins, puddings and breads. One of the cooks boarding school showed me how over the course of a couple years. I just hadn’t been in the mood to make anything but today I did.” Not even ten minutes later, Zander came over. “Hey Quin” he said as she replied, “Hey douchebag” as he just shook his head and smiled at her. I gave him my half eaten second éclair. He took a bite and yelled out, “Wow, that’s awesome. Where did you buy it?” I smiled at him and answered, “Quin made it.” He smiled at her and said, “You should sell these?” She gave him a look as if he were crazy and said, “Whatever, dick face” as she left the kitchen. When it came to Zander it was if he reverted to high school Zander and by that, I mean male whore. A little over a year after he broke up with Delilah he started sleeping with women after women but never got serious with anyone of them. Thinking back, after Delilah he was never quite the same. It was if the sparkle he used to have in his eyes was gone forever.

It was around this time when I discovered that I had a talent. I was sick and tired of computer software and making a living fixing code while making people millions due to my work. I started researching different things that I could do for a living when a co-worker mentioned that there was a ton of money in search engine optimization. I started researching and found out that people would pay a boat load of money just to get their websites ranked in the top position of search engines. I started joining online forums and reading books. Long story short I discovered that a search engine was nothing more than software. If you knew how to talk to that software you could get any website ranked first with a few tricks of the trade. I figured if people were going to pay boat loads of money to get their websites ranked high I would need to dominate the term search engine optimization. If I was ranked first people would know I could do the same for them. I created a website, coded it, submitted it and waited. A little over a month later my cell phone was going crazy with email inquiry submissions. My first client was a mortgage brokerage in California. When I gave them the quote the broker didn’t even put up a fight. “$30,000 to get you ranked under your search times and $1,500 a month to keep it there.” I figured with only 10 full time clients I was set. I didn’t leave my job right away but by the end of the year I was self- employed, working from my bedroom, on my way to success and most importantly loved what I was doing.  Quin had confessed that she was sick of partying and bartending. That she didn’t bartend on weekends because that’s when people would go out drinking and be happy. She could make as much money, work less and be around misery which made her feel that she belonged. That she had no future and was sick to her stomach knowing she didn’t have anything else to fall back on. It took some convincing but I talked her into doing what Zander had suggested. She could make desserts and sell them and I could help her. I made her a website and did my thing. I created dozens of fake accounts and software to trick the review sites. Not too long later Quin was working out of a commercial kitchen and selling desserts across Manhattan. Life was good. Me and Quin were kicking ass and taking names. Now here’s where things between me and Quin took a weird sort of turn. She was at the kitchen and I was working on a project. It was hot as all heck and the air conditioners were struggling. I saved my work and then lights out. No electricity due to a black out. I opened all the shades in the apartment and was sweating terribly. I went into the shower and let the cold water run across my body. Delilah was in Australia and I was expecting her to call so when my cell phone started ringing in the living room, without a second of thought I jumped out of the shower with no towel and ran into the living room. I picked up my cell phone only to discover it wasn’t Delilah it was a telemarketing call. I sent the call to voicemail as the front door opened. In walked Quinlynn as I stood in the living room butt ass naked. When she saw me, it was as if she became frozen in ice. Her eyes got big, her mouth opened wide as she gazed upon my dripping wet naked body. It was as if time froze as she stared at me. I don’t even remember how long I stood there before I covered my tits with my right arm and covered my crotch with my left. She shook her head is if snapping out of a trance and said, “It’s hot in here. I need a cold shower and I need to lay down” as she walked into her bedroom. After that day, Quin would sometimes act a little strange around me. I would sometimes catch her staring at me as I sat on the couch watching tv but she would never look away just smile.

When our lease was set to expire yet again we renewed for another three years. Me and Quin were now roommates for a little over eight years. It was a Friday night and I couldn’t have been more excited. My business was an absolute success and so was Quinlynn’s. We were both making more money than we knew what to do with. Today was a special day, the day that my bestie, my sister Delilah was coming to visit for two weeks. I hadn’t seen her in person for almost two full years. When she was standing at my door with one piece of luggage and a guitar case I lost my mind. I tackled her into the hallway and kissed both sides of her cheeks over and again as she laughed and tried to get me off her. When we finally made or our way into the apartment I couldn’t help but notice how sad she looked. Me and Quin had plans to go out but Delilah who was supposed to go out with us but didn’t want to I knew something was very wrong. Me and Quin got wasted and walked arm and arm singing dumb songs at the top of our lungs. When we got back to the apartment I heard a guitar and a song I hadn’t heard in forever from just outside the door. The song was “Baby Girl” Delilah’s mother’s song and Delilah was playing her guitar along to it with tears streaming down her face. On the coffee table were two empty bottles of wine and a third that had just been opened. Quin looked at me with confusion as tears started to form in my eyes. “Delilah” I said softly as she stopped playing the guitar and turned off the song. “Hey guys, have fun?” she said with tears streaming down her cheeks. I nodded my head and asked, “What’s wrong?” She put the guitar down on the couch and started to cry. I raced over to her and held her tightly. “Talk to me Delilah.” She looked at my face and said, “I’m done.” I looked at her with concern and asked, “Done?” She nodded her head and said, “I can’t do this anymore. I so very tired. I’m tired of the travel, the hours, the loneliness.” Quin looked at us and said, “I’m going to leave you two alone for a bit and get more booze. It’s going to be one of these nights” as she left our apartment. I smiled at Delilah with a look of understanding. She continued, “I just want to be home but I don’t know where home is. I know it’s not in Iowa and I know I don’t want to be the face of fucking anything anymore. I don’t want to walk down fucking runways with lights flashing, I don’t want to fucking pose, I don’t want people to look at me the way they do and I don’t want this life anymore. I fucking never did it just happened!” In all the years I had known Delilah, from the time I was 14 I had never ever heard her curse before. She looked confused, sad and angry all at the same time. She looked at me and said, “I can’t even have a relationship. I was on a date this one time and midway through dinner he looked at me and said that I was too intimidating and beautiful to be with.” “Was it serious?” I asked as she replied by yelling out, “Serious? It was our first date! I just want to have a normal life. Why can’t I have a normal life?” I hugged her and said, “You can have a normal life. You can.” Just as those words came from my mouth in walked Quin singing “I have Tequila and rum, vodka and something else.” We all changed into comfortable bedtime clothes as we talk and drunk ourselves silly in the living room. Quinn yelled out in slurred speech, “You know what you need Dee? You need a good stiff one!” as I laughed but Delilah didn’t laugh. I looked at her and asked, “When was the last time you had a stiff one?” She took a shot of Tequila and replied, “Not counting my vibrator not since Zander.” Quin and I looked at each other in amazement. “Dee, that was like over four years ago!” Quin exclaimed. Delilah looked at us both and started to laugh, “Actually longer. It’s not all my fault but some of it is. Most guys feel too intimidated to talk to me and the guys that do just want me as some sort of trophy or notch in their belt. For as bad as he hurt me I’ve never stopped thinking about him. Is it crazy that I still love him?” Quin had a look I can’t even describe. “You still love Zander?” she asked as Delilah replied, “I do. It’s sick. I’m still in love with the guy who broke my heart.” It was almost 4AM when I my cell phone went off. It was Zander asking if I was still awake. I texted back and told him to come over. I looked at Delilah and said, “Zander is on his way over here. When he gets here go to Quin’s room and don’t come out. We’re going to find out today what the fuck happened!” Delilah shook her head and yelled out “I deserve to know!” as she grabbed the bottle of rum.

