

My name is Emery Miller and I came from a small town in Wyoming named Jackson. It wasn’t the smallest of places but small when comparing it to major cities. New York City has millions of people whereas Jackson had a little over 10,000 people. My mother, Amanda was from Arizona and met my father, Paxton, when she came to Wyoming with my grandparents for a dude ranch vacation with my grandparents shortly after graduating from Arizona State University. Some may think it’s odd that two people from two different backgrounds could fall in love over the course of a week but I think it’s the most romantic story I’ve ever heard. My dad oversaw horseback riding on the ranch and my mom wanted to go horseback riding while my grandfather wanted to go fishing. My grandparents went fishing and my mother went horseback riding. As my dad described it, seeing my mom was love at first site. He decided to personally take her horseback riding. I’ll spare you the details but mom fell in love with Jackson and more importantly my dad. A few short days after arriving in Jackson my mom, with her business degree with a concentration in tourism landed a job at the premier luxury resort in Jackson. To say my grandparents weren’t thrilled with her decision would be an understatement but she was an adult and there was nothing they could say or do to make her change her mind. She started dating my dad and a short month later she became pregnant with me. My grandparents were furious and especially so when she said she was getting married. They didn’t come to the wedding which damaged their relationship beyond repair. They would speak on the phone, exchange birthday and holiday cards but other than less than a handful of visits from my grandparents I really didn’t know them. For as little as my grandparents didn’t visit it was the complete opposite when it came to my Uncle Bryce. He was my mom’s older brother by a little over 8 years and would visit with us as often as he could. I always felt close to him. Even though he was my mom’s older brother he was like a big kid.

My Uncle Bryce loved my dad, loved my mom and loved me. He always referred to me as “Heartbreaker” a name he gave me a little after I turned ten saying that wherever life took me I was going to leave a trail of broken hearts behind me. I liked that my uncle had a nickname for me but wasn’t fond of the name itself. I never felt beautiful or saw myself as anything other than the way I normally felt, awkward. I was always much taller than girls and some boys, had long black hair and dark brown eyes. I would always look at myself in the mirror and say, “I’m not a heartbreaker, more like the girl to have her heart broken.” My mom was beautiful and I always wished that I could look more like her. She had long blonde hair, was thin, curvy and had amazing light blue eyes. She was around 5 feet three inches tall. My dad was a handsome and large man. He was well over 6 foot 3, well over two hundred thirty pounds, muscular and had an intimidating look about him. His genes must have been dominant as my black hair and dark brown eyes were the same as his. Whereas my mom was outgoing and friendly my dad was introverted and not so outgoing around people he didn’t know very well. Again, I was like my dad. I was shy, introverted and most people took it as me being a bitch. To say I wasn’t popular in school would be an understatement. I wasn’t bullied or anything I just never clicked with anyone, especially other girls. It didn’t help my cause that I developed early. My mom always said that other girls were just jealous but I always shrugged it off to her trying to make me feel better. I was pretty much ignored which I didn’t mind all too much. With less than four hundred students in my high school and less than one hundred in my grade all the time I would just go to school, study and go home. My mom was always trying to drag me off to work with her. She loved when I was there with her. I loved spending time with my mom just not at work. I didn’t like all the strangers trying to talk to me and especially didn’t like the way boys looked at me. It made me feel beyond awkward and it made me feel like there was something wrong with me. I specifically remember this one boy looking at me with his mouth wide open as he stared at my lips and breasts. I wanted to yell at him or at minimum tell him to stop but instead I walked away. I loved spending time with my dad at the ranch. I loved brushing the horse and going horseback riding. Riding horses was my most favorite thing to do and I would ride as often as I could. My mom was always trying to change me. She wanted me to come out of my shell and become more outgoing. My dad on the other hand took me as I was. I guess we were so similar he understood me more. I couldn’t have asked for better parents. My mom called me “Princess” and my dad called me “Cowgirl.” Life at home was always happy. They never argued or had fights, not in front of me anyway. There was always affectionate toward each other. I used to love when they would snuggle on the couch in front of the fireplace, just talking and holding each other. My dad would always bring home flowers for her and always did something special for their anniversary. For as unhappy as I was at school is was the complete opposite for me at home.

Midway through my freshman year of high school, February 20th to be exact, my uncle Bryce came in for a visit. My dad was taking my mother out for their anniversary that Saturday night so me and Uncle Bryce spent the night eating popcorn and watching movies. I had a long week and was tired so after our second movie I gave him a hug and went to bed. I woke a little later than usual on Sunday morning not knowing that life as I knew it would never be the same. I walked out of my room to find Uncle Bryce talking to someone and slowly closing the door. He stood frozen and slowly walked over to the couch. He put his head into his hands and started to cry. “Uncle Bryce, are you okay?” I asked with concern. He didn’t respond. It took me a minute until I looked around the house. “Where’s mom and dad?” I asked as he again said nothing in response. He removed his head from his hands and arose from the couch as he slowly walked over to me. He shook his head and hugged me tightly. With panic engulfing my body I pushed him away and yelled out, “Where’s mom and dad?!” With tears flowing from his eyes he looked at me and said, “I’m so sorry Emery.” “Uncle Bryce why are you sorry?!” I yelled out with my heart pounding in my chest. He took me by my hands and walked me over to the couch as I sat down with anticipation. “Emery, your mom and dad aren’t here and they’re not coming home.” With terror now replacing panic I asked, “Why would they not be coming home?” He was now sobbing as he said, “There was an accident late last night. They were on their way home and had a car accident, Emery. They didn’t make it.” I jumped up from the couch and yelled out at the top of my lungs “Are you saying what I think you’re saying?!” He slowly nodded his head as I felt all the oxygen leave my body. I became dizzy and my legs gave out causing me to fall on the floor. My uncle grabbed me and hugged me tightly as we both sat on the floor sobbing.

The wake and funeral came and went in a blur. To be honest I don’t remember much of it. People talked to me, hugged me and said things that I can’t remember. The only thing that I vividly remember was watching their caskets being lowered into the ground. My mom was 35, my dad was 38 and I was 14. I remember the night of the burial my grandparents sitting at the kitchen table with my Uncle Bryce as I went to bed. I figured they were talking about what to do with me and that I would be moving to Phoenix to live with my grandparents. The next morning, my grandmother made breakfast and we all sat at the kitchen table. My grandfather said, “We spoke with Bryce at length last night about your living arrangements. Sweetheart as you know your grandmother and I aren’t the youngest and our health isn’t the best. You’re a beautiful teenage girl and living with us wouldn’t serve you too well. You know your grandmother and I love you and only want the best for you the same as Bryce. We would hate for you to leave the only place you’ve ever known to be home so we arrived at a decision last night.” Uncle Bryce looked at me and said, “I’m coming to live here with you, Emery.” I looked at him in shock and asked, “You’re going to leave Phoenix to move here to Jackson for me?” He smiled and nodded his head. “I’m 37, unattached and a salesman. I can be a salesman and single anywhere on Earth. You need me here so here is where I’m going to be.” I jumped from my chair and hugged him tight as I cried hysterically on his shoulder. I was never the same after my parents died. I became even more introverted and quiet. I went to school, studied and did homework. I rarely left the house. During the summer, I didn’t even go horseback riding anymore. My life consisted of listening to music, watching television and writing stories in one marble notebook after another. I loved to write stories. I could lose myself in my characters and eliminate the loneliness and solitude I felt. Through my stories I could become extroverted and confident. I could be beautiful and unique. I often found myself looking through photo albums. There was this one picture that I had always loved. It was a picture of my mom in her senior year of college. She looked so beautiful and happy. She was making the peace sign on both her hands and letting out a yell wearing an Arizona State tee shirt and shorts. My mom always spoke about college life with such joy. She had often said that besides life with me and my dad it was the happiest time of her life. I wasn’t sure what I was going to do after high school but after thinking about it long and hard I decided that I wanted to be an English Major with a concentration in creative writing. The only thing that I loved was writing so why not try to make a living doing it? There was only one place that I wanted to go to school. It was my mom’s college, Arizona State University in Tempe although I had never discussed it with my uncle. Uncle Bryce did the best that he could. He’s more like my friends then guardian or parent. He wasn’t the settling down type so there were always different pretty women coming and going. When I talked to my uncle about my decision he shared his concerns with me. Jackson was a small place. Arizona State University was one of the largest if not the largest school in the country. He was concerned about how I would adjust and if I would be happy in such a large school. He tried to convince me to go to a smaller school although he did encourage me to go to school outside of Wyoming. I told him that Arizona State was the only place that I wanted to go so he agreed but said that once I left Wyoming there wasn’t any coming back. It was the only school that I applied to and was never so happy when I received the acceptance letter in the mail. I didn’t find out until some-time later how happy he was to be able to leave Wyoming. He hated it with a passion and wanted nothing more than to go back home to Phoenix. He sold the house, gave me the proceeds along with my inheritance from my parent’s life insurance policy when I turned eighteen early that summer in June. I agreed to live with my uncle during breaks from school.

My uncle rented a large two-bedroom apartment in downtown Phoenix. He wanted me to get acclimated as much as I could before I started college. Thinking back, it was a great idea. I remember it being a different world. There were so many people, cars on the road, restaurants, hotels and shops. I must have looked like a deer in headlights. Everything moved so fast, like the speed of light. I remember thinking how could my mom move to Jackson after spending her entire life in Phoenix and Tempe? A few weeks in I was nervous and scared that I had made the wrong decision. This didn’t feel like home at all and I feared that it never would. Uncle Bryce assured me that as time went on I would adjust but I wasn’t convinced in the least especially when it was time to start school. Uncle Bryce drove me to campus and helped me unpack. It was a small room. It had two twin size beds, two small closets, one sink and a small stand up shower that was behind a door. There were two small desks on either side of the room and two small dressers. I was beyond worried when I thought of who my roommate would be. Would she like me and would l like her? Would we get along or would we not, making it the longest year of my life? I hugged my uncle goodbye as he told me that if I needed him for anything he would be there for me asap. I nervously sat in my room after unpacking and didn’t know what to do with myself. I took a deep breath as I decided to leave the room and walk around campus a bit. I was amazed that what I was walking through was a college campus. It was larger than downtown Jackson. There were people everywhere and it seemed as if almost every guy was looking at me in the way that boy did that summer when I was at work with my mom. I didn’t like being looked at in this way as I quickly decided to go back to my dorm room. I took my sneakers off and laid on my bed with my chest pounding. A few minutes after I got back into my dorm, the door to the room opened as a girl walked in. As I looked at her I thought “I’ve never seen a girl who looks like this in person in my life.” She looked at be around five feet six inches tall. She had long black hair with streaks of blonde throughout and had the lightest gray eyes I had ever seen. Her body was curvy and the best way I can describe it is like a genie bottle. She was beautiful.

