

My mom looks at me as her eyes bulge and screams “Sweetheart your home!” as she runs to me and places me into a bear hug that’s so tight, I can barely breathe.

“Mommy, please I can’t breathe,” I say as I force the words out of my mouth.

“I’m sorry Micaela…I’m just so happy that my baby girl is home!” she exclaims with glee as she finally lets go of her death grip.

“I’m 21 mommy” I reply as she chuckles and smiles.

“You’ll always be my baby girl and you still call me mommy” she gushes as I roll my eyes.

“Where’s dad?” I ask.

“Doing his rounds at the stores” she answers.

The stores, Sweet Connection, my parents’ pride, and joy other than myself and my older brother Brandon.

“You brother’s store is doing phenomenal,” she tells with me pride.

“That’s all he ever talks to me about besides his undying love and affection for Jill” I reply with a smirk.

“Your father is so excited, to start scouting locations with you,” she says to me as I look at her with a pained expression.

“I’m sure he is but I’m still undecided on what I want to do.

Can I just exhale before we going into candy dynasty talk?!” I exclaim as she smiles and replies, “Of course, Micaela. Do you need help bringing your things into the house?”

“I do,” I say with a smile as my mom, and I make at least five trips back and forth between my car and my bedroom.

“I need to meet up with your father, but I’ll help you get settled when I get back,” she tells me.

“Don’t worry about it, mommy…I can handle this, Martina will be home tomorrow” I reply.

“It’s going to be so great having you home with your brother and Martina over all the time just like before the two of you went away to college” she gushes.

“Just like I was a teenager again” I reply with a roll of my eyes as she shakes her head, kisses me on my cheek, and exits my bedroom.

The feeling of college being over with and adult decisions needing to be made is overwhelming enough without facing the reality of constantly being around Martina again.

It was hard enough coming to terms with my sexuality, but it’s been an excruciating experience coming to terms that may be I’m sweet on my bestie.

Being sweet on someone is a rather old term but I’m an old soul as my family likes to tell me all the time.

I’m a romantic at heart, have always been extremely mature for my age and my idea of a great night is cuddling up with a good book and reading into the sun rises.

Martina Reyes and I have been best friends since 8th grade, two lost souls crossing each other’s path at the right time.

Martina’s family moved from the city to the suburbs of Long Island, Plainview, New York, my hometown, and an upper-middle-class suburb.

She was skinny, flat, a bit awkward, and just as shy and nervous as I was about meeting new people and making friends.

My dad volunteered me to be a mentor the year prior and I was tasked with mentoring Martina as if it were destiny. It was my responsibility to show her around the school, introduce her to people and take her under my wing.

The truth was I was uncomfortable as I could be with my role as I was not the most popular girl in school and with all honesty was almost invisible.

For as awkward as Martina was, I was far worse. I had terrible acne, had the body of an adolescent boy, and low self-esteem but we hit it off from the start.

We ate lunch together, exchanged numbers, rode the bus back and forth to school together, and began to hang out after school within weeks. If I wasn’t at her house around the block from my house she was at my house.

I was never one to make friends, neither was she and we gravitated toward one another. We went from hanging out constantly during days to staying at each other’s houses all the time.

Our parents used to joke all the time how neither expected to have an adopted daughter, but it was awesome that our parents got along so well but my parents get along with everyone.

Her parents appreciated that the child of minorities, a minority herself, would become so accepted and loved in a neighborhood where being a minority meant being a minority. Martina was 1 of 3 Hispanic students in the entire school.

My brother Brandon was always outgoing, popular, and had a ton of friends and all I ever wanted was to have one friend that I could have fun with and who would understand me, and I found that in Martina.

As if it were our fate to share life experiences both she and I seemingly came into our own the summer between junior high school and high school.

Both our bodies developed, hers more than mine but my face completely cleared up at the same time. Both of us went from invisible and into the spotlight in the snap of a finger, especially her when she joined the soccer team.

Whereas she embraced the attention I ran from it. People expected me to be like Brandon and I was nothing and still am nothing like him. He was a junior when Martina and I were freshmen and for as much as we don’t get along, he protected me.

I leaned on Martina, she knew it and didn’t care that I did. She gave me confidence when I had none, strength when I was weak, and I could have needed or wanted anyone more than her at that time in my life.

When I would tell her, I wasn’t as pretty, as other girls she would become angry and tell me that I was the prettiest girl in school.

I hate when you doubt your looks, “Tu eres la bomba!” she exclaimed to me one weekend as I laughed thinking how ridiculous it was that she told me “I was the bomb,” but she made me believe it. I felt it was because of her that everyone else began to believe it too although I realize she had nothing to do with it.

We were constantly together, our lockers were next to each other, we sat in class next to each other, and we had the same group of friends.

We got drunk together for the first time, smoked a joint together for the first time, obtained our driver’s licenses on the same day, and even lost our virginities on the same night minutes apart.

We had planned on going away to college together but the cards were not in our favor. She had received a full-ride soccer scholarship to a Division 1 school in California and I was heading to college in upstate New York.

We cried our eyes when we both realized our journey together was now resulting in different paths, but we made a pact.

We promised that no matter what we would always come home for summer and winter break and if we weren’t coming home for spring break we would go away together.

We promised that we would talk and text as much as possible and no matter what we would always be there for one another.

It was there at college that I met my college best friend and roommate, Gwyneth Masterson.

Gwen is the type of girl who is gorgeous, knows she’s gorgeous, loves the attention but isn’t a complete bitch. She can be a bitch at times but not to those who she likes, namely me.

I was a basket case when I arrived on campus and immediately felt intimated by Gwen the first day, I met her. I looked at her long natural blonde hair, light gray eyes, fit body, and beautiful face.

I had talked to her on the phone a couple of times but had no idea that she looked the way she did!

“Thank God!” she exclaimed as I entered our dorm room that day as I looked at her with nervousness and anxiety.

“What?” I asked with trepidation.

“Considering your favorite leisure activity consists of reading books I was worried there was a reason namely your looks. I’m relieved to know that you read books because you like to read books.

“Huh?” I said to her.

I was worried that you, my roommate would hurt my social life but looking at you now I think this is going to work out great,” she said with an ear-to-ear smile.

“Glad you approve” I replied as she laughed and bit down on my lower lip.

I had never had the best self-image, which was one of the things that drove Marti crazy about me but having Gwen feel that I was pretty and happy that I was her roommate did wonders for my self-esteem. 

As I had leaned on Martina in high school I leaned on Gwen in college and just as Martina knew and didn’t care neither did Gwen.

She was a party animal, and I was a serious student. She drank like a fish and I drank on occasion always making sure not to overdo things as I felt I needed to keep an eye on her which I did more often than I can count.

Gwen loved to hook up and have one-night stands I didn’t. Just as Marti and I balanced each other so did Gwen and me.

One thing we did have in common was our mutual fondness for Mary Jane who Gwen and I spent lots of time with together.

Gwen is the type of person who has no filter. She speaks her mind, can be crude at times, and doesn’t care much about how people perceive her, or the effects her words can have.

She a strong girl to have managed to make it this far in life with the crap upbringing and family life, she has.

Gwen never met her father and doesn’t know who he is. Her mother took off when she was a kid, hasn’t been seen since, and was left to be raised by her grandmother.  

For as upset and worried as I was going into freshman year that college life and distance would tear me and Marti’s friendship apart it didn’t, our relationship remained as strong as always.

It wasn’t until my sophomore year of college that I read a novel that would forever change my life titled, “Awakening” by Beth Hastings which I found on a bench on campus.

I remember as I walked across campus to class in frigid weather, I saw it laying there on that bench. I walked to the bench, picked it up, and looked around to see if I could spot whoever had left it there.

I stood there looking at the book and began to flip through the pages to see if anyone had written their name inside, but I found nothing. No one seemed to care that they had left it there, so I placed it into my backpack and went about my day as normal.

One college Thursday party night later it was pouring rain outside, it was freezing outside, and I had no desire to go out as Gwen left our room frustrated with me.

I had decided to stay in to get an early start on an assignment, went into my backpack, took hold of the book, and was captivated by it as soon as began to read. I couldn’t put it down!

As I read the book it spoke to me as if the author had entered my mind and answered questions that I had always been too afraid to ask. I had always felt so alone with the emotions, thoughts, and feelings I had always felt inside of me.

I thought that no one could ever possibly understand what I was feeling but there I was reading as if it were my own story as if it were made specifically for me.

I was engrossed, fascinated, and found myself going through a range of emotions as I continued to read to the point I needed to stop reading as I could no longer see through the tears streaming from my eyes.

Over the next month, I read that novel three times and found myself terrified of what I knew I had in common with the main character. We were the same, but I couldn’t allow myself to admit it, so I didn’t, I refused to.

It wasn’t until a few weeks into my junior year of college that Gwen, as she can only do, forced me to talk about something I never thought I would be able to talk to anyone about.

Another, party night Thursday, another night of Gwen not being able to talk me into going out and another night sitting of me sitting on my bed reading “Awakening.”

“I thought you were out for the night,” I said to Gwen as she entered our dorm room. I looked at with oddly and with confusion as she removed her shoes and sat on my bed as she looked at her watch.

We sat in silence for close to ten minutes as I finally closed the book and placed it onto the floor beside my bed as Gwen and I started at each other.

I heard a knock on the door as she rolled her eyes, smirked at me, and walked to our door.

“Thank you but take a little longer next time,” she said in her sarcastic tone as I watched her open a backpack and remove a twelve-pack of beer and a bottle of tequila which she placed on her desk.

She locked the door, smiled at me, opened two beers, poured two shots, and winked at me as I looked at her with confusion.

“I’m hanging with you tonight Micaela,” she said to me as she called me over to her.

She handed me a shot, took the other, we clinked glasses and downed the shots. We chased the shots with sips of our beers as I looked at her curiously.

“Why aren’t you out doing your thing?”  I asked.

“We need to talk…you need to talk to me” she replied.

“I’m good, Gwen,” I said to her.

“It must be exhausting and to be honest I’m a bit hurt,” she told me as I looked at her with bafflement.

“Did I do something wrong to upset you?” I asked with concern.

“When are you going to come out?” she asked me.

“I told you I don’t want to go out and neither do you which is why we’re in our dorm room drinking for some reason” I responded.

“I’m you’re friend no matter what and I may be a lot of things, but a homophobe is not one of them,” she said to me with the most serious expression I had ever seen on her face.

“I’m not homophobic either,” I said to her as my heart and pulse began to race.

“No shit, you’re gay,” she said to me as I opened my eyes wide, shook my head, and then laughed.

“Fuck you, I’m not gay!” I exclaimed.

Gwen shook her head, smiled, took a sip of her beer, placed it onto the desk, and smiled at me again.

“Fuck you for saying fuck you to me and you are 100% gay Micaela,” she said to me calmly.

“I’m not gay!” I screamed.

“My cousin, Francine is a lesbian, and reading that very same book you can’t seem to put down was what helped her realize it.

I know it’s not easy, but I can help you if allow me too or you can keep doing what you’ve been doing, lying to yourself, hiding, and driving yourself insane” she said to me with compassion.

“Your cousin is a lesbian?” I asked.

“Just ask her wife,” she said with laughter as I immediately began to cry.

I cried we drank, I cried some more, we drank some more until I began to pour out everything to Gwen that I had always felt. Once I started talking, I couldn’t stop and to her credit, she did exactly what I needed her to do, she listened.

“I love tits and a round firm ass!

I love girly girls…long hair, long eyelashes, and soft-looking full lips!

Everything makes so much fucking sense now…everything!” I exclaimed as she smiled at me with an all-tooth goofy smile.

“Doesn’t it feel great to let it all out?!” she yelled out.

“I’m a lesbian!” I screamed out at the top of my lungs as she screamed out, “Say it again!”

I said it over and again until I finally looked at her, said, “I’m a lesbian” in an almost silent tone, and began to sob hysterically.

The next morning as I awoke with a dry mouth and my head pounding to find Gwen laying next to me, I was ever so grateful to have her in my life and ever more so when our relationship hadn’t changed at all.