When Zander came over I looked at him and asked, “Did you drive over here?” He started laughing and said, “No mom, I took a cab. I’m fucking wasted.” Quin looked at him and said, “Hey dick faced piece of shit.” He laughed and replied, “Hi Quin, nice to see you too. Oh, booze!” he yelled out as he grabbed the vodka and started to drink from the bottle. I looked at him and said, “What’s the occasion that you’re here and shit faced?” He smiled and said, “I heard through the grapevine and by grape vine I mean mom and dad that Delilah is coming to visit you. I shrugged my shoulders and said, “So why do you care?” He laughed and took a drink from the bottle. “None of your fucking business Piper that’s a no-fly zone.” I looked at him with disgust and said, “It’s after 4AM, your shit faced in my apartment but it’s none of my business? Makes perfect sense.” Quin with a look of anger on her face looked at Zander and said, “Listen, that no fly zone shit is between you and her and has nothing to do with me. Stop being an asshole for once in your life and grow a set of balls. You’re going to tell me what happened between you and Delilah and you’re going to do it now!” He shook his head and asked, “What the fuck do you care anyway? You don’t even like me.” Quinlynn looked at him and said, “I don’t like you. I did but I don’t now because of what you did to her but I do like her so spit it the fuck out. You obviously have never had the balls to tell her so at least let me and your sister.” He shook his head and said “Fuck it. You two want to know? I’m going to tell you both right here right now but first I need a beer” as he looked at Quinlynn. “Whatever shit for brains” she said as she walked into the kitchen, grabbed a beer, opened it and handed it to him. We both sat down on the living room floor as Zander sat on the couch. We could see Delilah standing in the doorway of Quin’s bedroom with her back against the frame. “I loved her from the first time I saw her. When we finally got together I felt like I could conquer the fucking world. I knew the day that she showed me that fucking business card that I was beyond fucked. At first it was fine but before I knew it she was gone all the fucking time and I felt like I was losing her. It was like even when she was with me she wasn’t there. She was so pre-occupied with things. I knew that she was destined for bigger and better things than me and she was already fucking up because of me. She was cancelling trips and photoshoots and I knew I was holding her back. I talked to dad about her so many times that it was getting repetitive. I knew what I had to do. As much as I didn’t want to I had to let her go. Her future was so bright and she had so many things to experience but she could never do it with me in the picture. How could she reach her full potential while purposely missing things that would get her there? As much as it still fucking hurts I know I did the right thing. Look at her fucking now. She did it all and is who she is because I wasn’t in her life. Do you know how hard it is to look at the one person walking the Earth that you know is your one and only true love and lie to their fucking face knowing that every word coming out of your mouth was going hurt as if the words were daggers? It was the worst fucking day of my life. I looked at her and lied my ass off. I knew I had to when she told me she was going to skip fashion week in fucking Paris because of me. How could I let her do that? She was and always will be the girl of my dreams and the one women I can ever truly love. I had always thought we would get married, have kids and grow old and gray together until the day she showed me that business card. I still can see that look on her face when I told her what I did in my dreams. Every fucking day without her is killing me. I feel like a piece of me is dead. Do you both know that I, Zander Scott, own every fucking magazine she has ever been in? Fucking crazy, right? I even have a scrap book. At the end of the day I couldn’t live with her resenting me the way mom resents dad. Spend twenty years together and have her leave me. I figured why postpone the inevitable? She needed me to let her go and I did. I look at this picture every fucking day!” Zander went into a wallet and pulled out a picture of him and Delilah when they first started dating. It was one of those pictures from a photo booth. I handed the picture back to Zander and he kissed it before putting it back in his wallet. I looked at him and asked, “So why are you here right now?” He took a drink from the bottle and said, “I never gave her closure. I need you to tell her that I’m sorry for breaking her heart but I did what I thought was best. I need you to tell her that I hope she’s happy with whoever she’s with and that he’s giving her the life that she deserved from me. I must be the dumbest fuck in the world for forcing her out my life and I’ll regret it for the rest of my life.” Quin was crying a river as she said, “That’s the most beautiful and saddest thing I’ve ever heard, you stupid fucking asshole.” I could see tears streaming from Delilah’s eyes and a look of anger take over.     

Delilah yelled out “I’m madder than a Wampus Cat in a rainstorm!” Zander’s eyes got huge as he jumped up from his seat and spun his body around to look at Delilah. “Delilah!” he yelled out. She had the looked of fury in her eyes. “If you don’t stop, I’ll tear your arm off and beat you to death with the bloody stump! I’m mad enough to drown puppies! It was my choice to make not yours! I told you I would stop modeling, I told you! Instead you tore my heart of my chest and stomped on it because you though you knew best? It was our decision to make, not yours! I fucking knew best god dang it! I knew not you! I wanted a life and a family with you not runways and photo shoots across the fucking world! I wanted to be your wife, have your children and grow old together and you threw me away like a piece of trash!” She started to cry as Zander ran to her, got onto his knees and grabbed her around her legs. “I’m so sorry, Delilah. I’m so sorry I hurt you. I was a fool! I love you and I’ve never stopped. I can’t live without you anymore, I’d rather fucking die.” She pulled his arms off her legs and walked across the room. “I can’t Zander. You fucking ruined my life and I hate you!” He ran to her and looked at her. “Tell me you don’t love me anymore and I will leave you alone forever. I will walk out of that fucking door and you’ll never see me again!” She looked at him and said, “I don’t love you anymore!” As if he was just shot tears filled his eyes as he started to cry. He nodded his head and said, “Okay then. I am the dumbest fuck walking the Earth to think you would still love me after what I did and after all these years” as he started to slowly walk toward the door. “Wait! It hurts, doesn’t it?!” Delilah said as he turned and faced her. “Worst fucking pain of my life.” She nodded her head and yelled “Good. Now you know how it feels! Besides you want the old me not me. Being a professional model changed me. I had more dicks in me than I can remember, especially since I was high on cocaine most the time. After rehab and sex addiction therapy I’m doing much better now but I’m not out of the woods yet. You still love me now?” Zander now looking pale as a ghost looked at her and said, “Yeah I do and I don’t care. I’ll be here for you.” She looked at him and said, “Come here!”  He ran to her, they embraced and started to kiss. Quin balling as if she just watched a movie said, “Drunken love. I hope they feel the same way tomorrow.” He looked at her and asked with his voice wavering said, “I’m so sorry that what I did to you led you to do the things that you did.” She couldn’t contain it and longer as she looked at him, “I’m the worst liar ever yet you believed that I had turned into a whore and did blow?” With a sense of relief, he looked at her and said, “Thank god” as she laughed and hugged him tightly. Delilah and Zander quickly went into Quin’s room, closed the door and locked it. Quin started to laugh and said, “Fuck! They took my room.” “You stay with me tonight” I said.