As she walked in she smiled at me and started talking a mile a minute as I sat up in bed. “Thank god! I was worried that I would be living with some sort of goth freak or something. I’m Tatum Wilder and I know what you’re thinking. I’m not a bitch and it’s not my fault I look like this but I love looking like this.” I nervously looked at her as she smiled and continued. “I’m from Tucson, an only child and my parents divorced when I was little. They’re both remarried and I have 3 step brothers. Don’t let my looks fool you. I’m not an airhead. I was a straight A student and am here on scholarship. Are you a mute or something?” I nervously and slowly shook my head as she smiled and said, “Let me see your schedule” as she sat down on my bed to look at my schedule that I had hanging on my wall above my bed. “Cool, we have a few classes together. I’m starving, do you want to get lunch?” I nodded my head and nervously smiled as we walked out of the dorm room and outside. “You haven’t said a word. What’s your name roomie?” she asked. I nervously replied, “Emery.” She smiled and responded, “Cool name. I think we’re going to get along great. Are you always this quiet?” she asked as I nodded my head. We went to a small deli. We both ordered salads as I ate in silence and she continued to talk a mile a minute. She looked at me and said, “I know I talk a lot. I can’t help it.” She told me that she was popular in high school and even though she received good grades she liked to party. She told me that her best friend was no her ex best friend as she walked in on her now ex and her ex best friend having sex during a party on the night she graduated. I would be lying if I didn’t say I was relieved that I felt comfortable around her. After lunch she said it would be a good idea to walk campus to find the buildings where our classes were so we wouldn’t get lost or be late. As we walked boy after boy looked at us both and smiled. For as much as I didn’t like being looked at this way, Tatum seemed to enjoy it. She would return the looks and then look at me and laugh and say, “Fucking wild animals” often.

We went back to our dorm room as she continued to talk while I helped her unpack. I don’t know why but I told Tatum all about myself that night as we laid in our own beds. I told her all about how introverted I was, non-confident and how I became even more so after my parents passed away. How my uncle moved in to be my guardian and how I wanted to come here to school because my mom did. How I never had any close friends and how I liked to write which is why I chose my major. I found her easy to talk to. It wasn’t until a few weeks later that I confessed that I didn’t like the way boys looked at me and how uncomfortable it made me feel. I naively asked, “Why did boys look at us the way they do?” She must have thought my question was hysterical because she laughed so hard she started to tear. She looked at me and said, “Boys look at us that way because they want to see us naked and fuck our brains out.” I was shocked and responded, “I can understand them looking at you that way but not me.” Tatum looked at me with confusion and asked, “Why me and not you?” I shrugged my shoulders and replied, “Look at you and look at me. You’re beautiful and I’m just me.” Her eyes opened big with apparent surprise as she replied, “Emery you’re hot.” I shook my head and looked at her as if she were crazy. She smiled at me and said again, “Emery, you’re hot” and continued, “You’re tall, have long hair, captivating eyes, huge tits and a perfect ass. Your lips are amazing, so full and plump. Believe it or not boys want to hump your brains out until your eyes roll into the back of your head.” I looked at her in terror and said in a low voice, “Sex? Sex with me?” She laughed and said, “Oh yeah, sex with you, Emery.” I took a deep breath and asked, “Is that why that boy Gregory in our class looks at me that way?” She smiled and said, “Yeah and no. Not to say he doesn’t want to fuck your brains out but he doesn’t seem like a douche bag. I think he’s crushing on you.” It made me feel good that Gregory maybe just wanted to get to know me. To my surprise about a week later he asked me out on a date. I was nervous but accepted.

The night before my very first date I told Tatum how nervous I was. “It’s just a date Emery. You’re acting like you’ve never gone on a date before.” I nervously smiled and replied, “That’s because I haven’t.” She opened her mouth wide and giggled. “You’ve never been on a date before?” she asked in amazement. I shook my head and asked, “What if he wants to kiss me?” She laughed and asked, “You’ve never been kissed before?” I again shook my head as she said, “If you like him and he wants to kiss you let him.” I looked at her and asked, “Well how do I kiss him back?” She smiled and said, “It’s kind of hard to explain.” With disappointment in my voice I replied, “Oh.” She looked at me and smiled and said, “I know, I’ll show you.” I felt nervous as I asked her, “Show me, how?” “I’ll show you how to kiss. It will only take a minute” she said as she sat on my bed. “Really? Isn’t this kind of weird?” I nervously asked. She shook her head and responded, “No, not at all. Just one friend helping another. Now close your eyes.” I closed my eyes and felt Tatum’s lips contact mine. Her lips were so soft and it felt nice. “Kiss me back” she said as my eyes remained closed. I leaned in and contacted her lips as she had done to mine. “Now when I stick my tongue in your mouth I want you to touch my tongue with yours.” I opened my eyes and asked, “You’re going to stick your tongue into my mouth?” She smiled and said, “If I’m going to show you how to kiss then of course.” I took a deep breath and said, “Okay” as I closed my eyes again. We kissed each other’s lips when I felt her tongue lick my lips. I opened my mouth slightly and felt her tongue enter my mouth and touch my tongue. As she had told me when her tongue touched mine I felt her tongue with my own. I had thought that when Tatum told me she was going to teach me how to kiss I thought it was weird but it didn’t feel weird at all kissing her. It felt nice. When she stopped kissing me I felt like I didn’t want to stop. She smiled at me and said, “Congratulations. You now know how to kiss. The more you do it the better you get. Kind of like riding a bike.” To say I was disappointed with my date would be an understatement. I didn’t feel all too comfortable with him and we walked for so long that my feet were throbbing. When we kissed at the end of the date it didn’t feel anything like when Tatum kissed me. He was cute and all but I just didn’t feel anything toward him.

As the semester went on I felt closer to Tatum then to anyone I ever had in my life that wasn’t family. It was a Thursday night and Tatum had gone to an off-campus party while I stayed in and wrote in my marble notebook. A little after 1AM I changed and laid in bed trying to sleep. I tossed and turned and stared at my clock to see that it was now after 2AM. As I closed my eyes, I heard my door open and close. I opened my eyes to see Tatum, facing her bed, undressing. I had seen her change clothes before but she wasn’t changing clothes. I pulled my sheets over my head so she couldn’t see me looking at her. Within seconds she was completely nude. I had never seen another girl nude before. She laid in her bed under the sheets and spread her legs apart. She closed her eyes and touched her own tits with left hand as I saw her right hand moving quickly, up and down and side to side between her legs under her sheets. She was breathing heavy and starting to moan. I couldn’t look away. For well over fifteen minutes I watched Tatum rub her breasts while her right hand moved in between her legs until she opened her eyes, bit down on her bottom lip and let out a loud moan followed by shorter louds moans until she laid in bed breathing heavily for a moment. She climbed out of bed and walked nude past my bed and into the shower. I had trouble falling asleep but eventually did. The next night Tatum talked me into going to another off-campus party with her. It was at this party where I had my first drink. I only had 3 beers for the entire night but I was feeling a little dizzy and was slurring my speech. I had a good time as Tatum introduced me to a bunch of people. We both walked back to our dorm as my feet were now throbbing worse than on my date with Gregory. I took of my shoes and said, “My feet are killing me” as Tatum told me that she would rub them for me. I laid on her bed with my feet facing her as she laid with her feet facing me. The way she was rubbing my feet felt so good. I could tell that she was a bit drunk. She looked at me as she rubbed my feet and asked, “Were you watching me last night?” I nervously shook my head as she said, “It’s okay if you were.” I nervously smiled at her and responded, “I didn’t mean to.” She laughed and said, “It’s okay. I was worked up last night. You know how good it feels” she said as a matter of fact as I began to blush and said, “I don’t do that. I’ve never really wanted to touch myself that way.” She started to laugh hysterically as she stopped rubbing my feet. “Never been kissed before this year and never had an orgasm too.” She looked at me with this look I had never seen on her face before as she asked, “Are you curious about what an orgasm feels like?” I nervously laughed as I could feel my face become flush. I swallowed hard and nervously replied, “I’ve been curious about it.” She got off the bed, walked over to my bed, grabbed my pillows and placed them on her bed. She placed my two pillows under my head and asked, “Do you want one?” My heart started to pound in my chest as I asked, “Want one what?” She smiled at me and said, “An orgasm. Do you want to feel what it’s like to have an orgasm?” I looked at her nervously and asked, “How?” She giggled and replied, “Take your shorts and panties off.” I laughed nervously and replied, “I don’t think I’m comfortable with that but thank you” as I nervously grabbed my pillows and went to my bed. “Well if you ever change your mind, I’ll be happy to help you out” she said laughingly as she collapsed on her bed and quickly fell asleep. If I didn’t feel so awkward and weird about it I would have let her. As I laid in bed staring at the ceiling it began to bother me that I really wanted her to.

I don’t want you to think that I was a totally naïve small-town country girl. I had watched enough television and movies to know what sex was. I found many leading men to be good looking and like any normal girl wondered what it would be like to be the co-star in a romance movie. To feel a passionate kiss from a handsome man who professed his love for me and took me into bed. I knew that college was going to be a life changing but never thought my first kiss ever would be with my college roommate.  Tatum offered to give me an orgasm and I wanted her to. I was just too scared to let it happen but it didn’t change the fact that I wanted it to happen. A short couple of months into my new life in college and I was questioning my sexuality. The kiss between Tatum and me was so different from the kiss I had with Gregory. I liked kissing Tatum so much more but maybe it was a simple explanation of her being a better kisser. It could also be as simple of an explanation that I was comfortable around her and felt so close to her. I felt it best to just put those questions aside and get through my first semester. I was starting to come out of my shell and become more outgoing and it was because of Tatum. When we were hanging out with each other at parties or even just walking around campus she gave me confidence that I never had before. It was like I was becoming more like her and I didn’t mind it at all. We had similar schedules and had no classes from Thursday night all the way until Monday morning. From Thursday night until Sunday morning we partied and drank every week. I was meeting new people and having the time of my life. For the first time in my life my feeling of awkwardness wasn’t at the forefront of my being. My first semester came and went quickly. In a blur I was studying for finals and getting ready for winter break. Tatum was going home to split time between her mom in Mesa and her dad in Tucson and I was on my home to Uncle Bryce in downtown Phoenix. He was going to pick me up but Tatum insisted in dropping me off. When we drove up to the front of the apartment building Uncle Bryce was waiting there for me. Tatum came out of the car and said hello to my Uncle as he did the same. As she walked back into her car I could see the way he was looking at her. He looked at me and said, “Why didn’t I go to college?” I rolled my eyes and said, “Gross, she’s the same age as me you know.” He looked at me and grinned and said, “I didn’t say anything about her.” I let out a small laugh and shook my head.

“Would it kill you to visit me at school at least once?” I asked as he replied, “I remember what it was like to be 18 and I know the last thing you would want is to have my 41-year-old ass hanging around.” I shook my head and responded, “It would still be nice you know.” He laughed and said, “Point well taken heartbreaker. So, how’s the heartbreaking coming along.” I rolled my eyes and replied, “As cool as you are, you’re still my uncle and it would be weird talking to you about things like that.” He smiled and said, “Well I am cool which is why I have a date tonight.” I opened my mouth wide and said, “It’s my first day back and you’re already going out tonight?” He started to laugh and replied, “If you saw her you would understand.” I shook my head and said, “Let me guess, she’s like 30?” He laughed and said, “Not even close.” I rolled my eyes and said, “Of course, she’s younger. You know I love you but it’s disturbing to me when you date these girls that are close to half your age. What do you have in common with these girls anyway?” He shrugged his shoulders and replied, “I’m not looking to settle down and neither are they. How much more in common does it need to be.” I laughed and said, “You know that’s not what I meant.” He laughed and kissed me on my forehead and asked if I was hungry as I shook my head in response. “Well, heartbreaker, I have a few errands to run and need to get ready for tonight but tomorrow it’s just me and you for the day, okay?” I smiled and replied, “More than okay.” We spent the next day hanging around the apartment, watching movies and eating popcorn and talked. “You seem a little different” Uncle Bryce said as I responded, “Different how?” He smiled and said, Nothing, bad heartbreaker, you just seem a little different. I a little more, sure of yourself.” I shrugged my shoulders and without thinking picked up the beer he was drinking and took a drink. As I removed the bottle from my lips my eyes got big as I said, “Ugh, how can you drink that? Awful, just awful” as he laughed and took the beer from me. “I was 18 once you know” he said as I nervously smiled and started laughing. We spent Christmas at my grandparent’s house as well as New Years. For as much as I liked being home with Uncle Bryce and seeing my grandparents I missed Tatum terribly. We talked on the phone and texted a lot but I missed spending time with her and hanging out. Before long it was time to go back to school.