Even though I had come out to her there was still a part of me that was in denial over my sexuality until I went to a party at her cousin, Francine’s place on a Saturday about a week shy of winter break.

It was the most insane birthday party I had ever attended! There seemed to be a never-ending supply of alcohol, drugs, and people who were extremely free with their sexuality.

Guys were kissing guys, girls were kissing girls, girls were kissing guys and girls at the same time, and vice versa.

“This is insane” I whispered into Gwen’s ear.

“This is a great fucking time!” she exclaimed as the party-goers erupted into cheers and whistles.

“Babe, slow down” Gwen’s boyfriend, Walter, said to her as she giggled and replied, “Shut the fuck up and have a good time so we can have an even better time later.”

Gwen introduced me to her cousin, and we spent hours talking and it was therapeutic for me, but I felt bad that I had taken her away from a good time.

I thanked her profusely, we hugged, I felt as free as I ever had before and decided that I was going to enjoy the party.

“Hi, I’m Brenda,” this amazingly attractive girl said to me as I smiled nervously and replied, “I’m Micaela.”

I won’t bore you with the details of our conversation so long story short, we talked, drank a little bit, talked more outside and as the party was winding down found myself alone with her in the kitchen as we both nursed our drinks.

“You want to get out of here?” she asked as I shrugged my shoulders and asked in response, “Where to?”

“My hotel” she answered with the most amazingly sexy look I had ever seen.

“What do you want to do?” I asked.

“You,” she said to me as she grabbed my hips, pulled me into her, and I kissed a girl for the very first time.

Her soft lips, her body pressed against mine and her tender wet tongue exploring my own made me feel foolish for ever having questioned my sexuality.

What felt there and then with Brenda was something I had never felt kissing anyone before, pleasure.

All the descriptions I had read over years of reading romance books of the feeling of sexual arousal when kissing finally made sense to me. I had kissed plenty of guys and had sex with a few, but my body and mind never felt like this before.

Brenda and I didn’t make it back to her hotel, instead opting for a locked bathroom door as we couldn’t make it far without groping and kissing one another.

I sat on the bathroom counter as Brenda wasted no time lowering my shorts and panties as we kissed with our tongues and she touched my nether region.

I moaned into her mouth as we kissed and she ran her hands up my shirt, under my bar and I felt a girl’s hands on my breasts and nipples for the first time.

I felt like I was having an out-of-body experience as I felt her warm breath on my wet vagina and then her tongue begin to caress me. I had never been so sexually aroused and pleasure-filled as Brenda orally performed.

My brain felt as if it were going to explode as I felt her finger enter me as she began to move her finger back and forth inside of me and lick my clitoris at the same time.

It felt so right, everything in my body and soul screamed to me that this was what sex was supposed to feel like, should have always felt like.

As my entire began to tremble I moaned, enjoyed, and did my best to silence myself. I realized it was of no use as I cried out as silently as I could but knew that I was enormously loud as I had a life-altering orgasm.

I was drenched in sweat as was she as Brenda removed her finger from inside of me and her mouth off my vagina.

We kissed with our tongues as someone began to pound on the bathroom door. Brenda wiped her face with a towel as I slid off the counter and pulled my clothes up.

“I’m going to puke!” someone yelled out as Brenda opened the door and  Walter ran in as he proceeded to push me out of the way and vomit into the sink.

“At least someone had a great time tonight,” Gwen said with a roll of her eyes.

Brenda and I locked eyes as she grinned and walked past Gwen.

I walked out of the bathroom after her and asked, “Now what? Do we exchange numbers, see each other again?”

She gently and softly kissed my lips and proceeded to smile at me.

“It was great meeting you Micaela,” she said to me with a chuckle as I looked at her with confusion.

“That’s it?” I asked her with puzzlement.

“Yeah, and that’s what will make it unforgettable,” she said to me with a wink as she exited.

That was my first lesbian experience and I night I will never forget as Brenda had told me, “That’s what makes it unforgettable” but not for the reason you may be thinking.

That night as Gwen drove us back to campus with a passed-out Walter laying across the backseat.

When we arrived at our dorm room, I realized that I had a missed call and voicemail from Martina. When I listened to the voicemail I was immediately concerned as all I heard was Martina crying hysterically for about ten seconds and then from the tone of her voice when she asked me to call her, I knew.

“Fuck!” I exclaimed as Gwen looked at me.

“What’s wrong?” she asked.

“Martina is hurt again” I replied with sadness.

“No way! How is it possible for her to get hurt so often? It’s not even soccer season” Gwen said to me.

“I don’t know but I’ll find out” I replied heartbroken for Martina.

Martina loved soccer more than anything and when she played, she was a phenomenal player but from the start of her collegiate career, she was nursing injuries more than she was playing on the field.

She tore her ACL, separated her shoulder, had more hamstring pulls than I can remember, sprained her knee, sprained her ankle and the call from this night was to tell me she had broken her ankle practicing.

I had come to the realization that I was gay and for as much as I wanted to tell Martina about how Gwen helped me and that I had my first sexual experience with a girl I couldn’t.

For starters, I didn’t know what I would say to her or even if I could say anything to her, but it was more than that. She needed me as she never needed me before.

She was so depressed and angry over her latest injury I knew this break couldn’t be about me, it had to be all about her, and it was.

I did everything and anything I could to cheer her up and I felt okay about things when I returned to campus. We talked as we always had but I could hear the sorrow in her voice. I hated that we were so far apart!

Thankfully that summer she was back to her usual self after making a full recovery and playing most of the season.

The only person I had come out to was Gwen and I wanted more than anything to come out to Martina. I just couldn’t bring myself to do it.

I was terrified of her reaction and for as many times as I practiced what I wanted to say to her I couldn’t. I feared that my being gay would make her want nothing to do with me ever again and I couldn’t take the risk.

I was both excited and petrified when it came time for senior year. This was it, one last year of college and then adulthood but Gwen was taking it way worse than I was.

She had always been a promiscuous party girl, but she took her antics to an entirely new level even breaking up with Walter as soon as the year started.

As for me, I did my usual, going out on occasion but mostly studying and reading one amazing book after another.

It wasn’t until that winter break, 4 months ago that I began to look at Martina in a way that I had never thought I would.

“I can’t believe you’re not ready yet,” I said to her with a roll of my eyes as she fumbled through her suitcase and closet trying to find an outfit to wear wrapped in a towel.

“I’m sorry, I got sidetracked,” she said to me apologetically as she finally decided on jeans and a sweater.

“I’ll be ready to go in ten minutes!” she shouted to me as she ran into her bathroom, leaving the door open as I leaned against the wall to the side of the doorway.

“It’s going to take you half an hour to paint your face and the movie starts in 35 minutes,” I said to her as I looked at the time on my cell phone.

“Fine, no makeup than” she instantly replied as she walked out of the bathroom with her jeans on but was still putting her sweater on.

I looked at her muscular stomach and smiled which left me scratching my head as I looked at her long wet black hair.

“Why did you wash your hair?” I asked with dismay.

“I wasn’t thinking but no problems, I’ll wear a hat,” she said to me as she placed her hair into a ponytail and placed a baseball cap on her head with her ponytail protruding from the back.

It wasn’t until we arrived at the movie theatre and waited online at the concession stand that I became angry at myself.

It was freezing outside but for some reason, the theatre was extremely warm so we both removed our jackets. As we approached the counter, she handed me her jacket and leaned over the counter to get a better look at the prices of the concessions.

I don’t know why, I still don’t know why my eyes moved to her ass. As she swayed her hips from side to side, I was mesmerized by the way her jeans cupped her ass.

I followed her ass with my eyes for a few seconds and then shook my head as my mind started to race with thoughts of why I was gawking at her.

“What do you want, Micky?” she asked as I again shook my head and replied, “You know what I like.”

Of course, she knew what I liked, we’d been best friends since we were 13 years old, but I felt warm and fuzzy inside as she handed me a box of Raisenettes and Twizzlers.

“Split a Dr. Pepper with me?” she asked as I nodded my head.

She took hold of my hand as we raced to get into the theatre on time but holding her hand never made me feel the way that I did.

We took our seats and watched the previews as I opened the Twizzlers.

As she had done more times than I can remember, she took a Twizzler from my bag, smiled, and placed it into her mouth as I watched it dangle.

When she began to chew on the Twizzler I turned my head slightly and became fixated on her mouth as I again shook my head.

I felt as if I were spending more time looking at her than looking at the screen as I thought how pretty she was without an ounce of makeup on her face and how much I enjoyed the sound of her laughter.

After the movie, we enter her car as she smiled at me with her goofy smile.

“What?” I asked.

“My parents are going to be home tonight so…” she said to me.

“So…you want to crash with me because for whatever reason you’re afraid of being home alone,” I said with laughter.

“It’s an older house and it makes strange sounds,” she said to me as I again laughed and replied, “Mi casa es su casa” with a wink.

It was close to midnight so when we arrived at my house we went straight into my bedroom and I proceeded to do what I always did, grab her stay-over clothes from my dresser.

Martina had changed in front of me hundreds of times but on this night It was different. She did her normal routine as I laid in my bed under the covers.

She turned away from me, removed her bra and I looked at her bar back and began to imagine what she would look like if she turned herself around.

She put her shirt on and slid herself out of her jeans as I looked at her tight boxer briefs and smiled. Her ass had looked so amazing in her jeans but even better in her briefs.

I closed my eyes to prevent any further sexual thoughts of Martina as I felt her get into my bed.

“It’s so cold in here, I need body heat,” she said to me as my heart began to race.

Whenever we shared a bed, and it was cold we always cuddled against one another until we both warmed up but on this night it was different.

My body tingled at the feeling of my arms wrapped around her and the feeling of my breasts pressed against her back. Martina has always had freezing feet during the winter and this night was no different.

As she had done numerous times, she began to rub her feet against my legs but instead of laughing as I had always done, I said in a low tone, “That feels nice” as I then opened my eyes wide.

She giggled and replied, “All the shit you talk, and you like it” she laughed as I laughed and said to her, “Maybe this one time only.”

We kissed each other on the cheek as always, she rolled over as always and as usual, she fell asleep in seconds as I looked upward in my pitch, black bedroom.

My mind was doing cartwheels as I thought about how I had been looking at her all night long and how I was feeling laying, next to her.

Then Martina did what she always had done in her sleep. She rolled over and placed her arm around me. I would normally gently move her arm off me but on this night, I moved closer to her.

I slowly and methodically moved closer to her so she wouldn’t wake up and change her sleeping position and I felt at peace. I closed my eyes and fell asleep within minutes.

As the days passed, I couldn’t stop myself from looking at Martina sexually and it was driving me insane.

A week into the break, I had plans to go to Brandon’s store to help him out as one of his employees called in sick when Martina walked into my bedroom as I put my sneakers on.

“Where are you going?” she asked.

“Brandon’s Sweet Connection” I replied.

“I want to come,” she said as I looked at her, swallowed hard, and asked, “You want to what?”

“I want to come,” she said to me as when she said the word “come” I had thought she was referring to the word, “cum.”

“Yeah, of course, but I’m spending the day there so you may want to meet me there,” I told her.

“I’ll hang for a while but not the entire day” she responded with a smile.

As normal, Brandon flirted with her as she rolled her eyes, shook her head, and called him a “pendejo,” a Spanish word for stupid.

“How did a guy like you get a girl like Jill?” she asked jokingly.

“I’m a great guy, I’m also hot, she’s stupid hot but if you’re ever up for it I think I can arrange you, her, and I for a night of hotness together,” he said to her in a joking flirtatious manner.

“I have a better idea. Hook me up with her and you stay at home” she said through laughter as he also laughed and slowly removed a giant lollipop from behind the counter.

“I love those!” she exclaimed with joy.

“I know you do which is why you get one on the house” he responded with a wink.

“You can be an asshole, but you can also be sweet,” she said as she took hold of the giant swirled flavored lollipop.

“That’s why I guy like me landed Jill,” he said with a giggle.

I watched as she slowly unwrapped the giant sucker and licked it. One look at her tongue licking the lollipop and I felt warm and tingly.

“When are you going to tell mom and dad you want your store?” he asked.

“Whenever I decide if I want my store” I replied with frustration.