As Quin and I laid in my bed next to each other Quin looked at me with sad eyes and asked, “Do you believe in destiny? I mean, look at Zander and Delilah. They met when they were 14, fell in love and he pushed her away yet all these years later there they are in my room doing God knows what. It’s as if they were meant to be together. Distance and time didn’t change a thing.” I looked at her and replied, “I don’t know, Quin. I would like to think so but I don’t know. She cuddled up next to me and said, “I hope that person exists for me. Do you think there’s a person out there who could love me and I could love the way them two and your parents do?” I smiled at her and said, “I do, I just don’t know when you’ll find him but maybe he’ll find you.” She smiled at me and said, “Maybe” as she fell asleep cuddled up to me. I stared at the ceiling and wondered if I would ever find that special someone someday. When I woke up it was after 3PM. I was so hung over I felt like dying. I walked into the bathroom to find Quin standing butt ass naked as she was stepping out of the shower. As if time stood still I gazed at her wet naked body. I couldn’t take my eyes off her. She had nice breasts, small perfect size pink nipples and she was shaved below. The look of her wet hair draped over her shoulders made me shiver. She smiled at me with an embarrassed look, stepped back into the shower and pulled the curtain closed. I felt dizzy as I walked out of the bathroom, back into my bedroom and threw myself onto the bed. I tried to get her image out of my mind but I couldn’t.      

Zander and Delilah were once again a couple. She stopped modeling just as she said she wanted to. She had enough money that she never had to ever work again and within a month Zander asked her to be his wife and she accepted. My parents were selling their house and relocating to Arizona so they could start a life that they had never been able to before. Now that me and Zander were getting closer to 30 they decided that we were both settled and didn’t need them as much. My dad gave his real estate office to Zander and started early retirement with my mom and as they looked for a place to live in Arizona.  I started dating a woman named Arlene. She was gorgeous, a little younger than me but we hit it off right from the start. She was the point person for a client I had for my company and we had started spending a lot of time together. One thing led to another and for the first time in a long time I was in a new relationship.  However, after a dinner date I walked her home. She had to be at work early the next morning so I kissed her goodnight and started walking back home. I got along with her so well and I should be happy I thought but I wasn’t. There was something missing. I didn’t feel a spark when we kissed. To be honest I didn’t feel much of anything and it made me sad. I knew that she wasn’t the one for me even though I wanted so badly to find the love of my life. As I continued my walk home I was filled with despair. As I enter my apartment I couldn’t stop myself from crying. Quin was dancing around the living room with earbuds in her ears when she looked at me and said, “What’s wrong?” as she pulled the earbuds from her ears and walked over to me. “Did you have a fight with Arlene?” she asked. I shook my head and answered, “No, but I know she’s not the one. As bad as I want to I don’t feel that way toward her. Why don’t I? She’s beautiful, smart, sexy has a great career and we get along great.” Quin looked at me with sadness and replied, “You can’t force yourself to fall in love with someone. It just happens. She may not be the one for you but she’s out there waiting.” I smiled at her and said, “Thank you. You always know the right thing to say to me.” She smiled and gave me a kiss on my cheek and said, “That’s what friends are for.”

A month later, on a Thursday I felt like crap as I worked on a client’s website. I was sweating yet had the chills, my head was pounding and my body hurt all over. I could barely breathe from my nose and I used so many tissues my nose hurt. I tried to push through it but I started feeling dizzy and queasy at the same time. I jumped out of my chair, ran into the bathroom, kneeled in front of the toilet and started to violently vomit. I must have emptied everything in my stomach yet I couldn’t stop myself from vomiting. As I sat on the bathroom floor with my arms wrapped around the toilet in walked Quinn. She looked at me and said, “You look like shit!” as I smiled at her and replied, “Thank you” as I couldn’t stop myself from trying to vomit. I hovered over the toilet, gagging with nothing but bile leaving my mouth as Quin held my hair. “I think I’m going to die. Tell my family I love them” I said really meaning it. She laughed and said, “I don’t think you’re dying. I think you have a virus of some sort with a touch of the flu.” She helped me to my feet and walked me into my bedroom. She wrapped a blanket around me and started rubbing me over the blanket to help me become warm. I smiled at her and said, “I’m going to puke” as eyes got big and she quickly ran out of the room, returning quickly with a plastic bowl. “If you’re going to puke, puke in this.” She laid me down and left the room. Around twenty minutes later she came back into my room with a plate. “You have to eat something so I made you some dry toast and hot tea with lemon. I know you feel like shit but eat and drink. At some point, you’ll be able to hold it down.” I looked at her and as if I was a child I said, “I want my mommy.” She smiled and laughed and replied, “I don’t doubt that you do but you’re going to have to settle for me tonight.” She touched my forehead and said, “You’re burning up.” My throat hurt so bad I couldn’t feel myself swallow the toast. The hot tea stung as it went down my throat. I looked at her and asked, “How was your day.” She laughed with a snort and replied, “Much better than yours.” She left my room and said, “Try to sleep.” I wanted to sleep but I couldn’t.

A little over an hour later I saw my bedroom door slowly open as Quinlynn slowly walked inside trying to be quiet until she noticed I was still awake and shivering in bed. She smiled at me and said, “I know what you need” as she left my room and returned a little over a half hour later with a large bowl in hand. “Take your clothes off.” I looked at her with nervousness and asked, “Why?” “Your burning up. I’m going to give you a sponge bath to help bring your fever down.” I looked at her with my eyes wide open and asked, “Are you sure.” She smiled at me and said, “It’s not like I haven’t seen you naked before.” I nervously got out of bed and removed my clothing. I sat on my nude as she soaked the small sponge and started rubbing my neck, my breast, in between my breasts and every square inch of my body down my legs and my feet. I laid down on my bed, stomach first as she told me to and began to bath me with the small sponge and cold water. As she bathed my back I could feel my body shiver and I knew it wasn’t due to my illness. As she started to apply the cold wet sponge on my ass I was becoming excited. I could feel myself becoming wet. She worked her way down my legs, put the sponge in the large bowel and placed a sheet over my wet body. She kissed me on my cheek and said, “Feel better, I’ll check on you later.” Maybe it was because I was so sick but for the first time I had an erotic dream about Quin. In the dream we were at a club and a guy was trying to pick her up as she gave me the look. I slowly walked over to her as she smiled at me and we started to kiss passionately. We were then standing in our living room, both nude and looking at each other’s bodies from across the room as we walked slowly to each other and started kissing. She kissed down my neck, down my stomach and just as she was about to go down on me I awoke. I laid in bed for a while and fell asleep again. I dreamed that me and Quin were laying in her bed, talking and telling jokes when we started to make out. It felt so real. When I awoke my body still hurt and I still was having trouble breathing through my nose but my fever had broken and I didn’t feel like puking anymore. All I could think of was holy shit I dreamt that I fucked my roommate.