When I arrived back at my dorm room I laid on my bed and watched television for a while until my door opened. In walked Tatum who proceeded to jump on top of me and hug me tightly as she said, “I’ve missed you so much!” as I hugged her back. She laid on the side of me as we caught up about what we did during the break. She looked a little sad so I asked, “What’s wrong.” She sat up and looked at me. “My ex bestie kept reaching out to me during the break. Part of me wants to forgive but the other part of me just yells out full of shit. I don’t know what to do.” “I wish I could give you advice about what to do with your best friend but I can’t. You’re the closest friend I’ve ever had in my life and I’ve known you for what, three months?” She rolled her eyes and said, “No, four months” and laughed. I smiled and said, “Well I guess if it’s meant that you two become friends again it will happen.” She nodded her head in agreement and said, “Guess so.” Since we didn’t have classes for another couple of days we went to a huge off campus party that night. There was this guy who wouldn’t take his eyes off me and it was making me uncomfortable. It seemed that whenever I walked out of a room to get away I would find him a few feet away from me a few minutes later. Tatum looked at me and said, “I think you have a stalker but at least he’s a cute stalker.” I nervously smiled at her as she walked across the room and said something to the guy. She spoke to him for few minutes and proceeded to walk the guy over to me. “Emery, this is Jason. Jason this is Emery. You two talk now” she said as she left us alone. She was right, he was cute and he was also very nervous which made me feel less nervous for some reason. “I’m sorry that I kept staring at you. I was trying to work up the nerve to talk to you.” I let out a small laugh and asked, “Why would you be nervous to talk to me of all people.” He let out a small laugh as he looked at me and said, “Beautiful and not stuck up at all.” I couldn’t help it but hearing him call me beautiful brought a smile to my face. We spent the night talking and he walked me back to my dorm room. My heart was racing as we made small talk and stopped in front of my door. “Emery, I would like to see you again. Can I have your number” he said nervously as I smiled and nodded my head. He handed me his cell phone and I typed in my phone number and handed it back to him. He smiled and leaned in to kiss me but instead leaning in to kiss him and kind of moved my head and gave him a hug instead. I stopped hugging him and said, “Call me” as I went into my dorm room and sat on our huge bean bag chair. I wanted to let him kiss me but I was nervous. I figured if he called me and we went out on a date maybe I would let him kiss me then. Just thinking of him brought a smile to my face. I was sitting in my room for a little over an hour and was starting to become worried that Tatum wasn’t back yet. It was almost 2AM and she would normally call me if she wasn’t coming home. I decided to walk back to the party so I could look for her. As I walked into the party I saw Ronnie asked, “Have you seen Tatum?” He nodded his head and with slurred speech said, “She’s with Doug upstairs.” I knew that Doug liked her but whenever I questioned her about him she would always say, “I know he like me but I’m not into him.” I had a bad feeling so I went up the stairs and started opening door after door until I finally opened the right door. Tatum was passed out on a bed with Doug standing at the foot of the bed taking off his shirt. “What are you doing?!” I yelled at Doug as he quickly spun his body around to face me. He took a loud and hard swallow and said, “Nothing, I just spilled something on my shirt.” I shook my head in disgust and said, “Make sure to wash it” as I got onto the bed and started lightly tapping Tatum’s face. After a few seconds she looked at me and said, “Hi, Emery. I’m so wasted.” She could barely talk. I picked her up from the bed and helped her down the stairs with Doug walking closely behind us. “I can watch after her" he said as I yelled out, “Whatever it is that you thought you were going to do is not happening!” She was having trouble walking and I couldn’t make out what she was trying to tell me. Her eyes were red and she was having trouble walking.

When we finally made it back to our dorm room I laid Tatum on her bed. I couldn’t tell if she was breathing by looking at her so I put my ear next to her mouth. She was breathing but was taking short breathes. I was scared and didn’t know what to do. I stacked up three pillows and propped her up so that she was almost in a sitting up position. I laid myself next to her and barely slept a wink. A little after 10AM she started to come to. She looked at me with confusion and said, “My head is fucking killing me. How did we get here?” I told her that after Jason walked me home I started to worry that she wasn’t back yet so I went to the party and found her passed out on a bed with Doug removing his shirt at the foot of the bed. I told her that I yelled at Doug and had to practically carry her home. “Tatum, you cannot get that wasted at parties.” She looked at me and said, “I barely had anything to drink. The last thing I remember was going up to Doug’s room so he could show me a picture or something and waking up here.” She sat up in her bed and put her hand on her forehead. “I feel fucking terrible. This is the worst hang over of my life.” I shook my head and replied, “I thought you didn’t drink that much.” She looked confused and said, “I didn’t. I had like three beers and a few vodka and cranberries that Doug gave me.” She looked at me and yelled out “That fucker roofied me!” She looked at me as she started to tear up and hugged me tightly. “He was going to rape me and he didn’t because you saved me.” Terror engulfed my body as I said, “We need to go the police.” She shook her head and replied, “Fuck the police. When I’m done with him he’ll wish he were dead.” I shook my head and said, “Tatum, if he did it to you he’ll do it to other girls if he hasn’t already. We need to stop him.” We went to the campus police a few days later but was told that if she had indeed been drugged it was out of her system by now and since she wasn’t assaulted there was nothing that could be done. The officer yelled at Tatum and said she should have come in that day. Tatum wasn’t quite the same after that. She was still her usual self on the outside but it seemed to me that she was no longer as trusting as she had once been.

Jason did call me and we started seeing each other. I liked him a lot. He was funny, kind, sweet, smart and so cute. He was a little taller than me, had short black hair and light brown eyes. It was a Wednesday night. Tatum had an evening class and Jason was sick in bed so I stayed in and tried to catch up with some school work I had been putting off. I heard a knock on the door. I arose from my desk chair, walked over to the door and opened it. There before me stood a good looking tall guy. He had neat combed blonde hair, dark blue eyes and was muscular. “Is Tatum here?” he asked nervously. I shook my head and replied, “No, but she should be back soon. She’s in class.” He nodded his head and asked, “Is it okay if I come inside and wait for her?” I nodded my head and said sure as he smiled at me and walked inside. “I’m Emery, Tatum’s roommate.” He smiled at me and responded, “I’m Lucas. Me and Tatum go way back. We grew up together and have kind of lost touch a little. I miss her so I came to see her.” We sat in awkward silence for a while until Tatum came walking into the room. She looked at Lucas and yelled out, “What the fuck are you doing here?!” He looked nervous but replied, “Tatum, this is crazy. You’ve been my best friend since we were 5 years old. I love you and I miss you. Please we can get past this.” She snarled at him and said, “Get past this? You mean get past the fact that you fucked my girlfriend?! You know how I felt about her but you did what you did, didn’t you?” He took a deep breath and yelled out, “I didn’t know how else to prove it to you. How many times did I say how wrong she was for you? How many times did I tell you she wasn’t being faithful? You were in total denial.” She shook her head and replied, “Maybe but if that was the case I could have found out in different way. I walked in on you two on graduation night. What should have been one of the best days of my life was ruined because of you!” He walked over to her and put his hand on her shoulder. “Tatum, I know that I could have handled things with you and Amanda differently but I didn’t want you to leave for college being attached to her. If I could take it back I would but I can’t. You look great by the way.” She rolled her eyes and said, “I know I do and you’re an asshole!” He nodded his head and replied, “Yeah I know I’m an asshole but this asshole has been your best friend for 13 years and is asking for forgiveness.” She shook her head and said, “Key word being has been as in no longer. Get the fuck out of my room.” He looked sad and defeated. “Tatum, please stop shutting me out, I need you in my life. If you want me to leave and never come back that’s what I’ll do but don’t you miss me at all?” She smacked his hand from her shoulder and yelled out, “Of course I miss you, asshole! I just need more time.” “Can I at least get a hug for the road?” he asked. She looked at him and asked, “When did you get here?” He smiled and replied, “Like twenty minutes ago.” She shook her head and replied, “I can’t let your drive all the way back to school after being here for only twenty minutes. Just stay here and go back tomorrow.” He smiled and hugged her. “I’ll leave you too alone for a while. I’m going to check in on Jason.”

As I walked across campus I was confused for a moment until the obvious hit me. Tatum’s ex best friend is Lucas meaning that Tatum’s ex was Amanda. Was Tatum a lesbian? She was obviously in a relationship with a girl but she was always so flirtatious around guys. Maybe she was bi-sexual? Had she kissed me to help me out or had she kissed me because she wanted to? Had she offered to give me an orgasm for me or for her? Was she attracted to me?  I didn’t know how to feel or what it was I was feeling. I stopped into a convenience store and picked up tissues, cough medicine and cough drops for Jason. I walked to his dorm and opened the door. As I looked at what I saw I dropped the bag onto his floor. There was a girl, topless with her huge tits flopping up and down on top of Jason. She looked at me and yelled out “What the fuck?” as she covered her breasts and removed herself from on top of Jason. He rolled over and looked at me and said, “Emery! What are you doing here?” as tears filled my eyes and I ran out of the room. I was crying hysterically as I walked across campus and took a seat on a bench. I liked him so much and thought that things were going so well between us. He told me he was sick so he could have sex with another girl? I sat on the bench for over an hour until I decided to go back to my dorm room. When I got back to the dorm, Lucas and Tatum weren’t there. I threw myself onto my bed and cried my eyes out. About an hour later Jason came walking into my room. “Emery, we need to talk.” I looked at him with sadness and replied, “There’s nothing for us to talk about.” He shook his head and said, “We never said that we were exclusive and weren’t seeing anyone else.” I looked at him with disgust and replied, “I thought it was a given. Why would you treat me so well and make me feel like this about you if you didn’t want to be with me?” “I didn’t say I don’t want to be with you.” I again looked at him with disgust and said, “Actions speak louder than words. To think I was going to sleep with you. Get out and never speak to me again” I cried out. “Emery…..” he started to say as I screamed at the top of my lungs “Get out!” As he closed the door behind him I said to myself, “Heartbreaker? More like the girl to have her heart broken.” I cried myself to sleep and fell into a deep slumber.