“I’m making bank, sis,” he said to me as I rolled my eyes and replied, “I know…I know…believe me I know.

That’s all you and I ever talk about and I don’t know if this is for me” I told him.

“This is the family business and people would kill for one of these places to be their own,” he said to me with frustration of his own.

“Ugh…brother-sister argument time sucks so I’m out of here but call me later Micky,” she said as I continued to watch her lick the lolly and stared at her ass as she swayed her hips.

That night, after hanging out with Martina at her house something happened that never happened before. I had a sexually erotic dream about her.

She was dressed in striped, long sleeve, turtleneck one piece with long black leggings that went up to her knees, wearing a pair of black flat shoes but the bottom of the outfit looked like a bikini.

Her long black hair rested in the middle of her back as she sat on her bended knees with her butt cheeks showing as she looked over her left shoulder with a sexy look holding and licking the same oversized lollypop to her lips as she had in my brother’s store.

We were in my brother’s store in my dream but slowly and little by little the displays of candy and flavored soda pop began to disappear until all had disappeared except for Martina.

The room in my dream had turned completely white as she slowly and seductively rose to her feet, turned around, and faced me.

“Micky, I know you want me to lick you the way I’m licking this lollipop and I want to do the same to you. But first I need to get out the outfit” she said to me as she slowly began to remove her arms from the top of the outfit.

As she was about to push the shirt down over her breasts I awoke in a sweat-filled panic. I couldn’t wrap my mind around the fact that I didn’t want the dream to end and wished that I could have seen her nude.

“What is happening to me?” I asked myself out loud as did my best to fall asleep again but didn’t until hours later.

It wasn’t until I saw her off to the airport a few hours before she was set to leave that I honestly wanted to place my head in the oven.

“See you this summer,” she said to me.

“Yeah, but we’ll do what we always do until then” I replied.

“I love you so much…thank you for always being here for me,” she told me.

“I love you too and same here” I responded as we embraced for one of the longest embraces we ever shared.

I enjoyed the feeling of her body pressed against mine, the smell of her skin, and the scent of her hair as I inhaled and took it all in.

We kissed each other on the lips as we had always done but when I felt her lips pressed against mine for maybe 2 seconds, I felt a shiver down my spine and my knees become weak.

“Call me when you get back to campus,” she said.

“Call me when you land, Marti” I replied.

“You know I will,” she said with a smile as I watched her walk out the front door as I immediately took a seat on the couch and pondered what it all meant.

I will never, ever forget my college experience and I’m happy that my parents talked me into going away as both they and my brother did.

My last semester in college may have only been a few months ago but I know in my heart and soul that it was by far my most memorable and unforgettable.

As I stated earlier, Gwen was not taking the ticking clock to adulthood as well even though I wasn’t taking it well myself.

With about 3 weeks left before graduation, Gwen and I decided to have a girl’s night consisting of a ludicrous amount of weed, snacks, and movies we both found to be hysterically funny.

We smoked a couple of joints each and were munching on chips and candy as she looked at me with an, usually upset look on her face.

I knew Gwen well enough to know when she was upset but I had never seen her that upset before.

“This is it…in 3 weeks it’s all over,” she said with dismay.

“I know but father time always wins” I replied philosophically.

“I’m never going to see you again,” she said to me sadly.

“Bullshit!” I yelled out.

“Back in high school you have all these friends that you promise to stay in touch with and even though you meant it at the time it doesn’t happen” she explained.

“That was high school Gwyneth Masterson and not college,” I said to her with laughter.

“What makes this any different?” she asked.

“You’re one of my best friends…if it weren’t for Martina you would be my best friend, same as if it weren’t for Heather, I would probably be your best friend” I explained.

“We’ve been together through 4 fucking years of college and in a few weeks, you’ll be back in Long Island and I’ll be back home in Buffalo.

We’re going to promise one another that we’ll be friends for life but then our friendship will fade away and I’ll be just some bitch you used to love with” she said to me as she popped a Skittle into her mouth.

“Gwen that will never happen with us. I can’t even express how much our friendship means to me.

I can never fully thank you for everything that you’ve helped me through” I said to her with sincerity.

“I love you more than words can ever say,” she said to me.

“Same here, Gwen but this is a depressing conversation,” I said with laughter as she then laughed.

“I’m sorry but I don’t do well with change,” she told me.

“Me neither but us, you and me, will never change,” I said to her as we both smiled and hugged.

I’ll never forget that conversation with Gwen that night and will certainly never forget what happened between us a week before we were to move out of our dorm room for the final time.

Our room was close to being fully packed up and I would be lying if I said I wasn’t deeply saddened knowing that I would never live in the place I called my home away from home with Gwen for 4 years.

Gwen and I decided that we were going to party as neither of us had ever partied before. We dressed to kill and walked hand in hand to the most kick-ass frat party at the best fraternity at one of the greatest party schools in New York state.

We both felt the vibe was a bit off as soon as we both arrived, but we were on a mission, so we had a couple of drinks, danced, drank a couple more, and danced some more.

“You want a mint?” one of the fraternity brothers asked as were handed two solo cups filled with beer and he dropped the mints into both our cups.

We smashed our cups together, both took big sips and about two hours later were having the time of our lives.

As I danced with a guy Gwen as Gwen did the same, I felt euphoric, excited yet calm at the same time and felt like I had drunk a case of energy drinks.

As I danced, I looked at Gwen who looked at me and we began to dance with each other. As we gazed into each other’s eyes and pressed our bodies against one another.

My hand placed on her hip felt amazing, unlike anything I had ever felt before and her hand on my waist felt extraordinary.

I had been drunk plenty of times, but this was an inebriation I had never felt before.

“Are you two okay?” Anne asked us as Gwen yelled out, “I feel fucking amazing!”

The next thing I knew I heard a lot of screaming and arguing as both Gwenn and I were escorted by Rob and another guy who I can’t seem to remember his name.

We were driven back to campus and brought back into our dorm room.

“Don’t drink any more alcohol” someone said as Gwen and I were left alone.

“I feel fucked up but in a great way,” she said to me as I laughed, kicked my shoes off, and yelled out, “Me too!”

“I want to dance,” she said as she grabbed her cell phone and music began to fill the room.

We danced as we had been at the party and the euphoria, I had felt there came crashing over me again.

As we danced, I looked at Gwenn’s stunning face, luscious lips, and soft lips and said, “Have you always been this hot?”

She laughed and replied, “Mostly but you are one of the hottest bitches I’ve ever set my eyes on” as we both giggled and locked eyes.

“You skin is so soft,” she said to me as she ran her fingers down my arm.

As I looked into her eyes from in between her legs past her amazing tits the feeling of my lips, tongue, and mouth fondling her clitoris while fingering her felt sensitive to my touch.

Her moans, cries, and movement of her body made me feel as close to anyone as I had ever felt before and when I felt her mouth and lips on my pleasure zone it was the most sensitive and feeling of euphoria ever.

I remember thinking to myself as I climaxed that it may be impossible to ever feel that same way again as if I had reached out and took hold of the most intense and amazing orgasm of my entire life.

I can’t remember everything that happened between Gwen and me that night but remember the next day as if it happened yesterday as it only happened a few months back.

“What time is it?!” I heard Gwen exclaim as I peered over her body and looked at the alarm clock.

“Is that right? It’s almost 7 PM!” I exclaimed.

We looked at each other and then as if in synch both pulled the sheets off our bodies and looked downward.

Again, as if in complete harmony we slowly placed the sheets back onto our bodies and both began to laugh hysterically.

“We fucked the shit out of each other last night,” she said to me with her face bright red.

“What happened?” I asked her as I did my best to recall the events of our encounter.

“We were high as fuck on Ecstasy!” she exclaimed with laughter as I too began to laugh but so hard, I was crying.

“I always wanted to experience what it would be like to have sex with a girl, but I never thought it would be with you,” she said to me with a smile.

“Same” I agreed.

“Uh…um…do you feel odd right now?” I asked.

“No…I’m hungry,” she said as I heard her stomach rumble.

We took showers, threw on some clothes, and had breakfast for dinner as we both did our best to recall anything and everything that led to us having sex.

Gwen and I talked about it all night long and agreed that it was something that happened between us, a college experience, and something that we would remember for the rest of our lives. We agreed that it wouldn’t change our relationship as it wouldn’t have happened had we not had those pills placed into our beers.

I unpack my clothes, a few boxes and am exhausted from the long drive home so I decide to lay down and take a nap.

I awake a little before 7 PM and can hear loud laughter emanating from outside from my slightly ajar bedroom window.

I wash my face, brush my teeth, walk down the stairs and as I open the sliding doors to the backyard, I roll my eyes at what I smell in the air.

I love my parents but they’re honestly like two grown children and it sometimes amazes me that are successful as they are.

My parents have always been cool and I hate to say it, but I know that some of my friends would choose my parents over theirs if they had a choice.

The summer before I left home for college, my mom busted me and my best friend, Martina, smoking a joint, and instead of reprimanding us, she smoked with us!

When Brandon was in between his junior and senior year of college he threw an insane party at our house thinking that my parents were away for the weekend.

The resort they were supposed to spend the weekend at had a fire and as a result, they didn’t go but acted as if they were, walking in on the party at its height.

Martina and I were playing beer pong against Brandon and Jill when they walked in and instead of losing their minds, they walked to the keg, poured two cups of beer, and called next. Instead of shutting the party down, they partied more than any of us!

As I step outside onto the deck surrounding the pool, I look at my parents and a gorgeous woman I don’t recognize sitting across from laughing her ass off.

The woman has shoulder-length natural blonde hair, amazing gray eyes, a gorgeous face, to go along with humongous tits, and a fit body.

As I walk toward them my mom taps my dad on his shoulder as he looks at me and smiles big and bright.

“Sweetie!” he exclaims as he leaps from his chair, hugs me tightly, and lifts me into the air as I can’t help but giggle.

“Daddy put me down!” I exclaim with embarrassment as he places me gently onto my feet and kisses my cheeks as I do the same.

“Finley, this is our daughter Micaela” my dad introduces me to the woman with pride as she looks at me and smiles.

“Micaela, this is Finley, our new next-door neighbor,” my dad tells me as we shake hands and I take a seat at the head of the table.

“Are you hungry?” my dad asks as I nod my head and reply, “I’m sure you and mom are” with sarcasm as Finley smiles and I notice from the look in her eyes she must have been smoking with my parents.

“Congratulations,” she says to me as I thank her and say the same to her as she looks at me with confusion.

“On buying the house next door,” I say to her.

She laughs with an embarrassed tone and thanks me.

“You want a beer, sweetheart?” my mom asks.

“Sure” I respond as both my parents walk off the deck and into the garage, my dad for hamburgers and my mom for the beer.

“The house looks so different,” I say to her to make small talk.

“For what it cost me I’m happy to hear it. I was telling your parents earlier that I’m having a housewarming, pool party, BBQ thing this weekend and you should come” she says to me.

“Yeah, sounds like a plan but I may have plans” I reply as my mom walks back up the deck with a six-pack of beer in hand which she places onto the table.

“With?” she inquires.

“My best friend Martina” I reply.

“If the two of you don’t have plans, bring her along, the more people the more fun,” she says with a wink.

“I’ll run it by her,” I tell Finley.

“I understand that you may be getting into the family business,” Finley says to me as I take a beer, open it, take a swig, and shrug my shoulders.

“I’m still undecided” I admit as my mom grins at me and then smiles as I can’t help rolling my eyes.

I suddenly have hands over my eyes and am confused as I remove the hands from my eyes.

“Surprise!” I hear Martina exclaim as I jump out of my seat and look at her.

“Oh my God…I thought you wouldn’t be home until tomorrow!” I exclaim with shock as my mom, gets out of her seat, walks to Marti, and hugs her.

“Welcome home Martina,” my mom says as she sighs and replies, “Thanks, Susan.”

My mom introduces Marti to Finley as my dad yells out, “You want a burger Marti?!”

“Yes, please!” she yells out loud in an answer as I hear Brandon’s loud-ass car pull into the driveway. He revs the engine as usual before turning the engine off.