That night I thanked Quin for caring me for when she said, “You’re welcome but it’s not like you’ve never taken care of me when I was sick before.” I smiled and laughed so true. Little did we both know that I would take care of her the way she had taken care of me a few short days later. Apparently, I infected her with the touch of flu and whatever virus I had. As she had done for me I did for her. However, as I gave her a sponge bath down, over and in between her breasts and worked my down her stomach I was aroused. As I bathed her legs I couldn’t help myself from looking at her pussy. As I bathed her back and ass I felt like I wanted to kiss down her back and taste her. I hate to admit this but after I gave her that sponge bath I went into my room and used my little vibrating friend. After I gave myself an orgasm a feeling of grief and sadness came over me. Why was I starting to have sexual feelings toward my straight roommate and why now after all these years?   

As the months went on the dreams I was having of Quin were happening more frequently. At first, I would dream of her a couple of times a week but it now seemed that she was present in my dreams all the time. For the first time in almost nine years, in fact ever, I found myself trying not to act differently around her. I was always myself around Quin, right from the start but now I wasn’t sure how to act around her. I felt like I was becoming unglued one night as we ate ice cream on the couch while watching tv. As I watched her take a spoonful of ice cream and lick the spoon afterward I said to myself “I wish I was that spoon.” I was even starting to become irregularly emotional. One night as I worked at my computer in my room on a project, Quin came into my room and handed me a cookie. It was a pistachio cookie and when I took a bite I couldn’t stop the tears from forming in my eyes. “I love pistachio cookies” I said trying to hold back my tears. She looked at me, raised her eyebrows and said, “I know, that’s why I made them for you. There’s like twenty more on the island in the kitchen. I know they’re good but nothing to cry over.” I didn’t know what was happening to me. Was it that I didn’t have that special someone in my life that I was looking at Quin to fill my empty void or was it something else?

Me and Quin’s lease had a little over four months left on it and I assumed that we would again as always renew. I remember this day as if it happened yesterday. I had just finished having a business dinner meeting with a potential huge client and was floating on air because it went so well. This client could my 14th client and would now earn my company, consisting of me, at over $20K a month in residual income. I put my key in the door, opened it and found Quinn sitting on the couch, drinking a glass of wine with her laptop on her lap. I walked over to her as she asked, “How was your meeting?” I quickly replied, with excitement, “Fantastic! I’m not one hundred percent sure but I think I may have landed client number fourteen.” She smiled at me and said, “Congratulations.” I now was standing directly behind her and could see the screen of her laptop. “Quinn, what are you doing?” I asked. She replied, “Nothing much, a little bit of this and that.” I could see real estate listings on her screen. “Why are you looking at apartment listings?” I asked with confusion. She shrugged her shoulders and said, “Our lease expires in a few months.” I was still confused and said, “I thought we were going to renew again” as I walked in front of her and took a seat on the coffee table. She didn’t say anything but did give me a quick fake smile. “We’re not renewing?” I asked with confusion as she looked at me and said, “I don’t know.”   We locked eyes as asked, “Why don’t you know?” She looked confused as she said, “I haven’t decided yet.” I was starting to become upset as I said, “We’ve been living together for almost nine years.” She looked at me and nodded her head and responded, “Yeah, I know Piper but maybe it’s time.” My eyes opened wide as I asked, “Time for what?” She closed the screen on her laptop and said, “Maybe it’s time for us to part ways.” I opened my mouth wide and made a weird sort of sound. “Quin, you’re my best friend.” She laughed and said, “No Delilah, is your best friend.” I shook my head as said, “Delilah is like my sister. You’re my best friend, Quin.” She rolled her eyes and replied, “No, Delilah is your best friend even though you’re my best friend. It’s not a contest, I’m fine with it. You know how much I love Delilah. Anyway, just because you’re my best friend doesn’t mean that we need to keep living together.” I was starting to become emotional. “I want to keep living with you. Why don’t you want to keep living with me? Did I do something wrong?” She looked at me and said, “I didn’t say I didn’t want to live with you anymore. All I said was I was thinking about not renewing the lease and that maybe it was time for us to stop living together. Why are you so upset?” she asked. I was flabbergasted. “How could I not be?! We’ve been through so much together!” She smiled at me and said, “I know and I wouldn’t change a thing. You’ve been nothing but great to me from the start. If it wasn’t for you I would still be miserable as a bartender. Just because we may not keep living together doesn’t change the past, Piper. It just means that are living arrangements could be different.” I looked at her and shook my head. “I can’t fucking believe you! When we you going to talk to me about this?!” I exclaimed. Her mouth and eyes opened wide as she yelled back at me, “I don’t fucking know. I was just thinking about this. I’m not even sure yet?” I stood up from my seat on the coffee table and replied, “Just thinking about it, huh? Fine. I’ll leave you alone to your thoughts.” She stood up from the couch and stared at me. “Where are you going?” I yelled out, “I don’t fucking know. All I know is that I don’t want to be here right now!” I exclaimed as I left the apartment, slamming the door on the way out.

I was beyond confused as well as angry and sad at the same time. I walked for a while and before I knew it, I was at Zander and Delilah’s new apartment. I rang the bell, was buzzed in and went to their new 1st floor apartment. Delilah looked at me and asked, “What’s wrong Piper?” “I need Zander like now!” I replied. She looked at me and said, “What am I chopped liver or something?” I quickly shook my head and started to cry. “Quin doesn’t want to live with me anymore?” She looked confused and asked, “Why?” “I don’t know?” I cried out. Just as I finished my sentence in walked Zander. “What up Pip?” he asked before seeing the look on my face. “What the fuck, Pip? What’s wrong?” he asked. “Quin doesn’t want to live with me anymore. Our lease is going to expire soon and she doesn’t want to renew. I caught her looking at apartment listings.” He looked at me and asked, “So, she’s definitely not renewing?” I shook my head and yelled out, “Well, not definitely but she said she’s thinking about it!” He shook his head and said, “So fucking what? What’s the big deal? You’ve been living together for like nine years. Maybe it’s time to move on. You can always find a new roommate. Heck, I can find you two so you can stop having an empty room.” I looked at him and yelled out, “I don’t want new roommates. I want Quin!” He laughed and said, “I know how close you two are but I think you’re being overly dramatic. All she said was she was thinking about getting a place of her own. Why are you freaking out?” I took a deep breath and exclaimed, “Why am I freaking out?! Why am I freaking out?!” as I thought for a moment and yelled out, “I don’t know!” Delilah and Zander looked at each other and then turned their attention back to me. “Is there something else going on here?” Zander asked. I sat down on the couch and asked, “Like what?” He let out a small laugh and replied, “I don’t know that’s why I’m asking. You’re freaking out at the idea of not living with Quinn. Why?” I sat on the couch thinking but couldn’t come up with anything to say. Delilah sat on the couch next to me and smiled at me. “Piper, do you have feelings for her?” I laughed and said, “Of course, I do. I love Quin. If it weren’t for you should would easily be my best friend.” She smiled nervously as she said, “That’s not what I meant. I meant more like romantic feeling for her?” I shook my head and said, “No, well I don’t know.” Zander the yelled out, “Fuck me eyes!” Both Delilah and I looked at each other and then looked at Zander as Delilah asked, “What?” He smiled and said, “I’ve seen Quin look at Piper with fuck me eyes and I’ve seen it more than once.” I smiled and excitedly replied, “You have?!” In a low voice he looked at me and replied, “No, but you want her to look at you that way, don’t you?” I let out a deep and long sigh. Delilah looked at Zander and asked, “What are fuck me eyes?” He laughed and replied, “You know that look a person gives you when they want you to fuck the life out of their bodies.” Delilah became angry as she looked at Zander and gritted her teeth. She let out a sarcastic laugh and said, “I’ve never really thought about it but you know it all too well, don’t you? I guess that’s the look all those whores gave you after you broke up with me and went on a whore fucking rampage, isn’t it?!” With a look of confusion and nervousness he replied, “I was just saying….” as she cut him off and said, “You can be such an asshole!” as she grabbed my hand and proceeded to walk us both out of the apartment. We wound up at a dive bar a few blocks from her apartment.