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

I don’t know why but knowing that Tatum was gay made me look at her differently. I remembered how much I liked kissing her and I knew how beautiful she was. Part of me was beyond curious and the other half of me was frightened because of it. I again pushed it aside and went about my normal routine. I remember I was sick as a dog and there was a huge rainstorm. I laid in bed with the shakes. I was cold, then hot, hot then cold. I was tossing and turning for what seemed like forever. Tatum walked into our room and sat on my bed. She felt my forehead and said, “You’re burning up.” She grabbed a thermometer and checked my temperature. “Wow, Emery 102. You need to cool down” She left the room and came back with a small bucket a few minutes later. She filled it with water and soaked a large soft looking sponge. “Clothes off” she said as I asked, “Why?” “I’m going to give you a sponge bath to bring you’re fever down.” I smiled and said, “Thanks Tatum but that’s okay.” She shook her head and replied, “If your fever gets any higher it can be dangerous. Now out of bed, clothes off and into the shower. “I couldn’t argue with her logic so I got out of bed and went into the shower and removed my clothes. I was now standing in the shower completely nude. Tatum walked in and said, “You don’t have anything I haven’t seen before, Emery” which made me feel less nervous. She put on the water and it was freezing. She had me stand under freezing cold water for a few minutes then turned the water off. She got into the shower with me and proceeded to give me a cold sponge bath. As she sponged my body I closed my eyes. It felt so good that a feeling came over me that I had never had before. I couldn’t explain it at the time. As she caressed my dripping cold naked body with the sponge it made me shiver. She sponged almost every inch of my body. She sponged my back, ass, legs, inner things, breasts and neck. I don’t know the exact amount of time that passed but I did know that I didn’t want it to stop. When she was done she removed a huge comforter from her closet and wrapped my up like a new born baby. She forced some night time medicine down my throat and kissed my forehead. “Sleep, it will make you feel better. I’ll keep on an eye on you, okay?” as I replied with drowsiness, “Okay.” Later, I slowly opened my eyes to see Tatum standing over me. She removed the comforter from me as I now laid naked in my bed. She laid down next to me and nuzzled her head into my neck and kissed it lightly. She started to kiss my neck as I laid there in silence. She continued to kiss my neck and began to touch my tits and my nipples as I slowly exhaled. She climbed on top of me and kissed my lips and began to lick my tits and nipples. She slowly kissed down my stomach and began to lick and kiss my inner thighs. I separated my legs as I watched her head lower to between my legs. As her head started moving toward my pussy I heard the faint noise of an alarm in the background which started to get louder and louder. I opened my eyes to see the time on the clock. “Shut that fucking thing off” she said in a low drowsy voice as reached over and turned off my alarm. Panic came over my body as I came to the realization that I just had an erotic dream about Tatum. I was never so confused.

A few months into my second semester I decided to go home for the weekend to see my Uncle Bryce. I wanted to surprise him so I didn’t let him know I was coming. A friend of mine, Jessie, drove me home late on a Thursday night. I put my key into the door and walked into the pitched black apartment. I turned on the living room light and put my bag down as I saw a naked woman walk out of the bathroom. “Holy shit!” she exclaimed as she covered her nude body. I stood there as if frozen as my uncle came running into the room. “Emery!” he yelled out as the woman ran into his bedroom. “I wanted to surprise you” I said in a low voice as he laughed and replied, “I think you surprised her more than me.” A few minutes later the woman came out of my uncle’s bedroom wearing one of his robes and smiled at me. “Hi, I’m Jillian. You must be Bryce’s niece” as I looked at her shyly and replied, “Yeah and sorry about earlier.” She laughed and said, “It’s fine.” She was beautiful. She was kind of short, like 5 feet 4 or shorter but had long blond hair and ice blue eyes. She didn’t seem to be the usual kind of woman that I was used to seeing my uncle with. She didn’t look old or anything just not in her twenties or even early thirties. “Maybe you and I get together one of these days” she said as I replied, “Sure” even though I was confused. Why was this woman, Jillian, interested in getting together with me? I thought to myself. She kissed my uncle and said, “I have an early day tomorrow. I’m going to go but see you tomorrow night” as a look of disappointment came over his face. “Sure” he replied as she went into his bedroom and left a few short minutes later. “Who is that?” I asked as he replied, “Jillian.” I rolled my eyes and said, “I know her name but who is she?” He smiled and said, “Well she’s kind of my girlfriend.” I let out a chuckle and repeated, “Girlfriend.” He slowly nodded his head and said, “Well, kind of sort of, it’s complicated.” I looked at him and raised my eyebrows. “What’ so complicated about it?” I asked as he replied, “Well she’s kind of married.” “Uncle Bryce! You’ve way crossed the line!” I yelled out. He started laughing and replied, “She’s been separated for a couple of years and is finalizing her divorce.” I laughed and asked, “How old is she?” He smiled and replied, “37.” “37? A little old for your taste no?” as he shook his head and replied, “Enough about her. What are you doing here?” I rolled my eyes and replied, “I thought I lived here and besides I miss you.” He hugged me and said, “I miss you too.” We talked for a while until I decided to call it a night. The following night Jillian came over and made dinner for us. I immediately liked her. To be completely honest she reminded me a lot of my mother. Watching my uncle around her was like watching a completely different person. He seemed a little nervous around her and not his usual super confident self. I could see the care for her in his eyes and his disposition change when she hugged him or even spoke to him. On Sunday afternoon as he drove me back to campus I said, “I really like Jillian” as she he replied, “Me too” with his face lighting up. “What’s going on Uncle Bryce?” I asked as he asked in reply, “What do you mean?” I rolled my eyes and looked at him. “Jillian” I said as he responded, “I don’t know.” I studied his face for a moment as yelled out, “Holy crap, you’re serious about her, aren’t you?!” He shook his head and replied, “I don’t even know what that means.” As he pulled up to campus I kissed him on his cheek and said, “Whatever. Love you” as he told me he loved me too and I exited the car.

When I walked into my dorm room I walked in on Tatum kissing a girl in the middle of the dorm room. “Emery, welcome back!” Tatum yelled out. “Jessica this is my roomie Emery. Emery this is Jessica.” I smiled and said, “Hi, Jessica” as I looked at her. She was beyond pretty. She had shoulder length straight brown hair and hazel eyes. She was around five feet seven and had an amazingly fit body. She smiled at me and then looked at Tatum. “I have to run but I’ll call you later, okay?” as Tatum happily nodded and said, “You better.” As soon as Jessica left the room, Tatum let out a yelp of joy. “When you went home on Thursday night I went to a party with Erick and Fiona and met Jessica. We hit it off from the start. It was like we knew each other for forever. I have never been so comfortable with anyone in my life. We spent the last two nights together and it’s been amazing.” I smiled and asked, “Together?” She smiled and nodded her head quickly. “No one has ever made me feel the way she made me feel over and again” she said laughingly. I let out a small laugh as Tatum said, “I so need a shower” as she grabbed an outfit and went into the shower. I sat on my bed with a feeling coursing through my body that I had never felt before. I couldn’t even describe it. She looked so happy but I wasn’t happy for her. I felt sad but didn’t know why. As the weeks went on Jessica was quickly becoming a fixture. She was always around and when she wasn’t Tatum was on her cell phone talking and texting with her. Jessica was sweet and nice and no matter how hard I tried to like her I couldn’t. It didn’t make any sense to me. She was always nice to me and went out of her way to try and engage me in conversation but I didn’t care for her at all. When I watched them kiss or walk as they held hands it made me anxious and I would find myself with a weird feeling in the pit of my stomach. The more time they spent together the less time I was spending with Tatum myself and I didn’t like it. They were together for a little over a month as we sat in our dorm room on a Saturday night watching a movie as the cuddled on the huge bean bag chair. “I’m not into these movie at all. I’m going to find something to do” I said as I put on my sneakers and left the room. I walked around campus for a while and found myself on the same bench that I had been sitting on earlier in the year when I walked in on Jason and that girl. It was a clear night without a cloud in the sky. The stars looked so bright and close it felt as if I could reach out and touch them. I sat there gazing at the stars when I heard a voice say, “Awesome night isn’t it” I turned to my right to see a guy looking up at the sky. I hadn’t even noticed that he was sitting next to me. I looked back up to the sky as I replied, “Yeah it is” as I looked at him. “Hi, I’m Lance” he said as I didn’t respond. He let out a laugh and said, “This is the part where you tell me your name.” I felt bad for not responding so I replied, “Sorry, I’m Emery.” He smiled at me and said, “Nice to meet you Emery” as I smiled back at him. He was so cute. When he smiled I could see faint dimples in his cheeks. He had a big bright smile and short black hair and light blue eyes. I could see the muscle definition in his arms. “So, Emery, what are you doing here sitting on my bench?” he asked. I rolled my eyes and replied, “I didn’t know this bench belonged to you.” “Well this is the bench I come to when I’m feeling stressed out beyond belief. When it starts to get to be too much I sit here for a while and feel much better afterward.” I shrugged my shoulders as I looked at him. “You don’t know who I am do you?” he asked with surprise. I shook my head and replied, “No, should I?” He laughed and said, “Guess not” and continued to ask, “You want to walk with me?” I shook my head and said, “Not especially” as he said, “Ouch.” I felt bad and said, “I didn’t mean that I didn’t want to walk with you. It’s just that I don’t feel much like walking right now.” He smiled and said, “Well that makes me feel better.” We sat on the bench and talked for hours. I found him easy to talk to and attractive. When he finally stood up I realized how tall he was. He had to be at least six feet five inches tall. “You maybe want to do this again some time?” he asked as I replied, “Yeah, I would” as I gave him my number. “See you soon Emery?” he said as I replied, “Hopefully.”