I watch Jill with Brandon following closely behind her as he carries a case of beer over his shoulder.

“Why does this feel like a welcome home party?” I ask out loud as Jill runs over to me and claps her hands together.

“It’s just us but I thought it would be cool for us to get together like this again on your first day back,” she says with a smirk.

“This was your idea?” I ask.

She nods her head as I laugh and reply, “It is cool, thank you” as we hug hello as she and Brandon greet Martin, Finley, and my mom.

“In the fridge in the garage, Brando,” my mom says to him with laughter as Brandon looks at me, looks at my mom, and looks at me again.

“Some things never change,” he says with a shake of his head.

“I don’t deserve a hug hello?” I ask him.

“You don’t deserve one, but I’ll give you one anyway he says as he runs behind me, puts me in a headlock, and gives me a wet Willy.

“Brandon stop it! You’re such a juvenile!” I exclaim with laughter and annoyance as he lets go of me.

“What do you see in him, Jill?” she asks.

“He’s hot” she replies as I stink my tongue out and make a sound of disgust as he runs over to Jill and kisses her lips gently.

I’ve liked Jill since the first time I met her about 4 years ago. She and my brother began dating during their junior year in college and when he brought her home to meet us, we were all in shock.

Bandon never had a serious girlfriend before and the fact that he brought her home to meet my parents and me was shocking.

Even more shocking is that they met while in college in Arizona although she was born and raised in Bethpage which is the next town over from us.

They met thousands of miles away from home, lived within 10 minutes of each other for most of their lives, and attended the same college for over 2 years before meeting for the first time.

I mess with Brandon all the time on how she’s too good for him, but the truth is she’s the best thing that could ever have happened to him. She means everything to him, and I love the way they look at each other, they’re so in love.

Brandon had no direction and was worse than Gwen with his partying ways but when he met and started dating Jill he changed. He still partied but not as much, became focused on school, and became ambitious and driven.

Jill is the epitome of the girl next door looks. She’s pretty, yet approachable and she’s petite as petite can be.

She’s all of five feet two inches tall yet she and Brandon look perfect together although he’s six feet tall. When I see them stand next to each other and he places his arm around her shoulder they fit like pieces of a puzzle.

“Martina, I’m sorry about the draft,” Brandon says out loud as I shale my head and look at him with daggers in my eyes.

“Thanks...but it’s okay, I’ll get over it” she replies.

“There’s still a chance in the next draft,” I say to her with encouragement as she shrugs her shoulders and grabs a beer.

“What sport?” Finley asks as Marti instantly replies, “Soccer.”

“She’s one of the best players in the country when she’s healthy,” I say out loud.

“The problem has always been I’ve never been healthy…one injury after another,” she says with sadness as I look at Brandon with a death stare as he says only with his lips, “Sorry.”

“Burges and dogs!” my dad yells out as he joins us on the deck, and I feel relief that the conversation will soon be anything other than soccer.

“Just like back in the day,” my dad says with happiness as he looks at me and Marti sitting next to one another.

“These two have been close as sisters since high school,” my dad says to Finley as I exclaim in my head in silence, “Sisters?!”

“Must be nice that you two are such close friends” Finley says.

“It is…Micky’s family is like my own family and my family is the same with her. We’re family at this point” she explains.

Good grief! First, my dad says we’re like sisters and then Marti follows that up by basically agreeing with my dad and calling us family!

“Yeah, like two peas in a pod,” my mom says with joy as I feel like I want to crawl in a hole and die.

As the evening progresses into the night, I’ll admit that I’ve been having a great time and although my parents have told one embarrassing story about myself and Brandon to Finley, I can’t remember the last time I had such a good time with my family.

“It’s been real people, but it’s getting late, I need to get Jill home and I have to do inventory first thing in the morning,” my brother says as he and Jill say their goodbyes and leave.

“It’s not even 10 people,” I say as I realize our little get-together is breaking up.

“Good night all,” my parents say leaving Finley, Marti, and I alone.

“I’m tired…I’m going to call it a night,” Marti says.

“You want me to walk you home?” I ask as she shakes her head.

“Nah, I’m good but I’ll text you first thing in the morning,” she says to me as we both rise from our seats and embrace.

I inhale lightly and find myself enjoying the scent of her hair and the feeling of her arms around me so much so I’m getting goosebumps until we stop embracing.

“Hey, Martina, if you don’t have plans on Saturday, I’m having a party,” Finley says.

“Are you going, Micky?” Marti asks.

“I was going to ask you” I answer.

“Let’s go,” she says as I smile and agree.

“Bye,” Marti says out loud as I watch her walk toward the stops and find myself again fixated on her swaying hips and ass.

I grab another beer, sit in my seat, and sigh forgetting that Finley is still here with me.

“You seem perplexed,” she tells me as I sip my beer and shake my head.

“I’ve spent the last 4 years of my life mostly away from here and knowing that I’m home for good feels odd” I admit to her.

“It was an adjustment when you went away, and it’ll be an adjustment being back. Those of us who go away to college all deal with it” she explains.

“You went away to school?” I ask.

“This born and raised New York City girl spent 4-year amazing years in California.

I thought about staying when I graduated but I missed home, so I moved back home for a year, and spent the last six years living in the West Village until I moved in next door a few weeks ago” she tells me.

“Do you like it here?” I ask.

“It’s an adjustment but it feels like this is where I’m meant to be right now,” she says to me with a smile.

“Your parents are amazing by the way,” she says to me with praise.

“They’re overgrown children” I reply with a chuckle.

She shakes her head and replies, “I think they’re just comfortable with who they are.”

“That they are” I reply.

“Well, it’s been great talking to you, and I hope to see you on Saturday,” she says to me.

“Great talking to you too and I will see you on Saturday” I reply as we part ways and I head into my bedroom.

It’s all so odd to me. Being around Martina today felt like the good old days but I had those moments where I looked at her as more than my best friend.

I don’t why this is happening, the thoughts, dreams, and looks I give her, and I can’t help but worry over what it all means.

As the next couple of days pass Marti and I hang out as we always have yet I keep having these moments where I find myself sexually attracted to her.

It can be something as small as her flipping her hair, placing her hair behind her ear, or even a smile but when these moments happen, I find myself feeling terrible that I’m having the thoughts that I do.

I can’t help but feel suffocated as if I’m standing in a room and the walls are closing in on me. The only person who knows I’m a lesbian is Gwen, and I can’t bear to think about telling anyone in my family but especially Marti.

If I tell Marti, then maybe she may notice that I’m having these moments of sexual attraction to her and I fear how she’d react to my sexuality and then my moments of attraction.

I’ve been home for 3 days and I wish I were anywhere but here, especially with my parents and Brandon stressing me out over me opening a Sweet Connection location.

When I feel like this, I would normally talk to Marti, but I can’t since she’s the major cause of why I feel this way.

If Gwen were here, she would know just what to say to me but she’s not and I don’t want to call her with my bullshit when she has her issues to deal with back home.

“I’ll be there in 5” Marti texts me as I try to decide on what to wear to Finley’s party.

I grab a bathing suit, put it on, and look at myself in my full-size mirror.

I look at myself in the mirror over my shoulder as I try to decide if I look okay from the rear.

“Mira a esta chica!” I hear Marti say.

“What do you think? I ask.

“You look hot. Your tits look amazing” she says as she twirls her finger around.

I turn myself around so she’s now looking at my backside.

“Your ass looks great!” she says as she proceeds to slap my ass as I feel a tingling sensation in my body.

“You look amazing,” I say to her with a smile as she winks at me.

“Think any cute guys will be in attendance?” she asks.

“No clue but guess we’re going to find out” I reply as I find myself feeling a bit of jealousy.

“What the?” I ask as Marti and I look at each other as we both notice an insane amount of cars parked on my street and droves of people walking to Finley’s house.

“This is going to be fun!” she yells out as she grabs my hand and is now practically dragging me toward Finley’s.

“There’s like a hundred people here,” I say with surprise and amazement as we enter the backyard from the side of the house.

There two bars with bartenders, a deejay playing extremely loud electronic dance music as people dance, drink, and smoke weed!

Two BBQ grills are going at the same time with what appears to be hired, grill masters.

“Uh oh…what’s happening to me?” Marti asks with fake concern as she begins to move her shoulders, opens her mouth, and yells out, “Oh no!” in the same manner as she begins to dance as she walks.

“This is fucking insane!” I yell out with excitement as we both run to the bar.

“What will you two lovely girls like?” the shirtless male bartender asks as Marti giggles as I look at her become fixated on his six-pack abdominal muscles.

“Mojito!” Marti asks as she looks at him as if he’s on the menu.

“For you?” he asks as I reply, “Same as her.”

He makes the drinks, hands them to us, and says, “Hope to see often” to Marti with a wink and a smile.

Marti replies, “Oh you will…maybe even after the party” with a flirtatious tone as I look at her with confusion and then shake it off.

“You two made it!” Finley yells out as she sprints toward us in a revealing bikini and wearing sunglasses.

I swallow my saliva harshly and take a sip of my drink as I then smile at Finley but can’t seem to take my eyes off her breasts.

“Make yourselves at home and have a great time!” she says as she sprints away to mingle with her guests.

The party is out of control and it’s not even 2 PM yet as I watch Marti gawk at one guy after another and feel myself becoming annoyed.

“There are so many hot guys here I feel like I’m in one of your parent’s stores,” she says to me with lust as I fake giggle.

I’m trying to pace myself, but the drinks are strong, the sun is beaming, and I know if I don’t stop drinking for a bit, I’ll be heading to the land of white girls wasted.

I watch as my parents appear to be having the time of their lives as they dance with each other with drinks in their hands.

Gwen walks over to me and Martina and takes a seat next to me.

“I’m going into the pool.

I have my eye on that one right over there” she says to me as she points to the guy with a head nod in his direction.

“Have fun” I say to her as I do my best not to sound jealous and watch her slide off her shorts and remove her shirt.

I can’t help but notice how amazing her body looks. She must be in the best shape of her life as I look at the muscle definition present in her stomach and her overall tone physique.

She puts her sunglasses on as I do the same and watch her calmly enter the pool with a sexy strut.

“You’re girl has an amazing body!” Gwen exclaims.

My girl?!

“My what?” I ask as she giggles and replies, “Your girl, your bestie BFF” she replies as I finish my drink and continue to suck the straw after nothing is left.

“Let me get you another” Finley says to me as she walks away and returns a few seconds later with another drink for me.

“Having a good time?” she asks as I nod my head and sip my new drink.

“Do you think your brother and his girlfriend will come?” she asks as I again nod my head as I watch Marti make her way over to the guy.

“He’s cute and all but I don’t see it,” I say trying to hide my contempt.

“That’s Nigel, he’s a fashion designer and married to my other friend, Sven,” she tells me.

“His wife’s name is Sven?” I ask with misunderstanding.

She laughs and replies, “Sven is his husband” as I feel both embarrassed and stunned at the same time.

“He’s gay?” I ask as I pull my shades down to the bottom of my nose.

“A good portion of the people here are as will be many who will be coming. Remember, I lived in the West Village” she says with a smile and then looks at me with concern.

“Do gay people make you uncomfortable?” she asks as I quickly shake my head.

“No, not at all,” I tell her with sincerity with a look of relief coming across her face followed by another smile.

I pace myself as best as I can for hours which is more than I can say for Marti who’s so wasted she’s barely coherent.

“Why are so many hot guys here homosexual?” she asks with frustration.

“She has a lot of gay friends” I answer and then ask, “Are you uncomfortable here?”

She laughs drunkenly and replies, “I was a soccer player.”

“What do you being a soccer player have to do with anything?” I ask with intrigue.

“Five of my teammates were lesbians and another was bi,” she says to me without care as the gears of my mind begin to move quickly.

“You ever delve down that path?” I ask cautiously.

“No!” she exclaims and then begins to laugh hysterically.

“You never thought about it?” I ask with a wink.

“Who hasn’t?” she replies in question as she looks at me with that look of hers that tells me she’s about to puke.

“Breath, Marti…breathe,” I say to her calmly as I take hold of her hand and walk with her quickly into the house.