I was so confused. In all the time me and Quinlynn lived together we had never even had a single moment I thought not one. What was it I was feeling, why was I feeling it and why would I want her to look at me with fuck me eyes? As I sat at the bar with Delilah it all came to me like a flash flood. All the hours of talking about anything and everything. The times we kissed as a deterrent to guys she had no interest in. The time I felt her up. The time she saw me naked and I saw her naked. All the times we cared for each other when we were sick. Me encouraging her to start her business. The laughing together, the crying, the lying in each other’s beds cuddled up. I looked at Delilah with fear in my eyes. Delilah’s eyes opened wide as she said, “You didn’t answer Zander’s question at the apartment. Do you want her to look at you that way?” with anticipation. I slowly nodded my head and then quickly drank a shot. Just as Delilah was about to say something to me a guy yelled out, “Holy fuck, Delilah Sampson!” At first, she took on a look of annoyance but then her face lit up. She looked at the guy and asked, “Are you a fan?” “Holy shit, she’s talking to me!” he yelled out. “Miss Sampson, you’re the love of my life. I’ve dreamed of this moment from the first time I saw you.” She smiled at me and said, “Please take a picture” as she handed me her cell phone. “You’ll know when it’s time.” She looked at the guy, did this weird sort of giggle and said, “Oh sweetie, you want to fuck me, don’t you?” The guy at first looked like he wanted to pass out but then looked at her with some sort of strange stare. “Fuck me eyes!” I thought to myself as I snapped a picture. She laughed and grabbed her cell phone from me and texted Zander. “What did you text him?” I asked. She started pounding her hand on the bar and replied, “Are these fuck me eyes? Along with the picture.” She ordered three shots, handed me one, the guy the one as she placed one in front of her. We all clinked shot glasses and drank them. She arose from her seat and kissed the guy on the cheek. “Thank you sweetheart but you’re not going to fuck me. Now go over to that pretty little thing over there whose looking at you the way you were just looking at me.” The guy smiled and said, “Thank you for the shot and thank you for what’s going to happen to tonight.” She smiled at the guy and said, “You’re very welcome.” Delilah looked at me and asked, “So you do want her to look at you in that way.” I again slowly nodded my head and said, “I think it’s more than that. I don’t know. We’ve had all these moments and life experiences together. I’ve been dreaming about her and I’m trying not to act different around her but it’s been hard.” She looked at me with a grin and asked, “Have you two ever?” as I shook quickly shook my head. She asked, “Has she ever been with a woman before?” I shook my head and replied, “If she has she never said anything about it to me. As far as I know, she’s only been with guys.” Delilah looked at me with sad eyes and said, “Piper, if she’s straight you know that…” as I cut her off and said, “I know that’s why I can’t say anything to her.” Delilah looked at me as we downed another shot together and said, “You have to. It’s not fair to either of you. You need to tell her how you feel and if she’s truly your friend, she’ll understand.” I looked at Delilah with fear and said, “I could lose her altogether, can’t I?” She looked at me and replied, “Yeah.” We sat at the bar for close to three hours drinking shot after shot and beer after beer as guy after guy and a few ladies bought Delilah and I drinks just because she was who she was. “I’m so shitfaced” she said as she looked at me and became emotional. “I love you Piper Scott” she said as I replied, “I love you too Delilah Sampson hopefully Delilah Scott” She stuck her tongue out and laughed as she said, “I have no control over that.” I looked at her and said, “I know. About as much control as I have with Quinlynn.” I hugged her tightly and said drunkenly, “You’re more than my best friend.” She smiled at me and said, “Yeah, I know and I feel the same way.” We were both and having a blast until Zander walked in and yelled out, “Delilah Sampson is coming home with me guys…sorry.” I looked at him and asked, “How did you know where we were?” He started laughing and said, “I didn’t but Twitter did.” I looked at his cell phone to see hundreds of mentions of Delilah being seen at McHugh’s with a hot girl.” I stood up barely able to stand and yelled, “I’m hot girl!” as people in the bar started chanting, “Hot girl, hot girl.” Zander shook his head and said, “Come on hot girl, I’m driving you home.” I was beyond drunk and my heart was pounding as Zander drove me home with Delilah telling Zander that she had been looked at with more fuck me eyes then he could in a lifetime. She was serious but he was laughing. When we pulled up to the front of my apartment Zander got out and opened my door. He looked at me and said, “I love you. If you need to talk about anything you know I’m here.” I looked at him and smiled. “I know big brother.” He smiled big and said, “Twenty minutes older for life baby sister.”