Not before long Lance and I began dating even though I hadn’t said a word about him to Tatum. We had been dating for close to a month when Lance walked me into my dorm room after a date. Tatum looked at him and then looked at me as I introduced them. He kissed me goodbye as Tatum looked at me and said, “Holy shit, you went on fucking date with Lance Donaldson?” I shrugged my shoulders and replied, “I’ve been seeing him close to a month.” She looked at me with a puzzled look and said, “You’ve been dating Lance fucking Donaldson for close to a month and you didn’t say anything to me.” I shrugged my shoulders and replied, “There isn’t much to say. Anyway, how do you know his last name?” She looked at me with bewilderment and replied, “How the fuck could I not?” as she grabbed her laptop and entered his name into the search engine. “Arizona State University star shooting guard, Lance Donaldson” was one result as I continued to view the screen. “1st Team All American Lance Donaldson drops 50!”, “Is Lance Donaldson going to declare for the draft?” read another caption. “I know he’s a basketball player, Tatum” I said with annoyance. She looked at me and said, “Emery, he’s not a basketball player, he’s like the basketball player.” I shrugged my shoulders and replied, “Okay, whatever” With the school year coming to an end, Lance and I became closer and closer and even started double dating with Tatum and Jessica. When the school year ended I was relieved to find that Lance was returning to school for his senior year and would be staying at his off-campus apartment with a couple of his teammates. All I knew was that I never felt the way I did around anyone as I did when I was with him. We spent as much time as we could with each other during the summer. My uncle liked him a lot but for whatever reason Jillian seemed to only tolerate him. It was fourth of July weekend. My uncle and Jillian were going away and I had the apartment all to myself. Me and Lance went to the movies and went back to my apartment afterward. We went into my bedroom and kissed as he laid his muscular body on top of me. I know how bad he wanted to have sex with me but I didn’t want to rush things. As we kissed on my bed that night I knew I was ready to give him what he wanted. I gazed into his eyes and said, “Lance, I’m ready” as he smiled and kissed me passionately. I was beyond nervous. He had never seen me naked and I never let him touch me underneath my clothes but tonight I was going to give myself to him. I put my hand on his shoulder and asked, “Do you have protection?” as he nodded his head, smiled and kissed me passionately. My heart was racing as he slowly caressed my body and removed my shirt. He touched my tits over my bra and undid it as he kissed me. I could feel his dick become rock hard as he grinded against me. He slowly pulled down my shorts and panties at the same time as I now laid nude on my bed. He removed his shirt, kicked off his sneakers and pulled down his shorts and underwear. I looked at his chiseled body and rock-hard cock and thought to myself, “Am I really going to let him put that giant thing inside of me.” He got on top of me and kissed me as I felt his rock-hard cock touch my pussy. He slowly kissed down my stomach as I felt his tongue lick the top of my pussy. It felt good as I placed my hands, on top of his head. He licked the top of my pussy for a little while until I felt his tongue penetrate me. I let out a small gasp as he moved his tongue in and out of my pussy. He removed himself from between my legs, went into his wallet and removed a condom. I watched him place the condom onto his cock and he once again climbed on top of me. As he inserted himself into me I let out a small grunt. It didn’t feel all too great at first but as he started moving in and out of me it started to feel better. I closed my eyes and wrapped my arms around his back as he slowly moved in and out of me. He started to move faster and faster and said, “You’re so fucking tight” as I didn’t respond. “Whose pussy is this?” he asked as I again didn’t respond. He was talking dirty and saying all these odd things to me. All I kind think about was “This is not what I was expecting and this is far from those romance movies I liked so much.” It’s not that it didn’t feel good it’s just that I didn’t feel much of anything toward him during sex. I expected to feel this mind-altering connection to him but I didn’t. All I could think of was “How long before he’s finished.” He started to fuck me harder and harder until he let out a huge kind of grunt and I felt his cock begin to pulsate inside of me. He collapsed onto me and started kissing me as he slowly removed himself from inside of me. I smiled at him and cuddled up to him as he breathed heavily and said, “That was great” as I smiled and replied, “Yeah, it was.” A few minutes later he got dressed, kissed me goodbye and left for home. I laid in bed for a while unsure of how to feel. I just gave my virginity to a great guy who I felt so close to but the act itself left me feeling empty. Maybe it was just that I had built it up so much in my head that I thought it would be different. I laid in bed for a little while, took a shower, washed and changed my sheets and went to sleep with a feeling of disappointment.

When I talked to Tatum the next day I didn’t feel like telling her that I finally had sex and given into Lance. After talking with Tatum, I decided to write about losing my virginity in the form of a story. The events were fact but the characters were fiction. When my uncle and Jillian arrived home a couple of days later Jillian could tell that something was bothering me. “You want to do lunch?” she asked as I replied, “No, not really but thank you. Maybe some other time.” She just smiled and nodded her head. As the weeks of the summer went on, Lance expected sex whenever we were together and would become upset whenever I didn’t want to. It’s not that I didn’t enjoy sex I just didn’t want to have sex all the time. After Lance and I had sex I often found myself with a feeling of emptiness which I didn’t understand at all. Although Tatum and I said we would hang out during the summer it just never happened. I was trying to make as much time as possible for Lance as she was doing the same thing with Jessica.  We talked practically every day and when we didn’t speak we would text each other throughout the day. Thankfully the summer came and went quickly and before I knew it I would be back at school.

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

That night after Tatum left for the party I laid in my bed and stared at the ceiling. If I wasn’t in love with Lance and wasn’t sure if I wanted to be with him why was I with him? We never even said I love you to each other. Maybe he wasn’t in love with me either. I made the decision right there and then that me and Lucas shouldn’t be together anymore and decided that I should end it with him. I texted him to come over and he did over two hours later. I could tell he had been drinking when he walked in and could smell it on his breath when he kissed me hello. “Lance, we need to talk about something.” He smiled and said, “Say no more I know exactly what you want” as he started to take his shirt off. I rolled my eyes and asked, “What is it with you. All you want to do is fuck my brains out.” He looked confused and said, “Fine, what do you want to talk to me about?” I took a deep breath and said, “I’ve been doing a lot of thinking and, I, I’m…” as he cut me off and began to look pale. “Are you fucking breaking up with me?!” With a pained look on my face I slowly nodded my head. He started to breathe heavily and ran his fingers through his hair. “Emery, I love you! Don’t you love me?” I looked at him with surprise and said, “Lance, you don’t love me. You just think you do.” He became angry and yelled out, “I know what the fuck it is I’m feeling. Answer the damn question. Do you love me?” As tears started to flow from my eyes I looked at him and said, “I’m sorry. I really care about you but I can’t force myself to feel something that’s not there.” He closed his eyes and started to cry. “I didn’t declare for the draft for you Emery!” “I didn’t ask you to Lance” I replied. He punched a gaping hole into the wall and yelled out, “You’re going to regret this! I’m putting everything into basketball and I’m going to get drafted first next year! When you see me on television and see what I’m going to be, you’re going to regret doing this!” I slowly walked toward him and said, “It doesn’t have to be like this. We can be friends Lance” as I placed my hand on my shoulder. He grabbed my arm and pushed it away. “Fuck you Emery!” he yelled out as Tatum walked in. He looked at her, opened the door and slammed it so hard behind him I thought the door broke. Tatum looked at me with concern as she saw the hole in the wall and the tears streaming from my eyes. “Are you okay?” she asked as I started to hysterically cry. “He’s so angry. He hates me!” She hugged me and said, “I guess you broke it off. He may hate you now but he’ll get over it eventually.” I laid on my bed as Tatum sat on the corner of my bed. “If I don’t love him and don’t want to be with him why do I feel so bad?” I asked through my tears. She looked at me with compassion and said, “It sucks to have your heart broken but probably worse to hurt someone you don’t want to hurt.” At that moment I heard my uncles voice say in my head, “Hey heartbreaker.”

As the school year went on I did my best to get back to my usual routine but I was unhappy and lonely. I missed Lance but not in a romantic way. I missed his friendship. Tatum was partying like crazy and was going out practically every night of the week. She was wasted almost every night and was hooking up with girl after girl. She was starting to remind me of my uncle before he met Jillian. I was starting to worry about her. On a Friday night a few months through our first semester she walked in earlier than usual but looked different. She looked sad and depressed. She looked at me and said, “I don’t want to do this anymore. It was fun at first but it’s not anymore. I’m tired of living like this. “Tatum, talk to me. Tell me what’s wrong.” She started to cry and said, “I’m fucking heartbroken. All the partying and random hooking up isn’t helping at all. I thought if fucking would. I can’t believe Jessica left me.” I was shocked. “Tatum, you told me you were relieved when she broke it off with you.” She looked at me with anger and said, “I know what I fucking said. I was lying okay?!” I nodded my head and said, “I don’t know how to help you.” She looked at me with sad eyes and asked, “Will you lay down with me and just hold me?” I smiled and took her by her hand and walked over to her bed. We laid on her bed with me holding her from behind. “I’m never going to be fucking happy. I’m never going to find anyone and I’m going to wind up old and alone with a bunch of fucking cat’s. The kids will all say, there’s the crazy cat lady.” I laughed and said, “You’re 19 Tatum not 90. There’s someone out there for all of us. My mom had my dad. My grandfather has my grandmother. My uncle Bryce has Jillian and we’re both going to find that special someone one day.” She laughed through her sobs and said, “Your positivity is sickening.” I laughed and said, “I know but that’s why our relationship works. We balance each other out.” She laughed and responded, “That we do.” She rolled over and placed her head on my shoulder. Within a few minutes she was sound asleep. I looked at her as she slept and thought, “I wish I could do something to make her feel better. I closed my eyes and as I felt the call of sleep.

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

A little after midnight we called it a night. Tatum’s bedroom was larger than my house was in Wyoming. There was a huge king-sized bed in the center of the room and a giant flat screen television on the wall across from it. She had a couch and a coffee table inside of her bedroom. There were tons of pictures hanging on the walls. She had a palatial bathroom inside of her bedroom. I was in awe of all of it. We took turns taking showers and laid in her giant bed. I looked at her and asked, “How old is your dad?” She smiled and said, “He just turned 35.” For all the talking we did as roommates in college I never truly understood her life growing up until that night. She told me how her mom and dad got together when they were both 15 and that her mom became pregnant soon thereafter. When they turned 18, they got married but they were too young to make it work and not even two years later they divorced. She told me how much her mom and dad’s parents hated each other and how she was constantly being shipped back and forth between Mesa and Tucson. That she was so much closer to her dad than her mom because her dad wanted her and her mom somewhat resented her. That her step mom was a model and had just turned 31 and that she felt closer to Gina than she ever had to her own mother. That Gina was the one who helped her come out to her family. That when her mother remarried she started a family that she wanted that resulted in her three step brothers which she had issue being around because she always wanted her mom to look at her the way she looked at them. I just sat and listened as she talked, letting her words sink into me. After Tatum fell asleep I just laid in bed and looked around the room. A little after 2AM I got out of bed and left the bedroom. I walked throughout the huge home and found myself in the kitchen. I opened a huge sliding glass door and closed it behind me. Outside there was a huge pool and beautiful outdoor furniture. I walked down spiral concrete steps to find Gina sitting outside having a glass of wine. “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to bother you” I said in a low voice. She smiled and laughed and said, “You’re not bothering me at all. Glass of wine?” I shook my head and said, “No thank you, I don’t drink alcohol” as she laughed, poured a glass of wine and handed it to me. “Like I believe that for a second.” I laughed nervously and took a sip of the wine. “Having trouble sleeping?” she asked as I nodded my head. “You and Tatum are close” she said as I replied, “I thought we were but I can say after tonight definitely.” She smiled and said, “Beside Lucas you’re the only friend she’s ever brought home.” I was confused. One of the first things Tatum had ever said to me was how popular she was. “She wasn’t popular?” I asked Gina as she smiled and said, “Very popular but there’s a huge difference between being popular because of who you are and because of what you have. Tatum hasn’t had it easy Emery.” I finished my glass of wine as she poured me another. “I’m happy that she has you in her life. I was so worried when she accepted that scholarship to Arizona State. Darwin offered to pay for her to go to college anywhere she wanted but she would hear nothing of it. I think she just wants to be closer to her mom. I mean what girl her age would choose to drive a ten-year old Corolla over a new Porsche?” she said. “She has a Porsche?” I asked in amazement, as Gina smiled and said, “Yeah, in the garage. A graduation present from me and Darwin. She drove it a few times but I don’t think she likes the attention it brings.” Gina and I talked until well after 4AM when I felt the effects of the wine make me want to sleep. I said goodnight and went back to Tatum’s bedroom. I laid next to her and watched her sleep. I thought I knew everything about her but realized I only knew what she allowed me to know. I felt sad for her.