There’s a huge line for the bathroom and although I feel that it’s wrong that I walk Marti upstairs I feel more strongly that it would be wrong for Marti to puke all over Finley’s house.

I feel happy that no one is upstairs as I see an open door that I quickly drag Martina toward.

I sigh with relief as I discover the room is the bathroom as I pull her as hard as I can to the toilet as she immediately begins to vomit.

I hold her hair behind her head as she vomits repeatedly for close to ten minutes and proceeds to sit and lean against the shower doors.

I flush to the toilet and ask, “You think you’re finished?” as she exhales slowly and nods her head.

“I feel so much better,” she says as she stumbles to her feet.

“I’m going to take you home,” I say to her as a look of anger comes across her face.

“Back to the party,” she says to me as I look at her in disbelief.

“No, you need to go home, now,” I say to her.

She walks to me, takes hold of the bottom of my hair, and twirls it with her finger as I look at her with concern.

“I’m going back to the party and if I wanted you to babysit me, I would have asked you to,” she says to me with annoyance.

“Fine” I reply as I throw my hands in the air and watch her leave the bathroom.

I don’t know what’s going on with her. She’s never in her life been as flirtatious before and I’ve never seen her get this wasted so fast. When she gets sick from drinking it’s normally lights out but not tonight.

I exit the bathroom with my mind running a mile per second as I notice another door that’s slightly ajar.

I know I shouldn’t go there but the curiosity is getting the better of me as I gently push the door open and feel like I’m in heaven.

There must be hundreds of books on the shelves that surround the room as if no space was wasted and the sole purpose of this room was to be a showcase of her collection.

I slowly walk to the shelf across from me as I look at the various titles of the books and run my fingers across the spines of the books that I have already read. The smell of leather and paper permeates the room.

As I continue to peruse the collection, I rub my eyes in disbelief as I see “Awakening” by Beth Hastings, the book that I read over and again that changed my life.

I look around the room and begin to pull the book off the shelf but then become enamored with the large desk with the multiple piles of paper stacked high.

I walk to the desk and begin to look at the papers that have holes punched into them and are being held together with metal placeholders.

I soon realize that the stacks of papers aren’t what they appear to be at first glance, these are manuscripts!

“Welcome,” Finley says to me as I suddenly feel that I shouldn’t be in this room alone.

“I’m sorry…I uh…um, didn’t mean to walk in here,” I say apologetically.

“It’s a housewarming party and part of the experience is checking out the house,” she says to me with a smile.

“This is amazing,” I say to her.

“You enjoy reading?” she asks.

“It’s my favorite thing to do” I admit to her.

“Mine too” she replies.

“What is it that you do?” I ask as I look at the manuscripts on her desk.

“I’m a freelance book editor. Mostly self-published authors but I have agreements with a few of the large publishing companies.

It’s more cost-effective for a publishing house to pay me per book than to employ a person full time” she explains to me.

She looks at the bookshelf and notices that a book is out of place.

She walks over to the book and then faces me.

“If there’s anything you want to borrow, feel free,” she asks as she pulls “Awakening” off the shelf.

“Interested?” she asks.

“I read it already” I admit to her.

“What did you think?” she asks.

“I thought it was amazing, so amazing I read it more than once,” I tell her.

She places the book back into its spot and says, “I should get back.”

“Yeah, me too” I respond as we walk out of the room and back outside together.

Two hours later Marti is sitting in a corner by herself and although there’s no point in wearing sunglasses anymore she still has them on.

“You mad at me?” I ask her as I see a tear leave the bottom of her glasses.

She suddenly warps her arms around me, begins to cry, and says, “Please take me home.”

“Leaving?” Finley asks as she looks at Marti and says, “Come back later if you want” as I flash a smile.

Marti is crying so hard and is so drunk I’m almost carrying her back to her house and feel grateful that she’s only around the block.

“You’re shit-faced,” I say to her with humor as she now sobs.

“It’s over,” she says with slurred speech.

“I know…college is over and we’re home now” I reply.

“No, it’s over!” she yells out.

“What’s over?” I ask with worry.

“It’s over, Micky” she begins to cry as hard as I’ve ever seen her cry before as her house comes into view.

“You had a lot to drink, and we’ll talk tomorrow,” I say to her.

“It’s over, forever!” she screams out as I say out loud, “Oh fuck” as I see her father walk out the front door and toward his car parked in the driveway.

“I want to go home!” she cries out.

“I know we’re almost there,” I say calmly.

“This isn’t home” she babbles as I hope that her father doesn’t see us.

“Shit!” I exclaim as Wilfredo sees me walking with his hysterically crying daughter and begins to walk toward us.

“What is this?!” he asks me in his broken English as I smile with an all teeth smile and shrug my shoulders.

With a look of anger and disgust he takes hold of Marti and picks her up as he begins to speak in Spanish so quickly, I’m having trouble understanding.

“What happen?” he asks me as I shrug my shoulders and smile at him the same way I had just smiled at him.

“I’ll take care of her,” I say to him.

“I take care of it,” he says to me as I watch him carry her into the house as she cries on his shoulder.

I know her mom and dad and I know they’re going to be pissed off beyond belief with her. To make the matter worse, they’re also going to be pissed off with me.

There’s nothing I can do other than to touch base with Marti at some point tomorrow so it’s time to rejoin the party.

I walk back to Finley’s and am happy to see that Brandon and Jill have finally arrived although the party seems to be dying down.

People are leaving in droves, the deejay is packing his equipment and the only hired help now consists of the bartenders. I look at my cell phone and realize it not even 10 PM.

“You’re back!” Finley says with joy.

“I’m back but is the party over?” I ask.

“Winding down but there is an after-party” she replies.

“I’m fucking wasted!” I exclaim with laughter to Finley as we are the last remaining people.

“What time is it?” I ask as she laughs and replies, “3:53 AM.”

“I should go,” I say to her as I attempt to get off the lounge chair and come crashing back down.

“Partied out?” she asks as if challenging me.

“Not even close” I lie to her.

“You want to smoke?” she asks.

“Fuck it, spark up,” I say to her.

“You going to be sick?” she asks.

“Probably” I confess to her as she laughs so hard, she’s crying.

“I don’t want to be a bad influence or anything,” she tells me.

“My mom caught me and Marti toking and instead of reprimanding us, she smoked with us” I reply.

“Your parents have an amazing story…it’s inspiring and makes me want to write again,” she says.

“I thought you’re an editor,” I say to her with confusion as I watch her roll a joint.

I watch her lick the joint and smile at the image of her tongue licking the rolling paper as she smirks at me and then uses her lighter to dry off her saliva.

She lights the joint, takes a couple of hits, and passes it to me.

“I’m a failed writer turned editor,” she tells me as I take a drag of the joint and begin to cough.

“That’s not skank,” she says to me with pride.

“No shit,” I say as I again cough a few times and pass it back to her.

“Anything I would know?” I ask.

“Finley Walsh is also known as Beth Hastings,” she says with a grin as I look at her in amazement.

“No way…are you serious?” I ask with shock.

“I always liked the name Beth and Hastings is an easy enough name to remember” she explains.

“Awaking changed my life” I confess as she laughs and replies, “You may be the only person who read it.”

“I’m sure I’m not” I reply.

“Where did you but it?” she asks as she leans toward me, blows smoke in my face, and passes the joint back to me.

“I found it on a bench on campus” I admit as I take another toke.

“I can’t,” I say to her as I pass the strongest joint of my life back to her.

“Fitting,” she says to me with disappointment.

“I honestly loved it and I wouldn’t consider it a failure,” I say to her.

“I sold less than 3,000 copies,” she says to me.

“Well had I not found it I would have never known it existed,” I tell her.

“Marketing was never my strong suit and I didn’t have the money to market it properly” she explains to me.

“I would love to sit down with you and talk about it,” I say to her.

“Okay, we’re both sitting and talking so why not now?” she asks.

“I’m drunk, high, and can barely think straight” I confess.

“How did it change your life?” she asks.

“I’m not drunk and high enough to answer that question,” I say to her with a smirk.

“You’re confused…I can see it,” she says to me.

“I have nothing to be confused over,” I say to her as I begin to feel uncomfortable.

“It’s a process,” she says to me as I sit up, flip my legs around, and now sit on the side of the lounge chair with my feet firmly placed on the ground.

“I’m sure it is but not for me” I lie.

“Most of my closest friends are homosexual and I was in a homosexual relationship once upon a time.

You can bullshit yourself, but you can’t bullshit me” she says with seriousness.

“I’m leaving,” I say to her and as I attempt to stand, she places her hands firmly on my legs.

“It’s unhealthy to keep things inside.

I know you don’t know me but you kind of do as my novel changed your life.

The few people I’ve met who have said the same words to me were those who had questioned their sexuality.

My writing helped them come to terms with things as it has with you” she says to me with a look of satisfaction on her face.

“You were in a relationship with a girl?” I ask as she nods her head.

“Over a year,” she says to me.

“What happened?”  I ask with my heart and pulse racing.

“It didn’t work out,” she says to me.

“I need to go home,” I say to her with my voice shaking and the feeling of sickness coming over me.

“I’m here whenever you need to talk,” she says to me as she removes her hands from my legs.

I can’t bring myself to look her in her eyes as I get to my feet, stumble back to my house, and into my bedroom.

“Why are you crying?” I ask.

“I’m afraid” she replied.

“You don’t ever need to be afraid with me. You can tell me anything” I respond.

“I’m in love with you,” she says as she removes her sunglasses.

“No, you’re not,” I say with my voice and body quivering.

“I’m in love with you and you’re in love with me. It’s okay to admit it to me” she tells me.

“I need to kiss you,” I say as she smiles, and our lips move forward.

“I knew it you fucking dyke!” she exclaims as I look at her and exclaim, “Marti!” and wake up filled with terror.

I’m shaking uncontrollably and feel as if I’m going to cry as I become angry with myself.

I hear my cell phone begin to ring as reach for it and answer, “Hello?”

“Hello, bitch” I hear Gwen say.

“Fuck you, Gwen,” I say as the realization that I feel like death comes over me.

“You did that already but anyway you sound like garbage,” she says with laughter.

“I wish I felt like garbage instead of what I feel like right now” I respond.

“Rough night…poor baby,” she says to me.

“How is it being back home for good?” I ask.

“Fucking sucks” she admits to me.

“How is your nana?” I ask with concern.

“Same as usual” she replies.

“I’m sorry” I respond.

“I’m counting down the days until it’s time to go back to campus after being home for less than a week and it’s unsettling,” Gwen says to me.

“I know…I feel the same way,” I tell her.

It’s great to hear her voice and even better than we’re experiencing the same feelings at the same time. It makes me miss her more than usual as the realization that we’re hundreds of miles apart, an over six-hour drive away from one another, and will never room together as we had for our entire college lives.

From the sound of her voice, I know she needs to talk and needs me to listen so that’s what I do as she talks nonstop for over an hour about home life and her grandmother’s care.

“I’m sorry,” she says to me with an apologetic tone.

“No need to be…I’m here for you” I reply.

“I know and thank you for being a true friend,” she tells me.

“How’s Heather?” I ask.

“Still in Texas” she answers.

“When is she coming home?” I ask with confusion.

“She’s not,” she says with an upset tone.

“Why?!” I exclaim with shock.

“Another day, Micaela,” she tells me as we promise to catch up soon and talk again.

I feel horrible for Gwen and can’t imagine what she’s going through.

I was worried beyond belief about her going home to her shitty home life but felt better that she would have Heather there for her.

Knowing that Heather isn’t coming home and has decided to stay in Texas for whatever reason makes me feel that she needs me more than ever before.

The reality is that I don’t know how to be here for her when we’re so far apart and won’t be returning to campus with me.

As the weeks pass, I’m avoiding Finley who seems to be hanging out at my house more and more often. When I see her, I say hello and make myself scarce.

For some reason, I thought that being back home would somehow make Marti and I revert to our high school days when we spent every minute of every day together, but it has been close.

She’s been working full time at her parents’ business, putting in long hours which makes me realize that she’s moving forward into adulthood and I’ve been stalling.

However, tonight we have plans. We’re not doing anything more than dinner and drinks, but I feel like I haven’t seen her in forever and am looking forward to spending time with her.