I stumbled into my apartment, giggling barely able to walk straight. Quin came out of her bedroom wearing a pair of shorts and a tee shirt and looked at me. “You are so shitfaced” she said, shaking her head. I looked at Quinn and thought to myself, “She’s so hot” with my hormones in drunk overdrive. I looked at her and said, “Quinn, I’m sorry for overreacting. It’s because I love you.” She smiled at me and said, “Thank you for apologizing and I love you too.” She hugged me as I hugged her back and used her to keep my balance. As we hugged all I could think of was, “I love the smell of her hair.” She stopped hugging me, smiled and said, “I’m going to bed. I have a long day tomorrow” as I nodded my head and replied, “Yeah, me too.” I stumbled into my room and threw myself onto the bed. I was trying to take my clothes off but was having trouble. I started laughing and yelled out, “Quinn, a little help please.” She was in my room in like twenty seconds and said, “I haven’t see you in this shape in a while” as I stuck my tongue out and started laughing. She took my sneakers offs and pulled off my socks. She undid my pants and pulled them off. She pulled my shirt over my head. I was sitting on my bed in my bra and panties as Quin went to my dresser to get me something to wear from bed. I undid my bra and threw it to the floor. When she turned around I looked at her and asked, “What do you think” With her eyes opened wide she replied nervously, “Very nice.” She swallowed so loud I could hear it and that’s all I remember. I woke up the next morning a little after 10AM wearing a tee shirt and my panties. My head was pounding and I had the worst cotton mouth of my life. I stood in the shower for close to an hour and slept the rest of the day away. For the next few weeks I tried to act like myself around Quinn but it was getting more difficult by the day. It was a Friday night, when Quinn ran quickly into the apartment in full panic mode. She ran into her bedroom and started fumbling through her closet. “What’s the deal?” I asked in a joking manner. She smiled at me and said, “I have a date in like two hours and I’m freaking out.” My heart sank as I asked, “With who?” She smiled at me and said, “This really cute guy. He’s an account executive for bakery supply store. He comes and sees me from time to time in a business relationship sort of way but today he asked me out. I’ve been so busy with work that my social life is in the dumpster but I need to get back out there if I’m ever going to find my special someone. Who knows maybe it’s him” she said with excitement. I smiled and said, “Let me help.” It was hard to keep my emotions in check as I helped her get ready for her date. As she stood before me with an ear to ear smile it felt like my heart skipped a beat. She looked so beautiful and so excited and happy. I hadn’t seen her like this in how long I couldn’t remember. Her cell phone went off, she answered it, smiled at me and said, “Wish me luck.” I smiled at her and said, “Good luck.” When the door closed behind I stood there staring at the door with tears developing in my eyes. Before I knew it, I was balling my eyes out and crying hysterically. I grabbed my keys and out the door I went. I returned a little under an hour later with a twelve pack of beer and a bottle of rum. I sat on the couch for hours, drinking beer and rum as I talked to myself out loud. “Piper, of course, you have feelings for your roommate. Now that I think about it more than feelings. Piper, you’re in love with your straight fucking roommate but of course you are. This is the reason why you can’t be happy. Always the wrong fucking person or the wrong fucking time. Face the facts Piper, you’re in love with a person who will never look at you that way.” It was close to 1AM when an angry Quinlynn came into the apartment to find me drinking by myself as I stood in the kitchen. “What a fucking asshole!” she exclaimed. I looked at her and said, “Didn’t go well, huh?” She shook her head and responded, “It was a first. He took me to a nice restaurant, we talked and we laughed. We went to this bar and as we drank his disposition changed a lot. He started getting all touchy feely and tried to kiss me. I pushed him away and looked at him like he was crazy. I don’t know what he was thinking so I asked him. He said he knew we were going to fuck the very first time he saw me. I told him the only thing he was going to fuck was himself. I slapped him across the face and here I am. What’s your deal?” she asked. Trying to think quick I replied, “I lost a client.” She looked at me with concern and said, “That sucks but you’ll not only replace that one you’ll get ten more.” I looked at her and said, “Sorry your date sucked.”

I can’t let you drink alone she said as she grabbed a beer from the fridge and grabbed the bottle of rum. We went into the living room and sat on the couch and used the coffee table to put our drinks down. We sat on the couch, talking and drinking as we had done for so many nights for so many years. This night couldn’t have been more different. She had look so excited and happy when she had left for her date but now she looked said and deflated. She looked at me and said, “Now I remember why I stopped dating. I always choose the wrong fucking guys. If he wasn’t such an ass he might have gotten lucky. I’m so fucking horny.” I couldn’t take it anymore. She looked so amazing. I gazed into her eyes as I slowly leaned into her and kissed her lips. She kissed my lips back. I put my hands on her waist and stuck my tongue in her mouth. She was kissing me back and suddenly stopped. She jumped up from the couch and asked in fear, “Piper, why did you just do that?” I was confused and wasn’t sure what to say. I looked at her and said, “I thought we just had a moment. I wanted to kiss you and I thought you wanted me to kiss you so I did.” She swallowed hard and said, “Piper, I’m, I’m, I’m sorry if you thought I gave you some sort of signal or something.” I stood up from the couch and faced her. With liquid courage flowing through my veins, I smiled at her and said, “It’s okay” and kissed her again. I lightly kissed her lips and pulled her into me as she looked at me with her eyes wide open. I started kissing her neck as she swallowed hard and started to breathe more heavily. I turned her around and drunkenly walked her backward as the back of her knees contacted the couch causing her to sit on the couch as I continued to kiss her neck. “Piper, I’m not sure this is….” she started to say as I started licking her neck. I could feel her body begin to relax. I had dreamed and fantasized about this for what seemed like forever. I licked and kissed her neck as I played with her hair with my right hand as I put my left hand up her skirt and started to rub her pussy over her panties. She was now starting to breathe heavily and rapidly. I continued to rub her pussy over her panties. As she panted I kneeled on the floor. As I continued to rub her pussy I started to kiss the inside of her right thigh as I felt her body tense up. I quickly pushed her panties to the side and licked her clit.  As she was panting she began to say “Piper, what are you doing? I don’t think……” as I quickly started licking her clit. “Fuck, oh my God!” she cried out. As I continued to lick her clit quickly I began to pull her panties off with my left hand. I got them far enough down that I ducked my head under them and now had her pussy in my mouth. “I can’t believe this is happening!” I screamed out loud in my head. “Fuck, Piper, please….” she was saying through long breaths. Whenever she tried to talk I would lick her clit as good as I ever had licked a clit in my life. I stuck my tongue inside her pussy. She tasted so sweet I remember thinking that I could eat her forever. With my tongue in her pussy and two fingers rubbing her clit she started quickly saying “Fuck, fuck, Piper, fuck. Piper fuck.” Hearing her moan my name made me want to please her so much. With my tongue in her pussy and my fingers rubbing her clit for less than two minutes, I felt her body become extremely tense then start to spasm as she cried out, “No Piper, no, no, no” and then go limp. She slowly pulled her legs back making her panties fall onto my back and down to the floor. She slowly arose from the couch with mixed emotions showing on her face. She looked as if she was in shock and fear at the same time. She didn’t say a word as she slowly walked across the living room into her bedroom and slowly closed the door behind her. I heard her door lock. I remained on my knees in silence not knowing what was going on in her head. I wanted to knock on her door and talk to her but I thought it would be best to address what happened between us in the morning.