I awoke a little after 10AM. I rolled out of bed and walked out of the bedroom and toward the kitchen where I could hear Tatum talking to her dad. “Good morning sleepyhead” she said to me as I said, “Sorry I had trouble sleeping” as her dad replied, “Nothing a bottle of wine or two can’t help with.” I nervously smiled as Tatum looked at me and said, “Gina bonding, huh?” as I smiled and let out a small laugh. “When Gina wakes up from her coma we’re going to do a little shopping if that’s okay” as I replied, “Whatever you want to do.” Darwin said, “I have to head to the office for a little while but I promise I’ll be home early as he kissed her forehead and gave her a tight hug. I washed up and changed into my clothes as Tatum laid on the couch in her room. I looked her and asked, “What color is your Porsche?” She looked at me with amusement and replied, “Candy Apple Red. Special order.” “Can I see it?” I asked as she said, “Sure, follow me” as I followed her into a huge garage where a beautiful 911 Porsche sat. “How can you not drive that?” I asked with amazement. “I’ve driven it, I just didn’t want to take it to school so people could be like, oh there’s the hot girl with the Porsche.” She smiled at me and asked, “Do you want to drive it?” I quickly shook my head and responded, “I don’t even have a learner’s permit.” She laughed and said “Who gives a fuck? I promise you won’t wind up in jail. Wait here.” She came back a minute later with the keys to the car and handed it to me. She taught me how to drive in less than two hours. When we got back home Gina was waiting for us. We went shopping for a few hours in what seemed like a never-ending amount of luxury stores. When we got back Darwin was cooking outside on a grill. We had a late lunch early dinner and sat outside for hours as I listened to them reminisce about things. It was now dark outside as Darwin and Gina headed inside as Tatum looked at me and asked, “Hot tub?” “Sure, but I don’t have anything to wear. She smiled at me as she took of her shirt and shorts and now stood in her bra and panties. She smiled at me and walked into the hot tub. I shrugged my shoulders and removed my shirt and shorts and joined her in the hot tub. We sat in the hot tub and talked for hours. “Thank you for coming home with me” she said as I replied, “Thank you for inviting me. Your dad and Gina are awesome.” She smiled and said, “I know right. I’m a lucky girl.” She closed her eyes as she sat back in the hot tub. Something came over me that I couldn’t quite explain. As I watched the water of the hot tub flow over her bra and looked at her face I thought back to last year when she kissed me on my bed for my first ever kiss. At that moment I wanted it to happen again. She opened her eyes and looked at me oddly as she said, “I’m tired how about you?” I nodded my head as we exited the hot tub and walked into the kitchen soaking wet. I went into her bedroom and into her bathroom where I grabbed a towel and tried to dry myself off. Tatum came into the bedroom a couple of minutes later with a bottle of tequila and two shot glasses. She poured two shots and handed me on as we laughed, clinked glasses and drank. We sat on the couch talking and taking shot after shot until less than half the bottle remained.

She got off the couch and said, “I’m shitfaced” as she laughed and took her panties off. She removed her bra and now stood before me completely nude. I couldn’t take my eyes off her as I gazed upon her amazing nude body. She looked at me with confusion and said, “Emery are you okay?” I slowly nodded my head and replied nervously, “I’ve never seen you naked before.” From the look on her face I could tell she was thinking until she started laughing and said, “You’re right! I’ve never been naked in front of you before!” as she continued to laugh. I swallowed hard as she said, “I’ve seen you naked before how come you’ve never seen me naked before?” I nervously replied, “I have no idea.” She smiled at me mischievously and spun herself around like a ballerina and asked, “What do you think?” as she poured another shot and drank it. I swallowed hard and said, “Nice” in a low shy voice. She sat on the couch next to me as if were normal for her to be drinking shots with me in the nude. My heart was pounding in my chest and I could feel myself beginning to sweat even though the room was cool. “Can I ask you something?” she said with a quizzical tone. I nodded me head as she smiled and said, “When we kissed last year did you like it?” I smiled shyly and replied, “Yeah” as I poured myself a shot and quickly drank it. She smiled big and wide and asked, “I’m going to ask you a question and I want you to answer honestly as if you were on trial for murder you didn’t commit. Emery, are your curious?” I was beyond nervous at this point as I asked her “Curious about what?” She ran her fingers through her hair and pulled the back of her hair over her right tit. “Curious about what it’s like to be with a girl?” she asked with amusement. I bit the bottom right corner of my lip and replied, “A little.” She smiled at me and took hold of my right hand and placed it on her left tit. “Touch me” she said as she let go of my hand. I slowly moved my hand across her left tit as she moved her hair away from her right tit. Her breasts were amazing. Her nipples were in perfect proportion to her tits. I slowly moved my left hand toward her and now had both her tits in both my hands. I slowly moved my hands and could feel her hard nipples in the palm of my hands. She laughed and said, “What do you think?” I swallowed hard and said again, “Nice.” She smiled at me and laid down on the couch. She slowly separated her legs and said, “Emery look at me.” As I stared at her beautiful shaved pink pussy. “What are you thinking right now?” I poured another shot and drank it quickly. “I’m thinking about how much I want to kiss you.” She giggled and replied, “Well if you want to kiss me then kiss me.” As much as I wanted to I was too nervous to do it. I sat back on the couch and took a deep breath. She started laughing hysterically and then stopped. “Fine I’ll do it” she said as she sat up and slid herself next to me. My heart was pounding so hard it felt like it was going to leave my chest. She leaned in and kissed my lips as I kissed her lips back. Within seconds our tongues were touching and we were kissing passionately. I stopped kissing her as she looked at me with confusion. “What are we doing?” I asked nervously as she smiled and said, “What we should have done from the start” as she started kissing me again. It felt so right and I felt so connected to her that I was no longer nervous. My heart stopped pounding and started to beat normally. As we kissed she unhooked my bra and started to rub my tits. I could feel her hand leave my tit and moved down my stomach. As she kissed me I gasped as I felt her hand begin to rub my pussy. I started to breathe heavily as she continued to rub my pussy. I was never so turned on in my life as she stopped kissing me and said, “You’re so fucking wet” as I quickly nodded me head. I grabbed her head and pulled her into me and started to kiss her passionately. We stopped kissing as she smiled at me, arose from the couch and kneeled in between my legs. She tugged on my panties as I rose my ass high enough to allow her to pull them off.

She smiled at me from her kneeled position and asked, “Do you want this to happen?” I looked at her as I breathed heavily and quickly nodded me head. She started to kiss and lick the inside of my thighs and it was driving me crazy. “Tatum do it already!” I yelled out as she laughed and kissed my pussy. She started to lick my pussy as I moaned in pure ecstasy. She pulled my legs closed so that both my legs were pressed tightly against her head. She started to lick my quickly. I had never felt so good in my life. I started to move my hips into her as she continued to lick me. I was breathing heavier than I ever had before as I placed both my hands, on top of her head and felt shockwaves throughout my body. It was as if I lost all control of my body as a feeling of pure joy engulfed my body. My body became limp as I tried to catch my breath. She stopped licking me, kissed up my stomach and started to kiss me passionately. I loved the taste of her mouth as we kissed. “Congratulations, you just had your first orgasm” she said as I placed my hands over my face in embarrassment. She laughed and pulled me up from the couch and walked me to her bed. I laid down on my back as she climbed on top of me with her face hovering over my dripping wet pussy. She began to lick me again as I gazed at the beautiful slit of her cleanly shaven pussy. She was again licking my pussy passionately. I wrapped my arms around her waist and pulled her pussy closer to my face. I closed my eyes and licked her pussy as she gasped momentarily, stopped licking me and started to lick me again. I loved the way her pussy tasted. It was a combination of sweet and salty. I couldn’t get enough of her as licked her the way she had licked me and licked her pussy the way I liked to be licked. I could feel her body start to shiver as she stopped licking me and started to moan. She held onto my legs as she started to move herself up and down across my tongue. I pushed my face hard into her pussy and licked her furiously until I felt he body become stiff and start to spasm as she started to yell out but quieted herself. My only thought was that she didn’t want her parents to hear. She slowly rolled off me and got on top of me. The feeling of our tits touching felt so right as she started to kiss me passionately. She moved herself to the right of me as we continued to kiss. I felt her finger start to rub my clit as I stuck my tongue deep into her mouth. As we kissed she rubbed her fingers against my clit fast and furiously. I stopped kissing her as I held onto the back of her head as I once again felt my body become consumed in pure pleasure and my body became limp. Tatum laughed and said, “Wow, twice in one night” as I again became embarrassed and placed both hands over my face. As she laughed, she removed my hands from my face and kissed my lips. “I think it’s safe to say that you’re no longer curious” she said as I giggled and replied, “More than safe.” She got off the bed and went into the bathroom as I laid flat on my stomach. With a combination of alcohol and pure satisfaction I quickly fell asleep. I was awoken in the morning with Tatum licking my pussy from behind. “Tatum, that feels so good” I moaned as she stopped lick me and said, “I want to do something to you.” I was curious and excited so I replied, “Whatever you want to do.” She started to lick my pussy again but then started to kiss my ass cheeks. I was turned on but was surprised to feel her tongue swipe over my asshole. I stiffened my body momentarily as I felt her tongue enter my asshole. She started to move her tongue in and out of my asshole as she inserted two fingers into my pussy. I was now on my knees on the bed as I laid on my chest with my arms stretched out in front of me. As her tongue moved into my asshole her fingers move outward from my pussy. As her fingers moved into my pussy her tongue moved into my asshole. It felt amazing and before I knew it I once again lost control of my body as I felt what I can best describe as euphoria take over. I bit down on the sheet of the bed to stop myself from screaming out at the top of my lungs. She removed her tongue from my ass and her fingers from my pussy. She slapped my ass and laughed as she said, “I’m going to take a shower.”

My head was pounding and I felt nauseous. I quickly got out of the bed and ran into the bathroom. I kneeled in front of the toilet and puked my brains out. Tatum laughed and yelled out, “Lightweight” as I replied, “Not funny at all.” I sat on the bathroom floor as she got out of the shower and left the water running. “All yours” she said she helped me to my feet and I stepped into the shower. As the warm water flowed over my body I felt panic engulf my body. I had no regrets about what happened between me and Tatum at all. I wanted it to happen, she wanted it to happen and it happened. However, I had no idea what this meant for us which is what had me in full panic mode. I had all these questions running through my mind. “Was this a one-time thing?”, “Would this change our friendship forever?”, “What was it going to be like between us from today on?” I asked myself. I finished showering, got dressed and left the bedroom. I went into the living room as Darwin and Gina stood talking to Tatum. “Sweetheart you should come home more often” he said as he kissed her forehead and hugged her. He looked at me and walked over to me. “You’re welcome anytime Emery” as I replied, “Thank you.” Gina kissed Tatum on her cheek and hugged her. “I’m driving your dad to the airport and heading home to San Antonio to see my parents before I leave for Italy. Please lock up and set the alarm before you leave. Love you” she said as Tatum replied, “Love you too.” The both walked out of the house as Tatum looked at me and asked, “You want to stay here for another night or should be head back to campus?” I shrugged my shoulder and answered, “Whatever you want to do.” She smiled and nodded her head and said, “Great, we can head back tomorrow then. Are you hungry?” I shook my head and said “I can’t tell. I’m so hung over.” “You know what the best cure for a hangover is don’t you?” she asked as I rolled my eyes and said, “Yeah, keep drinking.” She laughed and said “Okay, let’s do that.” I shrugged my shoulders and said, “Why not.” I forced an egg sandwich down my throat as Tatum made margarita’s. “The pool is heated; the drinks are cold and we have the entire house to ourselves. “Still don’t have anything to wear” I said sarcastically as she laughed and responded, “Who the fuck needs clothes?” as she turned to face me and quickly undressed. I giggled and removed my clothes as we walked into the cool afternoon weather and ran into the pool with drinks in hand. We spent the entire day drinking, kissing and feeling each other’s bodies. It couldn’t have been any later than 4PM but we were both wasted. As I looked at Tatum as we sat in the hot tub drinking I became emotional. She looked at me in drunken confusion and said, “What the fuck Emery” With tears in my eyes I asked, “Where are we going from here?” She laughed and replied, “Back to campus.” I became angry and yelled out, “Stop it! You know what I mean!” She shook her head and replied yet again, “We’re going back to campus from here, okay.” I looked at her with anger and said, “Fine!” as I got out of the hot tub and walked back into the house. I went into her bedroom, into the bathroom and dried off. I put on my pajamas and laid down on the couch in her bedroom with the room spinning. I was angry and nervous at the same time. A few minutes later Tatum walked in and sat on the couch. She put her hand on my shoulder as I moved it and said, “Don’t touch me.” She let out a deep breath and said, “Emery, I don’t know where we go from here. The only thing I know for sure is that tomorrow we’ll be back on campus and in our dorm room. I don’t know what the future holds any more than you do. I guess we’ll find out together, right?” I sat up on the couch and nodded my head. “I’m so fucking drunk” she laughed. I say we sleep the rest of the day away and leave for campus when we wake up.” I looked at her and said, “Sleep sounds fantastic.” She smiled and said let’s go to bed as I got off the couch and laid in her bed. She put on a pair of shorts, a long tee shirt and laid down next to me. She spooned me as I fell asleep. We were both up and hurting as the clock read a little after 5:15AM. We looked at each other and smiled as we showered, got dressed and grabbed our things. She locked up the house, set the alarm and we headed back to school.