“You seem off,” I say to her after dinner as we take seats at the bar and sip our drinks.

“I’m fine” she instantly replies.

“I know you well enough to know when you say you’re fine you’re not.

Why won’t you talk to me about what happened at Finley’s party?” I say to her.

“I had too much drink is all nothing more” she answers.

“Bullshit, Marti,” I say to her as she smirks at me and lets out a small laugh.

“I don’t want to talk about it but have something I do want to talk to you about,” she says to me.

“Please go on,” I say to her with excitement.

“I met a guy at work,” she says to me as I feel anger, jealousy, and upset all at the same time.

“You work with your mom and dad in a small office” I respond.

“Thank you for the recap on my work life but I do interact with other people,” she says to me.

“Who is he?” I ask trying to hide my true feelings.

“His name is Michael, he’s cute as can be and he’s an account executive for the distributor we buy our cleaning supplies from” she explains.

“He’s a salesman for a company that sells cleaning products to a company that cleans houses and commercial offices,” I say to her.

She rolls her eyes and tilts her head as she looks at me with annoyance.

“Don’t do this” she says to me.

“Do what?” I ask.

“Whenever I meet a guy you instantly judge him and dislike him as soon as I make mention of him,” she tells me.

“That’s because you always date asshole losers” I fire back.

“My track record may not be the best but there’s something about him that intrigues me,” she says.

“Like what?” I inquire.

“He seems different…I can’t explain why but it’s how I feel” she answers.

I laugh, shake my head and say, “Javier, Justin, Anthony, Henry, and a few others who I can’t remember off the top of my head were also intriguing.

How did they work out?” I say with cynicism.

“At least I’m putting myself out there” she replies with a tinge of anger.

“What is that supposed to mean?” I ask.

“How are you ever going to meet your forever when you barely date anyone?” she asks with gravity.

“I’ve dated plenty of guys!” I exclaim as I take a drink of my cocktail.

“4 years of college and you told me about 3 guys the entire time,” she says to me.

“There were only 3 guys” I answer factually.

“3 guys in 4 years of college within the first 2 years of college, 1 of which you had sex with,” she tells me.

“So, what!” I say with building anger.

“When was the last time you got laid?” she asks me.

“We’re not talking about me, we’re talking about you so let us talk about you,” I tell her as I feel myself becoming angrier.

“We were talking about me but now we’re talking about you so answer my question,” she says to me.

Oh shit, I didn’t see this coming. What should I say to her?

“I let a guy named Brian go down on me during a party in Buffalo and had a one-night stand with a guy named Gary a week before school ended,” I say to her with belief in my own words.

“Why am I only now hearing about this?” she asks.

I pick up my drink and slowly sip it, thinking about what to say.

I slowly remove the glass from my lips and answer, “I felt like a whore.”

She looks at me, sips her drink, and shakes her head.

“4 guys in over 8 years makes you the biggest slut in existence,” she says to me as I giggle and feel ashamed that I lied to Marti for the first time in my life but also makes me realize something.

During my 21 years of existence, I’ve had sex with 2 guys but had 2 sexual encounters with girls within the last year!

Granted I was high on drugs when Gwen and I had sex but considering the facts of my sex life makes me feel better about my sexuality.

I had sex with Craig because I felt pressured to have sex since Martina was going to give her virginity to Alex and I slept with Mark because I let him put the tip in and it somehow led to him putting more than his tip-in.

Now that I think about it, having the 2 minutes of sex, if it lasted that long with Mark makes me feel disgusted.

“Instead of spending $10 a drink here what don’t we go old school, grab some booze, and head to the park?” I ask.

“That sounds great!” she exclaims, and I find myself excited as can be until she drives past the liquor store as I look at her with disappointment.

“I have to work in the morning,” she says to me.

“Your parents going to fire you?” I ask with annoyance.

“Probably” she replies as I laugh and reply, “Yeah.”

She drops me off in front of my house as I watch her drive away.

“See you when I see you!” I exclaim as I stand in front of my house.

“You looked amazing tonight and I’m sorry I lied to you!” I exclaim as I suddenly realize that I’m not alone.

I slowly turn my body as I look at a smiling Finley and feel my body begin to warm with the feeling of embarrassment.

“Terrible idea,” she says to me as I look at her as if I have no idea what she’s talking about.

“She’s sexy as hell but no,” she tells me as I look at her as if she’s crazy.

Finley begins to clap and says, “Wow, you’re not running away from me.”

“I’m sorry I’ve been avoiding you,” I tell her.

“How long has it been?” she inquires.

“How long has it been meaning what?” I ask with fear.

“How long have you had the hots for her?” she asks.

“I do not have the hots for her. That’s sick and disturbing” I say to her not believing my own words for a second.

“It’s also normal,” she says to me as I open my mouth wide, realize my mouth is wide open and immediately close it.

“My offer stands,” she says to me as she begins to walk toward her front door.

“Finley!” I yell out as she turns around and faces me with a huge smile.

“Micaela,” she says with the same look on her face.

“Are you busy?” I ask.

“Nope,” she replies.

“I need to talk,” I say to her as if she doesn’t know I need to talk.

“Great, so let’s talk,” she says to me as I follow her into her house.

“I can’t get over how great the place looks,” I tell her.

“Thank you. My friend did the interior design at no charge in exchange for allowing me to show it to her potential clients but stop stalling” she says to me.

“I don’t know where to start” I admit to her.

“How about with my novel?” she says to me as I sit on her couch in silence and shake both my legs at the same time.

“You want a drink?” she asks.

“Please” I respond as she opens a bottle of wine and pours two glasses.

“Thank you,” I say to her as I take hold of the wine glass, sip it and hold onto it as I exhale slowly.

“All I can say about your book is that I found similarities between myself and the main character. At times I felt that we were the same” I explain.

“That was the message I was trying to convey. Sexuality can be confusing, and I wanted to write the story in a way that would send the message that the reader wasn’t alone” she tells me.

“You did a great job because not only did I feel that I wasn’t alone but with each time I read it my denial began to disappear,” I say to her.

“You like girls,” she says to me as I nod my head and look at her with worry.

“Is it obvious?” I ask as she sips her wine, chuckles, and then smiles.

“Not so much. I saw moments but I don’t believe that most people would know” she says to me as I sigh with relief.

“You’re scared,” she says to me as I reply, “More like terrified.”

“Both words are the same but okay…why?” Finley responds.

“How am I supposed to come to terms with the fact that I’m a girl who likes girls when I don’t like myself” I confess.

“What is it about yourself you don’t like?” she asks.

I drink the rest of my wine, place the glass on the coaster on the table and look at her with apprehension.

“I don’t like that I’m gay…I don’t want to be gay, I want to be normal” I confess to something I thought I never would.

She sits next to me, places her hand on my shoulder, and replies, “It’s not a choice, Micaela, it’s who you are and it’s not abnormal.

There are enough gay people in the country to populate the state of New Jersey

There are millions upon millions of people in the LGBT community worldwide and being a gay male, female, bisexual, transgender, or whatever label, you want to place makes you normal within that community” she explains to me.

“It’s a small percentage overall and people like me also have a higher likelihood for mental health problems including but not limited to suicide and suicide attempts,” I tell her.

“There’s a lot of factors involved….is that how you’re feeling…you maybe want to hurt yourself?” she asks with concern.

“No, I would never. I’m just saying that if I were given a choice in this, I wouldn’t choose to be this way to have romantic feelings for my best friend” I explain.

“It happens Micaela,” she says as I look at her and say, “You told me before that it’s normal.”

“Consider it to be a lesbian right of passage to develop romantic feelings for a straight girl,” she says with a smile.

“Looking at her and concluding that she’s heterosexual while looking at me and seeing moments of gayness doesn’t make sense to me at all,” I say with an upset tone.

“So, you think she may have a chance with her?” she asks as I feel deflated.

“I don’t know” I answer.

“It’s not a difficult question to answer if you think about it,” she tells me.

“She’s always dated and had sex with guys, but she did admit to me that she’s thought about it,” I say with hope.

“Micaela, everyone has thought about having sex with the same sex.

If people never thought about it then people wouldn’t be able to have a sexual identity” she explains to me as I sigh.

“Are you in love with her?” Finley asks.

“I think I am but I’m not positive. I’ve never been in love, but I know I’ve never felt this way about anyone” I answer.

“Does she know?” she asks.

“I’m afraid to tell her” I admit.

“I’m not telling you what to do but before you decide to come out, whenever that time comes, I highly suggest that you embrace who you are.

Don’t like yourself, love yourself, and when you can love yourself, you’ll be able to love someone else” she says to me.

“Thank you for this,” I say to her as she smiles and replies, “I’m here whenever you need to talk and by the way her name is Sheila.”

“Who’s name is Shelia?” I ask.

“Black bikini, amazing body…” she begins as I jump in to say, “Long black hair with the blonde highlight and amazing eyes.”

“Moments,” she says with laughter as I too laugh.

Over the last month, I’ve read “Awakening” two more times and have been spending a lot of time alone, trying my best to embrace who I am so I can love myself.

I don’t know if I’m capable of loving myself, but I do know that I need to accept who I am before I can move on in life but it’s so hard.

I can’t get over the fact that my sexuality can impact my life in so many negative ways. I could lose people in my life who I love but who could choose to no longer love me because of the way I am.

I find myself walking around the mall at different times of the day to hopefully come across a happy lesbian couple, but I haven’t, and it fills me with grief. I feel as alone as ever.

“Hey, stranger,” Finley says to me as I exit my car.

“Hi” I reply with a sad voice.

“What’s wrong?” she asks.

“I’ve been trying to embrace who I am, to become comfortable with myself but it’s hard when all I see are married or in love cisgender people.

No matter where I go it’s all I see, and it makes me feel even more abnormal than I had felt” I say to her.

“You have plans tonight?” she asks me.

“Why would I have plans on a Friday night?” I ask with sorrow.

“Come out with me tonight and dress to kill,” she tells me with a smile.

“Where would I be going?” I ask.

“It’s an engagement party” she answers.

“You’re just going to bring an uninvited guest?” I ask.

“I always plus 1” she replies.

“We’re in the West Village,” I say to her as we drive down the streets of Manhattan.

“That’s where I used to live” she points to a building as we’re stopped at a stop light.

We park her car in a garage and walk to the venue, a place called “Alger House.”

“This placed is often used for wedding receptions but since they’re having a destination wedding, they decided to have the engagement party here.

It wasn’t a huge engagement party with about 60 people in attendance at most, but it was just what I needed to see what the life of a happy gay couple could be.

Gabriel and Justin shattered all the stereotypes I ever had about gay men. They were both masculine, handsome, and completely in love, but it wasn’t seeing them together that did what I needed.

It was a lesbian couple, close friends of Finley’s, Brianna, and Susan who made me feel that it was normal to be the way that I am.

Two women had always lived as cisgender women until they fell in love with one another.

As Susan explained, they worked together and couldn’t stand to be around one another until they were forced to by being assigned to a project with one another.

While working on the project and spending so much time together they realized their mutual dislike was entirely due to the sexual tension that had between them so one night and bottles of wine later they slept together.

Brianna explained that they both attributed what happened to the alcohol and decided that they would never wind up in bed together again until they again did and continued to do so.

“We’ve been together ever since, three years now,” she said to me as Finley smiled at me.

“So, the two of you never realized that you were lesbians living as straight women,” I said with amazement.

“I’m a lesbian but Susan is gay for me” Brianna tried to explain as I look at Brianna with shock.

“You’re not a lesbian?” I asked in a low tone of voice.

“If Brianna and I were to split up I wouldn’t get into another relationship with a woman.

I know I love her, and I don’t care that she’s a woman but for me, I’m in a lesbian relationship even though I don’t identify as a lesbian” she tried to explain.

I smiled and asked no more questions of the two but as Finley and I drove home all I could do was ask her question after question.

I don’t know if it’s a good thing or a bad thing but going to the engagement party with Finley has given me hope that a relationship with Martina is possible.

I would be Brianna and Martina would be Susan. I’d be the lesbian and Martina would be the girl who always identified as a hetero would be gay for me.