When I awoke in the morning, I exited my bedroom to find Quinlynn’s bedroom door wide open with her nowhere to be found. I took a long hot shower and called Delilah. “I don’t really know how to say this but me and Quin had a moment last night.” “A moment. Did you kiss her?” she asked as I quickly replied, “Yeah we kissed a little.” I could tell she was hanging on my every word so I blurted out “We kind of had sex.” Delilah replied, “Kind of how?” I took a deep breath and said, “I went down on her, she had an orgasm and then she may have locked herself in her bedroom afterward.” Delilah said, “Oh my, Piper. Have you talked about what happened?” I let out a small laugh and replied, “I planned on it but she’s not home. When I woke up this morning, she had left the apartment already. I don’t even know where she is.” Delilah stood silent for a moment and said, “I think you should give her some space and time. She may be freaking out a little or more likely a lot. I know I would be and I would want some time to sort things out.” I agreed and decided that I wouldn’t mention a thing unless Quin brought something up. The problem was that when Quin finally came home she acted as if nothing had happened at all. She was her normal self and wasn’t acting strange at all which I found to be strange. After around four days I couldn’t take it anymore. As we sat in the living room I looked at her and said, “Are we ever going to talk about what happened last Friday night?” She just looked at me for a bit then went into the kitchen, returning with a beer in hand. She took a swig so large that she drank half the bottle. She looked at me and smiled. “Okay, let’s talk about what happened” as I smiled and said, “Please, let’s.” She took a deep breath and said, “Piper, you know how much I love you and how much our friendship means but that can’t happen again as in ever. You mean too much to me and doing things like what you did to me the other night would complicate things.” I looked at her and said, “You seemed to enjoy it.” She took another drink from the beer and replied, “I did but I should have stopped it. It was just that I hadn’t been touched in so long and it felt so good I couldn’t even though I think I wanted to.” I looked at her and said, “So if I understand correctly, you like it but you should have and wanted to stop but didn’t?” She nodded her head and said, “We were both drinking and it was just one of those things that can maybe sometimes happen.” I let out a sarcastic laugh and said, “Additionally, you were drunk.” She smiled and said, “Thank you for understanding.” I laughed and said, “The only thing that I understand is that you’re making excuses.” She shook her head and replied, “I am not making excuses.” I laughed and replied, “I think the issue is that you liked it and you’re having trouble wrapping your head around it.” She looked at me and said, “Well, that’s not the case.” I stood directly in front of her and said, “Listen, I get it. You’re maybe a little confused.” She closed her eyes for a moment, opened them and shouted out, “Piper, you think?! Why in the fuck would I be confused a little? How about confused a lot? My best friend in the world went down on me and I had the fucking fastest orgasm of my life. Do you think that may be fucking with my head just a tiny fucking bit?!” I couldn’t say I was surprised by her reaction. “Quin, what are you really saying?” She looked at me with a face of dead seriousness and said, “What happened the other night can never, ever happen again.” I let out a long breath as tears started to fill my eyes. I tried my best but I couldn’t stop myself.” I started crying and said, “Okay, you made yourself perfectly clear” as I ran into my bedroom and closed the door. I threw myself face first into my pillow and kept crying.

Around ten minutes later Quin walked into my room and sat on my bed. “Please don’t cry. You know I don’t like to see upset, Piper.” I removed my head from my pillow and turned my head to face her. “I can’t help I’m upset, really upset.” She said, “Come here” as we embraced in a tight hug. “I get it, okay, I get it” I said as I removed my head from her shoulder. She looked at me and wiped the tears from my eyes. “Please don’t cry” she said as I tried to stop myself but couldn’t. Suddenly, as if out of nowhere she kissed my lips. She put her forehead against mine and she kissed me again. We were now making out and feeling each other’s bodies over our clothes. We were both breathing heavy, kissing each other with our tongues and began to undress each other. It was as if our conversation hadn’t taken place at all. Within minutes we were both nude and I laid on top of her. I licked and kissed her nipples, kissed down her stomach and before I knew it her pussy was once again in my mouth. As I had done that Friday night, early Saturday morning, I stuck my tongue deep inside of her and plaid with her clit. Just as she had that night she had an orgasm in under five minutes. Unlike that night, I removed myself from between her legs and laid my body on top of hers. We started kissing again until she rolled me over so that she was now on top. As I had did, she kissed and licked my nipples, kissed down my stomach and as if it were a dream her lips and tongue were on and in my pussy. I put my hand on top of her head as I grinded my hips into her mouth. “Am I doing this okay?” she asked as she momentarily stopped when I yelled out, “Yes! Don’t Stop!” It was like she was a natural. The way she licked me, tongue fucked me and touched my body was the best that anyone had ever made me feel before. Within minutes I felt a rush of adrenaline come over my body as I screamed out, “Holy shit, Quinn!” and felt my body go limp. She worked her way up my body and kissed me. We both laid in my bed, sweating and panting in each other’s arms. For the next month we did little else but fuck. We licked every square inch of each other’s bodies, used vibrators on each other and used strap ons on each other. We did the sixty-nine until we both came, we licked each other’s assholes. We fucked in the shower, in each other’s beds, on the couch in the living room, on the kitchen counter, on the kitchen island. We fucked in the empty room, on the living room floor and on the kitchen floor. We used ice cubes, whip cream, cherries, ice cream, and cake frosting. We couldn’t get enough of each other.

I was over the moon. I remember watching her as she slept next to me one night and knowing in my heart and soul that I had finally found what I had always wanted, my one true love. I looked at her and silently said, “Quinlynn Browning, I love you.” We had been going practically non-stop for a little over a month but I was beginning to worry. I had never felt so close to or in love with anyone in my life but I could feel her pulling away from me. It was the little things I was starting to notice. She used to hold my hand when we walked down the street but she wasn’t anymore. When I used to cuddle up to her she would kiss my head but she wasn’t doing that anymore. We used to talk all the time as we held each other and in bed but now she was just going to sleep. She started to come home from work later until she was coming home and going to sleep in her room. I felt like she was slowly drifting away from me. I tried to talk about how I felt but she was brushing it off as being in my head. I knew it wasn’t and knew it for a fact a few short weeks later. The management company sent over the lease renewal. We could sign it together or sign the refusal. To my horror when I arrived home from a business meeting a few days after receiving the lease renewal she had already signed the refusal. When she got home from work I looked at her and said, “So we’re moving” and smiled. She didn’t return a smile but said, “Yeah, I am.” I shook my head in confusion and asked, “What does that mean?” She looked up at the ceiling and took a deep breathe through her nose. “We need to hit the reset button, Piper, before things change between us forever.” I looked at her with anger and said, “Before things change forever. Things have already changed between us for forever, Quinn.” She closed her eyes tightly and said, “This is exactly what I was afraid of. We should have never started what we did.” I looked at her with anger and tears in my eyes and yelled out, “What we started?! You started this! After we talked about that first night I was upset but I could have maybe gotten over it! You’re the one who kept it going! Not me, you!” She looked at me with a look of disdain. “Maybe gotten over it? Why the fuck is it maybe?” I looked at her and yelled out, “Because I fucking love you, Quin. I love you and I was in love with you before that night ever happened!” She laughed and said, “Bullshit. You were lonely and upset that I could be moving out. You mistook that for love. You’re not in love with me, Piper. It’s just sex.” My blood was boiling. “Just sex?! Maybe for you but not for me!” With a look of coldness, I had never seen on her face before she said, “Yeah, it was for me. It was just sex. Nothing more, nothing less. It was just sex, Piper.” It felt like I had the wind knocked out of me. I had tears running down my face as I looked at her and said “There is no such thing as a reset button between me and you. Quin, I love you. Look me in my eyes and tell me you don’t love me and you can go wherever the fuck it is you plan on going.” She looked at me with the same cold expression and said, “I’m going back to Massachusetts to stay with my father for a while. Fuck my business and fuck this city. I’ll always be grateful and thankful for our time together, everything you’ve done for me and our friendship but I’m not in love with you Piper. Like I said, it was just sex.” I had so many tears falling from my eyes I could barely see. I could barely breathe and was starting to hyperventilate. I slowly calmed myself just enough that I could look at her with the same cold look and say, “I hate you Quinlynn! I fucking hate you!” as I ran from the apartment.