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

Me and Tatum had sex over and again but it didn’t change our relationship. The best way I can describe it was that she was still my best friend but we had sex. We still did the same things we had always did. We went to class together, went to parties from time to time, sat in the dorm and vegged out as we watched movies. Of course, we also kissed a lot, hugged a ton and slept in each other’s beds often but for the first time in my life I was truly happy and felt complete. What I felt toward her was something I had never felt for anyone. When she was with me I was happy. When she wasn’t with me I wanted her to be and felt incomplete. She was always on my mind. I knew that what I felt toward her was love. I was in love for the first time in my life. I wondered if this is how Lance had felt toward me and it made me feel terrible when I thought that if he had that I had broken his heart. If Tatum decided she didn’t want me anymore I didn’t know what I would do or if I could handle it. I don’t know why but there was always a part of me that we constantly scared about her breaking my heart the way I broker Lance’s. I remember after having sex with Lance for the first time he wanted to have sex with me all the time and I would give in most of the time, not because I wanted to but for him. With Tatum I always wanted to have sex when the opportunity presented itself and often found myself initiating. When it was time for winter break I was upset and couldn’t hide it. “What is wrong with you Emery?” she asked as I replied, “What am I supposed to do without you for 3 weeks?” She laughed and replied, “The same thing you did last year. We’ll talk on the phone, text and skype.” I looked at her with puzzlement and said, “Well I’m glad to see you’re not all broken up over it.” She laughed and kissed me. “You know I’m going to miss you.” I shook my head and said, “I don’t know that.” She laughed again and smiled. “I’ll miss you like a little fat boy misses cake.” I laughed and said, “I can live with that. So, what’s the plan for break.” She shrugged her shoulders and replied, “The usual, back home to Tucson.” I looked at her with confusion and asked, “Aren’t you going to see your mom in Mesa at all?” She shook her head and asked, “Why would I do that?” I looked at with the same confused look as she closed her eyes and plopped down in the huge bean bag chair. “Okay, maybe I haven’t been completely honest about things” She opened her eyes, took a deep breath and exhaled. “My mom and dad never got married. When my mom turned 18 she gave my dad full custody. I was never shipped back and forth from Mesa and Tucson, I just wanted to be. I don’t have a relationship with my mother, I don’t even know her. I decided to come to school here so there could be a chance that I could talk to her and find out why she didn’t want me. That maybe I could develop a relationship with her. Stupid, right?” I shook my head and replied, “Not all. What’s her name?” She looked at me and replied, “Claudia Jones-Garrett. She’s married to some guy named Melvin and they have three sons, 8, 5 and 2.” With sincerity I asked, “How do you know what you know about her?” She smiled and said, “My dad. He’s always stayed in touch with her. Gina has pretty much been my mother but I could never bring myself to call her mom. I think it hurts her that I don’t but she’s never said anything about it. Anyway, I’ll drop you off at your uncle’s.”

Tatum dropped me off at home and kissed me passionately in the car. “See you in a few weeks” she said as I became sad. “Yeah, see you in a few weeks” I said as I kissed her goodbye and went into the apartment. My uncle was at work so I lounged around the apartment watching television as I laid on the couch. A few hours later I heard a key in the door and looked at the door to see Jillian walking in. “Emery, welcome home” she said as I got off the couch and gave her a hug. I smiled at her and said, “I’m surprised to see you. Surprising Uncle Bryce?” She smiled and said, “No, just coming home.” I smiled and asked, “Did you move in?” She smiled and nodded her head and said, “Yeah, last week.” As she brushed her hair away from eyes with her hand I noticed a huge diamond on her ring finger. With excitement I yelled out, “Is that what I think it is?!” She gritted her teeth and said, “I didn’t expect you to be home yet. Your uncle and I were going to take you to dinner to tell you the news.” I stood in front of her with a goofy smile on my face waiting to hear the words. She smiled at me and said, “We’re engaged!” as we both started jumping up and down as we hugged each other. I started to tear up as I said, “I’m so happy for you two.” We sat on the living room couch as she told me all about how my uncle proposed to her. She looked at me and said, “I’m not feeling too well. I think I’m going to lay down for a little bit” as she arose from the couch and went into the bedroom. About an hour later my uncle came walking in looking exhausted. As soon as he saw me his face lit up as he yelled out, “Emery!” as he hugged me and kissed me on my cheek. I looked at him stone faced as he looked at me with a puzzled look and asked, “What?” I smiled and said, “Don’t you have something you want to tell me?” He shook his head and said, “No, nothing.” I smiled and raised my eyebrows as I asked, “Are you sure there’s nothing new that’s happened that you would want to share with me?” He looked at my face and said, “Jillian’s home, isn’t she?” I smiled, hugged him tightly and said, “I’m so happy for you!” Jillian came out of the bedroom and kissed my uncle hello. “Do you think you can take me to DMV next week?” I asked him as he replied, “Sure.” I smiled and said, “Also, can I have some of my money?” He looked at me with a stern look and asked, “You know most of that money is for tuition. How much do you need?” I shrugged my shoulders and said, “Not much, just enough to buy a car.” He stared at me and asked, “Campus is a little over twenty minutes away. Why do you need a car?” I smiled and replied, “I’ve made friends at school and not everyone lies close to school. It would be nice to visit people in the summer.” He nodded his head and replied, “Nothing expensive. Just basic transportation, okay?” I nodded my head in agreement. Me and my uncle talked as Jillian made dinner. “Heartbreaker, you look different.” I shrugged my shoulders and asked, “How so?” Jillian walked over to me and looked stared at my face. “You’re glowing” she said. I shrugged my shoulders and said, “Whatever” as if channeling my inner Tatum. Jillian smiled and asked, “Did you meet someone at school?” I took a sip of my iced tea and asked, “Did you make this?” She laughed and said, “Stop trying to change the subject. Did you meet someone at school?” I bit down on the lower right corner of my lip and answered, “Kind of.” Jillian sat down at the kitchen table directly across from me as she said, “Tell us.” I took another sip of my iced tea and with my heart pounding I smiled and said, “Well, you know my roommate Tatum?” Jillian and my uncle looked at each other and then looked at me. My uncle said, “Yeah, what about Tatum?” I smiled, took another sip of iced tea and smiled with an open mouth with my teeth clenched. Jillian put her hand over her mouth and with her eyes wide open she asked, “You’re with Tatum?” I swallowed hard and took yet another sip of iced tea. “This must be the best iced tea I’ve ever had.” My uncle smiled and said, “Well you have great taste in iced tea and girls.” Jillian slowly turned her head and looked at my uncle with disdain. “What is that supposed to mean?” His eyes opened wide as he started to stumble over his words. “I just meant that she’s hot, I mean pretty, I mean pretty for a teenage girl, that’s all.” She sneered at him, shook her head, looked at me and smiled. “So, you and Tatum are an item?” I slowly nodded my head and replied, “Yeah, pretty much an item.” I stared at my uncle for a minute until he became uncomfortable. “Why are you looking at me like that?” I raised my eyebrows and asked, “You don’t care that I’m with Tatum?” He looked at me with confusion and asked, “Are you happy?” I smiled and answered, “Yeah I am.” He smiled and said, “Well I’m happy for you.” I looked at him with tears starting to form in my eyes. “So, you’re okay that I’m, I’m.., I’m ….” He shook his head and said, “More than okay, Emery.” I felt a sense of relief. I was worried about my uncle finding out and losing his ever-loving mind but it didn’t seem to bother him at all. Jillian arose from her chair, hugged me from behind, kissed me on the top of my head and said, “I’m happy for you sweetheart.”

That night I called Tatum and told her that I told my uncle and Jillian about us. “So, is he disowning you?” she asked with amusement as I replied, “Nope not at all. They both said they were happy for me.” She laughed and said, “Well guess that was pretty easy. We talked for a while and ended the call about an hour later. I couldn’t stop thinking about Tatum not having a relationship with her mother. I mean, she could have gone to any school in the world but she accepted a scholarship to a state university just for the possibility of connecting with her mom. I felt like I needed to help her. I grabbed my laptop and typed in “Claudia Jones-Garrett Mesa Arizona.” The second search ending listing was for whitepages.com. I clicked on it and right there I saw, “Claudia Jones-Garrett (35) Melvin Garrett (41)” followed by a phone number and an address in Mesa. I printed the page and laid in bed thinking about what I should next to help Tatum. I couldn’t just call Claudia. What would I say to her over the phone? The only logical thing I could think of was to just go to the house and stake it out. The next morning, I took a bus from Phoenix to Mesa. A little over two hours later I arrived in Mesa. I called an Uber and had it drop me off a few blocks from the address I had. I nervously walked toward the address. The homes weren’t large but they all looked nice and had manicured lawns. I walked to the front of the house directly across from the address I had and began to pace back and forth. A woman came out from the back of the house smoking a cigarette and took a seat on the front step to the house. I stared at her as she stared at me. I knew right off that she was Tatum’s mom. They looked so much alike that it took me aback. The woman continued to smoke the cigarette, finished it and put it out in a small ashtray. She arose from the step and started walking toward me. I felt panic engulf my body. I wasn’t sure what I should do. I felt like running but couldn’t get my legs to work. Before I knew it, she was standing right in front of me. “Is there a reason that you’ve been pacing back and forth for over an hour staring at my house?” she asked with concern. I took a deep breath, exhaled and replied, “I haven’t been pacing back and forth staring at your house.” She looked at me sternly and said, “Yeah you have. I have three young kids inside and if you don’t tell me why you’ve been pacing here I’m calling the police.” I opened my eyes wide and said, “Please don’t do that. I’m a friend of your daughter’s.” She looked at me with surprise and said, “My daughter.” I nodded my head and said “Yeah, Tatum.” She looked at me and sternly said, “I know my daughter’s name. What about her?” I swallowed hard and said, “She’s a student at Arizona State.” She nodded her head and replied, “I know, her father told me.” I was confused and asked, “What haven’t you reached out to her?” She shook her head and said, “It’s complicated.” I shook my head and replied, “No it’s not. She wants to know you.” She shook her head and said, “No she doesn’t and I don’t blame her one bit. I know she’s okay and I know she’s loved. That’s all I need to know.” I looked at her with anger and yelled out, “That’s bullshit! She could have gone to college anywhere in the fucking world but she took a scholarship to Arizona fucking state because of you! She’s not going to make the first move! She needs you to do it! Unless, you don’t fucking care?!” With tears forming in her eyes she looked at me and said, “I didn’t say I didn’t care. I don’t know what to say to her.” I looked at her and said, “I can’t tell you what to say to her. All I’m asking is that you try. That you try for her. She wants you in her life.” With tears now leaving her eyes she asked, “Would you bring her to me?” I slowly nodded my head and answered, “If that’s what you want I’ll try.” She looked at me and said, “Please try.” I nodded my head and said, “Okay, when?” She stood silent for a moment and finally replied, “Whenever you can. Can I have your cell phone, please.” I handed her my cell phone and I watched her put her contact information into it. She handed me back the phone and said, “Well okay then.” I smiled and said, “See you soon.”