I stretch my arms out as I awake from my slumber as I check my cell phone and look at the date.

This is normally the point in time that I start to get ready for my return trip to campus by packing small things and shopping for clothes but not this year which makes me upset.

“Want to hang out tonight?” I read a text from Marti that brings a smile to my face.

“Michael has plans?” I text back with a smirk on my face.

“Fuck him!” she texts back in seconds.

They’ve either argued or stopped seeing each other but either scenario brings a smile to my face and joy to my body.

It’s just like we’re back in high school as we climb the fence into the park with our backpacks filled with bottles of liquor, cups, ice, and juice to mix our cocktails with.

“It amazes me the park police have never caught is in here,” I say to her as she laughs and replies, “Don’t jinx us, we’re adults and can get into trouble now.”

“So, what happened with Michael?” I ask.

“I slept with him and then he told me he wasn’t looking to be a in serious relationship but would love for us to keep being friends,” she says to me as we mix our cocktails on the bottom of level of the bleacher.

“Do you want to be in a relationship with him?” I ask.

She shakes her head and replies, “No, but I thought he was different. I honestly wanted to do the same thing, but I wanted to be the one who said the words” she says to me.

“What’s going on with you lately?” I ask.

“I missed out on the college experience.

All I did was train, work out, eat right, play soccer, get hurt, rehab by working out harder only to get hurt again playing soccer.

It was all for nothing” she says to me extremely upset.

“You can still get drafted in January,” I say to her with encouragement.

“I’m not getting drafted Micky, it’s over,” she says to me as I watch a tear leave her eye.

“Soccer is the reason you were out of control at Finley’s party,” I say finally connecting the dots.

“I’ve loved the game my entire life, but it never loved me back. All it did was cause me grief and physical pain, but I kept pushing and pushing only to wind up here, working at my parents’ company” she explains to me.

“You love soccer…how can you just give up like this?” I ask with seriousness.

“I’m not good enough Micky.

All the injuries caught up with me. My brain knows what it wants my body to do but my body won’t do it.

The way I played that earned me the scholarship is gone. Playing in college was supposed to take my game to the next level but I regressed.

I’m never going to play again” she says to me with grief.

We have a few drinks in silence as we both stare up at the clear and star-filled night sky to the sounds of crickets surrounding us.

“I hope you never experience what it’s like to love something that can’t and won’t ever love you the same way,” she says to me breaking our silence.

I stare at her face and look into her eyes and reply, “Yeah.”

“Why didn’t you tell me about how you were feeling about your soccer career until now?” I ask her.

“I think it was because I was afraid of saying it out loud.

Thinking about it is one thing but saying it makes it real and I don’t think I was ready to come to terms that my soccer career is over, but it is and it’s real” she explains to me.

“I understand, believe me, I understand,” I say to her as she looks at me oddly.

“Is there something you need to tell me?” she asks.

This seems like the ideal time to come out to her but I’m so afraid of how she’s going to react.

Not telling her that I’m a lesbian feels like I’m lying to her although I know what I’m doing is not divulging the truth.

“Micky, what’s on your mind?” she asks me as she moves closer to me.

“I’ve thought about this for a long time and…” I begin to say as my cell phone begins to ring.

“Shit, hold on,” I say to her as I removed my cell phone from my back pocket so see Gwen’s name and number on my screen.

“Give me a second,” I say to her as I answer the call.

“Micaela” she cries into the phone as I’m immediately concerned.

“Gwen, what’s wrong?!?” I exclaim.

“Nana is gone, she passed about an hour ago” she sobs into the phone.

“Oh my God!

What happened?!” I ask.

“She wasn’t breathing normally and was lethargic, so I called 911.

They put her into intensive care and then she died” she cries hysterically into the phone.

“Where are you going to go?” I ask her.

“I need to do some paperwork, but Francine is here with me and I’m going to stay with her until I figure things out” she explains.

“I need you to text me her address.

I’ve been drinking and if it weren’t for that I would leave now but I’m going to get up early and leave then” I tell her.

“It’s okay…you don’t have to come up here,” she says to me.

“Text me her address now, I’m leaving first thing in the morning,” I say to her.

“Okay, I will,” she tells me as we end the call and I stare at my cell phone awaiting the text message which finally arrived a couple of minutes later.

“Marti, I need to cut this short, I’m sorry.

I need to drive up to Buffalo first thing in the morning” I tell her.

“Is everything okay?” she asks.

“Gwen’s grandmother passed away” I answer.

“Oh my God…yeah of course” she replies.

“Thank you for coming,” Gwen says she embraces me tightly and cries on my shoulder inside Francine’s apartment.

“I’m so sorry Gwen,” I say to her as I do my best not to cry.

I hate seeing her cry and it always makes me want to cry with her, which I normally do.

My parents attending the last day of the wake meant the world to her, but I didn’t realize how terrible her family life was until the funeral.

Francine’s mother stayed away from her as if she had a contagious disease as Francine did the same and was rather cold to Gwen.

Francine’s sexuality had fractured the tiny family that Gwen had and as Gwen supported her cousin it meant that she couldn’t have a relationship with her aunt.

It made me sick to my stomach that no one knew where Gwen’s mother was, and I don’t know if she would have shown up anyway but seeing Gwen so devasted and grief-stricken hit me hard.

Gwen’s home was the small apartment her grandmother rented but with the passing of her grandmother and no income she no longer had a home.

The plan is for her to stay with Francine and her wife, Karen until she can land a job, save money, and get a place of her own.

I know I need to head back home, but I don’t want to. I feel that Gwen needs me now more than ever so how can I leave like her like this?

“Thank you so much for your support,” Gwen says to me as we hug.

“Stop thanking me for being here. There was no way that I wouldn’t be here for you” I say to her as we stop hugging.

“Have a safe trip home” she says to me.

“I should stay a little longer,” I say to her as she smiles and shakes her head.

“You need to get back and figure shit out and I need to figure shit out.

I appreciate that you don’t want to leave but you should go” she says to me.

“Are you going to be okay?” I ask as concerned as I’ve ever been about her.

“In time, I guess but don’t worry, I’m strong,” she tells me.

“I know you are” I respond as we again hug, kiss each other’s cheeks and hold each other’s hands.

“If you need me for anything, I’m one phone call away,” I say to her.

“I know you are,” she says as we slowly pull away from one another while still holding onto each other’s hands.

She hugs me again and begins to cry as Karen places her arm around her and pulls us apart.

As I watch them walk away from me, I can’t help but feel that Gwen has a long and difficult road ahead of her.

The time I would have normally left home for college has come and gone and I feel as if a part of me has died.

I’ve been spending my days, laying on the couch, watching television while my parents and brother continue to press me about opening my Sweet Connection store.

“Sweety, you’ve been home for over 3 months and it’s time for you to make a decision,” my dad says to me as she turns off the television and stands in front of me as I lay on the couch.

“I still don’t know daddy” I confess to him.

“If not your store, then what?” he asks.

“I don’t know daddy,” I say to him.

“Can we at least begin to scout locations?

The store buildout takes 3 months and every day that passes where we’re not scouting put you further behind” he explains.

“Fine let’s scouting fucking locations!” I shout.

“Micaela, watch your tongue” he reprimands me.

“I’m sorry, I’m just dealing with things right now and you, mom, and Brandon forcing me into this isn’t helping,” I say to him.

“You have zero credit card debt, a paid-off vehicle, no college loans to pay back, and a rent-free roof over your head.

Most people would kill to be in your shoes right now and would appreciate the opportunity to open a location for a successful business.

A business that costs six figures to open at zero cost to you and that will earn you a six-figure income.

What can you possibly be dealing with?” he says to me with frustration.

“You wouldn’t understand,” I say to him as I get off the couch.

“Try me…I can help solve an issue if I know what the issue is Micaela, but I need to say something.

You haven’t been yourself since you got back from college and your mom and I are worried.

Whatever it is your dealing with we’re both here for you,” he says to me with sincerity.

“I know daddy but I’m fine… I am and let me know when you want to start looking at space” I say to him as I exit the living room and go upstairs into my bedroom.

I didn’t think I’d been acting any differently than I’ve always acted but the fact that my parents have noticed a difference is bothering me as are my dreams of Marti that seem to be happening all the time. Worst of all is that I’m starting to think about how to act when I’m around her which is something I’ve never done before.

I stayed over at her house last Saturday night and as we laid in bed face to face talking, I felt like I wanted to kiss her. I went as far as moving my lips toward hers but at the last seconds kissed her forehead instead.

She keeps asking me what I was going to tell her that night in the park, so I again lied to her and told her I was confused about going into the family business.

I know her well enough to know that she felt I was holding something back, but she didn’t push me into saying anything more.

I feel like I’m beginning to slowly lose my mind and keep reading romance books about female best friends who fall in love and have watched so many lesbian porn videos with the same theme that I’ve lost count.

I’m not watching lesbian BFF videos to quell a craving but rather to pick up pointers on how to seduce Marti. I don’t go past the opening scenes, but I’ve learned a lot.

“Marti, I don’t know how to say this so I’m just going to say it…I’m gay.

Shit, that’s terrible…Marti, I’m a lesbian.

Fuck, that’s even worse” I say to my reflection in my full-size mirror in my bedroom.

I can do this…I know I can…I just have to find the right words.

“Martina, I’m a lesbo!” I exclaim as I look up to the ceiling and sigh.

“Dinner’s ready, Micaela” I hear as I slowly turn my body around and look at Brando who has a blank expression on his face.

“How long have you been standing there?!” I ask in horror.

“I just walked in” he replies.

“Why didn’t you knock?!” I scream at him.

“When do I ever knock?” he asks in reply.

“I’ll eat later, I’m not hungry,” I say to him as she nods his head and looks at me with the same blank expression.

“Okay, I’ll let them know” he replies as he slowly walks backward toward my open door.

“Let who know what?!” I exclaim.

“I’ll let mom and dad know you’re not hungry” he instantly replies.

“Nothing else, right?” I say with my voice shaking as I feel myself begin to sweat.

He shakes his head quickly and says, “See you later.”

“Brandon…wait!” I yell out as he stops in his tracks.

“Did you hear me say anything?” I ask.

He slowly nods his head and smiles awkwardly.

“Oh shit…please…please, don’t say…say anything…please!” I cry out.

“Micaela, calm down. I swear I won’t say anything to anyone” he tells me.

“Not even Jill!” I cry out.

“Not even Jill” he quickly responds.

“Okay then,” I say to him.

“Okay,” he says to me as he turns around, walks to my door, and then turns around and faces me.

“Do you need to talk?” he asks.

“I can’t…not to you” I admit to him.

“I know we give each other a lot of shit but don’t think for a second that I don’t love you, no matter what,” he says to me.

“I love you too and uh…thanks,” I say to him with sincerity as he exits my bedroom and closes my door behind him.

I hadn’t thought about coming out to Brandon of all people, but I accidentally did.

Why did I feel it necessary to talk out loud and why didn’t I lock my damn door?!

Why is Brando still living at home?!

I know he told me he wasn’t going to tell Jill, but I know him. He tells her everything and it’ll only be a matter of time before he tells her what he heard me say out loud.

I feel like I’m walking on eggshells for the last 2 days and although Brandon looks like he wants to say something to me he hasn’t.

He’s been unusually quiet during dinner and I feel that my mom and dad are beginning to suspect something is wrong between the two of us.

After dinner, Brandon and I go outside as we stare at one another in silence.

“You waiting on a Jill?” I ask.

“Yeah, we’re going to Miller’s Ale House for a few drinks” he replies.

Jill walks up the stairs to the deck and immediately smiles at me.

“Hey Micaela,” she says to me as suddenly hugs me tightly.

I pull away from her, smile at her, and then look at Brandon with fury.

“I fucking knew you couldn’t keep your stupid fucking mouth shut, asshole,” I say to him as I feel the tears engulf my eyes quickly.

I run down the stairs of the deck, open the garage door, and slam it behind me as I pace back and forth with anger.

I watch as the door opens and prepare to give Brandon the tongue lashing of his life if I don’t try to assault him first but it’s not Brandon, it’s Jill.