As I walked I kept trying to call Delilah but kept getting her voicemail. I sent her at least five text messages with our code of 911. Twenty minutes later Delilah called me. As soon as I answered she screamed “Where are you?!” Through my tears I cried out, “In front of the 7-Eleven by my apartment.” She yelled out, “Don’t fucking move a muscle! I’ll be there in ten minutes!” Not even eight minutes later, Delilah jumped out of a cab and ran over to me as she yelled “Piper!” I collapsed in her arms and was hysterical. She held me up as we walked with my head on her shoulder saying over and again, “Why doesn’t she want me. I love her.” We went into a small tavern and took a seat inside of a booth as we sat next to each other with me crying on her shoulder my arms wrapped around her. “I’ll have a 2 Long Island Iced Teas and keep them coming” she told the waiter. The waiter brought us the drinks as I downed mine in less than a minute. “Piper, tell me exactly what happened.” I always find it funny that I had never told her up to that point why I was so upset but she instantly knew it. My bestie for life for a reason. I told her exactly what happened between Quin and I as Delilah sat in that booth with me having one drink after another. She looked at me with the silly look she always gets when she has nice buzz going. “I blamed your brother for way too long for way too many years. I let his words cut me like a dagger. I ran and never looked back. I know now that what he wanted was for me to fight. He wanted me to fight for him. He wanted to know that I would never ever leave him no matter what and I did. Almost five years passed. Close to five years that we could have spent together had I only called him on his bullshit. I didn’t yet I blamed him. I was just as much at fault. I don’t want you to make the same mistake that I made Piper. You can’t get back that lost time. You need to fight for her. She’s trying to do the same thing that Zander did to me. I know how much her words hurt right now but it’s not about you, it’s about her. If you love her, fight for her. At least you’ll really know and never wonder why.” I drank my 4th Long Island Ice Tea and said, “You’re right. I’m calling bullshit!” I called a cab and I my way I went.

When I walked into the apartment, Quinn was packing some clothes into a suite case. “Going somewhere?” I sarcastically as she quickly responded, “I already told you.” I laughed and said, “You haven’t spoken to your father in years but you’re going home (air quotes) to Massachusetts?” She looked at me and said, “That’s what the fuck I said, isn’t it?” I looked at her with anger and yelled, “Bullshit, Quinn! I’m not letting you go!” She shook her head and said, “Well, it’s my choice not yours.” I shook my head and said, “Maybe Lance was right. Maybe you are the most fucked up person walking the Earth and you may very well need professional help!” She looked at me with sadness as tears started to fill her eyes, “What the fuck did you just say to me?” I laughed and said, “Hurts, doesn’t it?” She looked at me as if I had just knocked the wind out of her. “I know what you’re doing and it’s not happening. I won’t allow you to push me away. Go wherever you want but know I’ll be right behind you because I love you. I know, Quin, I know.” She looked at me with eyes wide open. “What the fuck do you know, Piper?” I bit my bottom lip and said, “I know that you give off this vibe of confidence but deep down inside you’re unsure of yourself. I know that you try to make it seem like you don’t give a fuck about anything but you do. Your business is your passion and you love it. You try and make it seem that you don’t give a fuck about what people think about you but you fucking do. I know you’re bullshit and I’m calling you out on it. Tell me why you’re trying to run.” With tears falling from her eyes she yelled out, “I’m fucking terrified, Piper! You’re going to break my heart! You’re going to shatter it into a million pieces and I can’t live through that!” I slowly walked to her and said, “I will never break your heart Quin but you could break mine and I’m okay with that. The fact of the matter is that no one knows what the future holds but I know that I want you in my future. Not as my roommate, not as my best friend but as the love of my life. I know it took me a long time to figure things out but better late than never. I love you and I know that I do. I’ve never felt this way about anyone, ever. I know that you feel the same way.” She shook her head and replied, “I’ve never been loved.  I don’t know how to deal with it. I’m fucked in the head.” I smiled at her with a look of understanding and said “Yeah you have been loved. I get that you never felt it growing up and never from your parents but my mom and dad love you to death. My grandparents thought the world of you. Delilah loves you so much and believe it or not Zander loves you. He knows how much I love you and he knows the reason you didn’t like him was out of loyalty to Delilah. That made him love you even more. Most importantly I love you and I know in my heart and soul that you are the love of my life. You can try your best to push me away but I won’t let it happen. Now look at me and tell me you don’t love me.” She looked at me with her beautiful teary brown eyes and shook her head. “I can’t and I’m sorry.” I hugged her tighter than I have anyone in my life and said, “You can make it up to me” as we both laughed.

Life is funny. When you’re growing up you think you have an idea of what your life is going to be like and how it’s going to turn out but even as you get older you still don’t know. What I do know is that I love my life and I love my wife. Me and Quinn moved out of the only place we had called home together into a much less expensive two-bedroom apartment in much less expensive area, Astoria, Queens. We lived there for three years. My parents never did relocate to Arizona. My dad signed over the house to me and Zander. Zander and Delilah moved into the house after they got married. A short ten months later my nephews were born, Peter and Brian, identical twins. Zander and my dad closed their offices and now solely flip houses but all over the country, mostly on the east coast. My mom is still the interior designer although she does most of it from her laptop. When the house next door to my childhood home came up for sale me and Quin jumped on it. We even overpaid just to be next to me brother and Delilah. My mom and dad live in condominium not too far away. Quinlynn stopped baking and selling her baked goodness wholesale and instead opened a bakery called, “The Little Bakery on the Corner.” Delilah loves being a mother but her true love is her music. One night of drunk karaoke, a cell phone recording that Quin recorded and upload to YouTube led to a former supermodel becoming a superstar singer. The very first track on her debut album was a rerecording of the song “Baby Girl.” As far as I’m concerned, I couldn’t be happier. I have my parents, Zander, Delilah, my nephews, my businesses and the love of my life Quinlynn Browning to spend the rest of my life with. In case you’re wondering, I didn’t “turn” Quinn. She had been with plenty of women before me. The only reason she moved into my apartment was because she thought I was hot. She’s my partner in life, my soulmate and my wife but she was always my roommate first.               
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