I felt terrible not telling Tatum that I had met her mother and that her mother wanted to meet her. She had no clue but me not telling her made me feel that I was being dishonest with her. Those three weeks of winter break seemed like the longest three weeks of my life. I was happy to see my grandparents, uncle Bryce and Jillian but missed Tatum beyond belief. When it was time for me to finally head back to school I was beyond excited. When Jillian dropped me off I practically ran to my dorm room. When I opened the door, there was Tatum laying on the bean bag chair watching television. As soon as we locked eyes she jumped off the chair, ran over to me and planted a big kiss on my lips. I hugged her tightly and said, “I missed you so much.” She smiled at me, said, “I know” and laughed. I excitedly went into my bag and pulled out the Christmas present I bought for her. She had a thing for unicorns so I bought her this gold charm bracelet that was made entirely of unicorns. “I love it!” she exclaimed as she kissed me. She opened her dresser drawer and handed me a small wrapped box. I opened the box to find a gold chain with a locket. I opened the locket to find a picture of my parents with their heads pressed together. It was my favorite picture of my parents and it made me cry when I looked at it. “Thank you so much” I cried out. She smiled at me and said I have another present. She went into her bottom dresser drawer and pulled out a strap on. She smiled at me and said this one is for both of us. I laughed and asked, “Do you expect to fuck me with that?” She smiled, giggled and said, “Not only do I expect to fuck you with this I expect to fuck you with this right now.” She locked the door to our room, stripped naked and affixed the strap-on. She looked at me and commanded, “Clothes off, now” The way she was looking at me made me aroused as I replied by removing my clothes. She looked at me and laughed. “You shaved your pussy.” I smiled and replied, “Like it?” She nodded her head and attacked me. She pushed me down forcefully onto her bed and climbed on top of me. She was sucking my nipples and lightly bite them which drove me crazy. Within seconds she was in between my legs licking my pussy passionately. “Holy shit, Tatum!” I yelled out as she climbed on top of me and slowly inserted the strap-on dildo inside of me. I wrapped my legs around her ass as she forcefully fucked me. With her penetrating my pussy I rolled her over so that I was now on top of her. I placed my hands on her breasts and started to ride her. As I rode her and stared into her face I couldn’t help but think how the strap-on dildo felt like a real cock. She removed the strap on from inside of me and forcefully bent me over. She inserted it into my pussy from behind as I grabbed the bottom of the mattress to brace myself from the pounding she was giving me. “Tatum I’m going to cum!” I yelled out as she started to fuck me faster and harder until I exploded at the top of lungs. My body was shaking and went limp as I collapsed onto the bed flat on my tits. I ran my fingers through my sweat drenched hair and she leaned over and kissed my neck. I caught my breath, removed the strap-on from her and put it on. She licked the strap-on and kissed me so that I could taste myself. I kissed her passionately and started to rub her pussy which I discovered was dripping wet. I laid down on the bed as she placed the strap-on inside of her as she sat on top of me in a reverse cowgirl position. She placed her hands on my legs and began to ride the dildo. Looking at her ass and the dildo moving in and out of her was driving me crazy. I started to thrust as she rode me. I was so turned on that I pushed her back to that I now had her bent over the way she had me bent over earlier. With her lying flat on her tits and stomach I fucked her as hard and fast as I could as she came louder than she ever had before. I removed the strap on from inside of her, took off the strap on and threw it on the floor next to the bed. She was panting and trying to catch her breath as I kissed down her back and began to lick her ass. “Emery, that feels so fucking good!” she exclaimed. I inserted my tongue into her ass and inserted a finger into her pussy. I tongue fucked her ass and finger fucked her pussy until she again cried out in pleasure. I had never imagined that I would ever stick my tongue into a girl’s ass or anyone’s ass for that matter but I did and I loved every second of it. We laid in bed cuddling and lightly kissing each other as we gazed into each other’s eyes.

She looked at me and asked, “Anything interesting happen over break?” I shook my head and smiled. She looked at me as she always did when she knew I was holding something back from her. She coyly smiled and asked, “Are you sure?” I again nodded my head and smiled. “Emery?” I looked at her and nervously said, “What?” She raised her eyebrows and said, “Tell me.” I sat up in bed and looked at her. With my voice beginning to quiver I said in a low voice, “I may have met your mom over break.” “What?!” she exclaimed. I took a deep breath and continued, “When you told me that you didn’t know your mom before break and why you came to school here I wanted to help so I looked her up. I took a bus into Mesa and I wound up talking to her.” She had a look of anger in her eyes that I had never seen before. She jumped out of the bed and screamed out, “Why the fuck would you do that?!” through clenched teeth. I was beyond nervous at this point as I said, “I just wanted to help, Tatum.” As she put her clothes on she screamed out, “You had no fucking right to do that! None!” I looked at her with a combination of nervousness and fear and asked, “Why are you so angry? She wants to meet you. I thought that’s why you came to school here.” She was breathing heavily as she screamed out and started to cry. “Why the fuck would I want to meet the woman who gave birth to me and decided she didn’t want me?! Fuck her and fuck you!” I was stunned. “What?” I asked out with my voice quivering. “You fucking heard me!” she screamed out as she opened the door and slammed it hard behind her. I started to immediately cry my eyes out. We never ever argued. I thought that she would be happy and appreciate that I could arrange what she had always wanted. Instead she became irate and cursed at me. I cried as I took a shower, cried as I got dressed and sat on the bean bag chair and cried some more. She had been gone for hours and cried constantly until tears stopped falling from my eyes. A little over two hours later, the door to the room slowly opened as Tatum slowly walked inside. “I’m sorry for overreacting and cursing at you” she said and continued, “I went for a long walk and talked to Lucas. I know you were only trying to help. Does she really want to meet me?” I looked at her with red and puffy eyes and slowly nodded my head. She smiled at me and hugged me tightly. “Emery, I’m so sorry. Please forgive me.” I gave her a small quick smile and looked away. She placed her hand on my chin and forced me to look at her. “Emery I’m sorry. I didn’t mean what I said. I hate that I made you so upset.” I smiled at her and said, “It’s okay Tatum.” She shook her head and said, “No it’s not. I know I hurt you and I don’t ever want to hurt the person I love.” I opened my eyes wide as well as my mouth. “What did you just say?” She smiled at me and lightly kissed my lips. “I love you Emery.” If I could have cried anymore I would have but it didn’t stop me from wanting to. “I love you to Tatum” I said as we kissed, hugged and held each other. Later that night she looked at me and asked, “When can I meet her?” I replied, “You tell me.” She shook her head and said, “Please just make it happen.” I smiled, grabbed my cell phone and walked outside the dorm room and into the hallway. I called the number. When she answered I said, “This is Emery, Tatum’s friend. Um, she’s ready to meet you. When can she come?” I could tell she was starting to cry as she said, “Whenever she wants.” “Tomorrow afternoon, okay?” I asked as there was silence for a moment until she replied, “Okay.” I went back inside and told Tatum she could meet her mother tomorrow afternoon. She looked at me and asked, “Will you come with me?” I replied, “If you want me to.” She smiled nervously at me and said, “Please.” I smiled and said, “Of course.”

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

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

A couple of hours later I pulled the car into the long driveway. As soon as I stopped the car Tatum ran out of the car as I followed behind her. She yelled out, “Mom! Mom! Mom!” as Gina ran into the living room. “Tatum, come here honey” she said as she ran into Gina’s arms and started to cry as they held each other tightly. “Mommy I’m so sorry for calling you Gina!” she cried out as Gina rocked her in her arms and said, “It’s okay baby, it’s okay.” Darwin walked in and smiled at me as he took Tatum from Gina’s arms. He walked her out of the living room as Gina hugged me with tears in her eyes. “Is she okay?” she asked as I looked at her and said, “I don’t know but I’ll make sure that she will be.” Darwin and Tatum came walking back into the living room as Gina and I sat on the couch. Tatum walked over to me and sat down next to me. “Mom and Dad. I would like to introduce you to my girlfriend Emery.” They both smiled at me and Tatum as Darwin said, “Back to school. You both have class tomorrow.” Tatum smiled and replied, “Yes sir” as she arose from the couch, hugged Gina and said, “I love you mom” as Gina’s eyes swelled up as she replied, “I love you too baby.”

It seems like yesterday I was an introverted and unsure small-town girl from Jackson, Wyoming when in fact these events happened almost a decade ago. My uncle and Jillian are happily married and still live in Phoenix. They have an 8-year-old son named Paxton in honor of my dad. Darwin and Gina are still going strong and live in the same huge house in Tucson. Gina gave birth to identical twin daughters named, Destiny and Hope. They’ll both turn 7 later this year. Lance had an amazing senior year and indeed was drafted first overall that June by the Sacramento Kings where he still plays the game he loves today. The night Tatum and I watched the draft and he thanked the unnamed small-town girl for breaking his heart for making it all possible it brought a smile to my face and a tear to my eye. He still hasn’t settled down but does date practically every model known to Earth. Douglas, the guy who roofied Tatum during our freshman year of college is in prison for multiple counts of rape. I guess justice was finally served but Tatum always regretted not going to the police the day it happened to her. Tatum and I have been married for four years and live in Tempe not too far from the college where we met and fell in love. She runs a non-profit organization that helps people reconnect with loved ones. She did reconcile with her mother and they are in each other’s lives but she still refers to her birth mother by her name. The name mom is reserved for Gina. Tatum is a huge part of her step-brothers lives. She loves them and they love her. As far as me I was a struggling writer for years until I wrote a novel about a woman who had a child at fifteen, became a drug addict and got her life back on track with the support from the love of her life and the man who she left a child with at 18. I of course received permission from everyone before I wrote it but had no idea that it would become a number 1 best seller or that there would be a movie made about it that will be released next summer. I’m in the process of putting together a surprise 30th birthday party for Tatum with the help of Gina and Claudia. I feel like I’m forgetting someone, oh yea Lucas. Lucas met the love of his life while playing football in Canada. He’s married, has four kids and lives in Edmonton. He and Tatum are as close today as they were when they were kids. Tatum and Lucas wife, Simone are great friends. They talk often and text daily. I’ve lived in Arizona longer than I had in Wyoming but I’ll always be a small-town girl.
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