“Don’t be mad at him” she says as she closes and locks the door behind her.

“I knew he was going to tell you, but he had no right to,” I say to her.

“He loves you, he’s worried and he didn’t come right out and tell me.

I connected the dots and practically forced him to tell me.

You know I can get him to do what I want” she explains.

“I know he’s whipped,” I say with a smile as she laughs and looks at me.

“I know we’re not the best of friends and not so close, but I honestly want to be closer to you,” she tells me.

“Why do you want to be closer to me?” I ask her.

“We’re going to be family one day,” she says with a flash of a smile.

“You would marry Brandon if he asked?” I ask her.

“I want to, and I think he’s going to ask me soon,” she says with a huge smile.

“What makes you think that?” I ask.

“He’s been acting off and asking me questions he normally doesn’t like what’s ring size again,” she says as she places her hand over her heart.

I hear a knock on the door and Brandon says, “Let me in please.”

“Now you knock! No, go away!” I yell out.

“Come out with us,” she says to me.

“I don’t want to be around him right now,” I tell her.

“Forget him then, come out with me,” she says with a cheesy smile.

“Some other time,” I say to her as she smiles and replies, “Your parents won’t care.”

“I guess I’ll find out at some point” I reply as she unlocks the door, opens it, and closes it behind her.

Brandon, Jill, Finley, and Gwen know I’m gay and none of them seem to care so why am I so worried about telling Martina?

My sexuality aside I can’t be any more worried about Gwen. She’s so sad and sounds lost since her grandmother passed. Our conversations have been super short, and I don’t know what to do other than worry about her.

“You seem different lately,” Marti says to me as we watch television in the family room of her house in the basement.

“How so?” I ask.

“I can’t explain it, but you just do,” she says to me.

“I’m tired, I think I’m going to call it a night,” she says to me.

“Crash with me” she replies.

“You have work in the morning” I quickly respond.

“Alright, I’ll walk you out,” she tells me as we walk up the stairs and exit the house to the backyard.

“Goodnight,” I say to her as she breathes in and slowly exhales.

“It’s so nice out…I’ll walk you home,” she says to me as I shrug my shoulders.

As we walk side by side the I feel the anxiety begin to build in my body. How long am I going to do this for? I should just tell her and let the chips fall where they may.

“I need to talk to you about something,” I say to her as we arrive outside my house.

“Okay,” she says with a smile.

“Let’s go to my dad’s man cave,” I say to her as we enter the garage and walk up the small spiral staircase.

“Your dad is such a big kid,” she says with amusement as she looks at the setup of the mancave.

“You want a beer or something?” I ask.

“No, I’m good” she replies as I pour myself a drink from my dad’s min bar and drink it down quickly.

“You look like you’re going to be sick,” she says to me.

“You’re my best friend and I love you,” I say to her as she hugs me.

“I love you too” she replies.

“I’ve been hiding something from you, and I can’t do it anymore,” I say to her.

“Okay…what?” she asks.

“I’ve somewhat recently may have come to terms with something about myself that I’ve been worried about telling you,” I say to her.

“How recently?” she asks.

“Okay, it’s been a while, like a couple of years” I admit.

“What could you have been so worried about telling me for a couple of years?” she asks.

“I haven’t so much been worried…I just haven’t found the right time to tell you even though I’ve wanted to tell you” I reply.

“Micky, tell me,” she says to me.

“One second,” I say to her as I make myself another drink and again drink it down in one gulp.

I shake my hands and fingers out in front of and then cross my arms, uncross them and exhale with a sigh.

“Micky, tell me already,” she says.

“Remember back at Finley’s party a while back when I asked you if you were uncomfortable with the number of gay people there and you told me that you had a bunch of teammates that were gay?” I ask.

“Kind of sort of but I did have gay teammates” she replies.

“I have something in common with those teammates,” I say to her as I close my eyes tightly, inhale deeply, exhale slowly and open my eyes.

“Are you telling me what I think you’re telling me?” she asks with shock.

I slowly nod my head as she looks at me and says, “No, no way.”

I again slowly nod my head and sit in my dad’s video game chair.

“Are you messing me with right now?” she asks me.

I shake my head and feel that I’m about to cry and as much as I’m trying to hold back tears I can’t as I feel a tear leave my right eye.

“Micky, don’t cry,” she says to me as she walks over to me and uses her finger to wipe away my tear.

“Come here,” she says as she takes hold of my hands, pulls me out of the chair, and hugs me tightly.

“You could have told me at any time,” she says to me we sway back and forth as I can’t help but inhale the scent of her skin and hair.

“Do you still love me?” I ask as I pull away from her and again sit in the video game chair.

“Of course, I still love you, but I don’t understand why you felt that telling me was such a big deal for so long” she admits to me.

“Have you told anyone besides me?” she asks.

I explain how I found the “Awakening” on the park bench on campus, read it nonstop and it clued Gwen to my sexuality. That Gwen’s cousin is a lesbian and had read the same book that also helped her come to terms with being a lesbian.

I told her that Finley was the person who wrote the book and how I also came out to her as a result and how I accidentally came out to Brandon a couple of days ago who in turn told Jill.

“If you’re a lesbian why did you have 2 sexual encounters with guys?” she asks.

“They weren’t guys,” I say to her as she opens her mouth wide and laughs.

“I had no idea, but I don’t care in the least.

Nothing changes” she says to me as I stare at her pretty face and then lock eyes with her.

“Micky,” she says to me as I continue to stare at her.

“Micky!” she says as I again inhale deeply and exhale slowly.

“Are you okay?” she asks with concern as I quickly nod my head.

She places her hand over her heart and begins to laugh as I look at her with confusion.

“What’s so funny?”  I ask.

“Don’t worry about it…it’s dumb and I feel bad for even thinking anything” she says to me.

“I just told you I’m gay so tell me what you were thinking that’s so dumb,” I say to her.

“Don’t take this the wrong way but from the way you were looking at me I thought for a second you were going to tell me you have feelings for me or something” she says to me as my heart sinks, and I laugh as normally as I can.

“I know right…crazy,” she says to me as she again laughs.

“It would be totally crazy but hypothetically what if I did?” I ask her with my heart pounding.

“Um…I don’t know…honestly I don’t,” she tells me.

“What if I said that I think about kissing you and I dream about you all the time?” I ask her.

“Hypothetically, right?” she asks as I roll my eyes, smirk, and nod my head.

“Why are we talking about this?” she asks.

“You brought it up so I’m curious to know is all” I reply needing to know.

“Uh…it would be terrible,” she says to me as I find myself both hurt and angry.

“What would so, terrible about it?” I ask.

“We’re best friends, we’re like sisters and I’m not gay.

I’ve had plenty of opportunities to experiment if I wanted to but no, not for me and it would make things strange between us” she says to me.

“Thankfully this is only a hypothetical,” I say to her with the best fake smile I can muster as she laughs and replies, “Thank God.”

I again laugh and smile as I get off the chair as she looks at me oddly.

“You okay?” she asks.

“Yeah, why are you asking?” I reply in question.

“We were talking about a hypothetical situation, right?” she asks me with her eyes becoming small as if she’s doing her best to read me.

“As if I would want to do anything sexual with you…ugh…gross” I say to her.

“Oh, thanks a lot Micky,” she says with humor.

“I need to be up early but let’s chill out this weekend,” she says to me.

“God knows I don’t have anything going on so of course,” I say to her.

“Awesome,” she says as we hug, tell each other we love one another, I listen to her shoes on the stairs down to the garage floor and hear the door open and shut behind her.

I look out the window and watch her walk until she leaves my line of sight.

The waterworks begin as I begin to cry my eyes out at the thought of having had told her exactly as I laid out in the “hypothetical” scenario.

If I’m not in love with her why does replaying her words in my head hurt so much?

I can’t get the look of concern and disgust out of my head as I sprint out of the garage, past my parents in the living room as I still cry hysterically, and throw myself into my bed.

I bury my face in the pillow and cry into it with the worst pain I’ve ever felt in my life.

I slowly begin to calm myself down as I know that it was only a scenario to her, and our relationship won’t change if I don’t make it change until my mom walks into my room and I again begin to cry hysterically.

“Sweetheart!” she exclaims as she sits next to me on my bed and rubs my back as I now cry into my hands.

“Baby, why are you crying like this?” she asks.

I can’t take this shit anymore…none of it! The constant worrying about Gwen, hiding who I am due to fear, knowing that I can never be with Martina and this stupid fucking store!

“I’m sorry!” I exclaim as soon as I remove my hands from my face and leap off my bed.

“I’m so sorry that you don’t have a normal daughter! I’m sorry that I’m the way I am but it’s who I am, and I can’t change!

I’m sorry…I am…I don’t want you and daddy to be ashamed of me!” I cry out.

“Micaela, we love you and we would never be ashamed of you.

Your father and I are so proud of you” she says to me calmly as she slowly gets off my bed and walks toward me.

I collapse onto the floor in the fetal position as I cry as I’ve never cried before knowing that whatever is about to happen could forever change my life.

I can’t unsay anything I’ve already said and there will be no unsaying what I’m terrified of telling my mom.

“Baby” I hear my mom say as I feel her fingers on my face and I place my hand on top of hers.

“I’m sorry!” I cry out.

“Micaela what is it that you’re so sorry about…why are you apologizing?” she asks.

“Mommy I’m gay!” I exclaim through sobs.

She forces me onto my knees as she wraps her arms around me and begins to rock me back and forth.

I wrap my arms around her and continue to say that I’m sorry over and again as she does her best to calm me down and continues to rock me as if I’m a little girl again.

“Micaela, come on, get up and lay down,” she says to me in her soothing voice as I rise to my feet with her.

She walks me to my bed, lays down with me, and strokes my hair as I cry but slowly stop as I feel safe in her arms.

She hasn’t said a word to me, but I don’t want her to, not now, anyway. I close my eyes and the combination of my mom making me feel safe mixed with the couple of drinks I had earlier I drift off to sleep.

I open my eyes to the sound of pouring rain against my window and feel that the weather this morning is perfect as it matches my mood.

I undress, take a long hot shower, dress, and look at the time. I haven’t been up this early ever. I exit my bedroom and smell coffee in the air as I slowly walk down the stairs.

I enter the kitchen to find my dad sipping a cup of coffee as he flips through a newspaper.

“Want a cup of coffee?” he asks as I shake my head and timidly walk to the table and slowly sit down across from him.

“I have a few locations in mind that I’d like to see with you,” he says to me as I bite down on my lip.

“Rent is a bit high on one but if it checks out, I think I may be able to negotiate the rent down,” he says as I sit at the table in silence.

“You still want me to open a store?” I ask.

“Sweetie, why wouldn’t I?” I ask.

“Did you talk to mommy last night?” I ask.

“Your mother and I love you and your brother more than anything in this world and nothing will ever change that,” he says to me.

“The neighbor is smoking hot right?” he asks me as I open my mouth wide and look at him with shock.

“Daddy, no…uh uh,” I say to him as he laughs and says, “I’m sorry I couldn’t resist.”

“You and mommy don’t care?” I ask nervously.

“We care but not because you’re gay but because of the challenges, you’re going to face because you're gay.

Even with as accepting as society seems to be now, we care that you’re going to be looked at and treated differently because of it but it won’t change the fact that we love you and will always be here for you” he explains.

“I was terrified of telling the both of you” I confess as he takes a sip of his coffee and smiles.

“How did you think your brother is going to react?” he asks.

“He knows,” I say with a cheesy smile.

“Good thing you told your mom before he cracked. Brando can’t keep a secret to save his life” he says with humor as I can’t help but laugh.

It feels great that my family is accepting of me, but the last few weeks have been challenging when it comes to Marti.

The few time we’ve hung out since I came out to her feels different to me and even though she still seems like the Marti I’ve always known she feels a bit distant and off to me. I don’t know if it’s happening or if it's all in my head.

I’m still confused when it comes to how I feel about her. Even though I’ve continuously erotically dreamed of her in those dreams I’ve never seen her nude and we’ve never kiss or fool around.

Every dream consists of us getting close to doing something but I either awake or my dream stops and a new one begins. If I have dreamed about having sex with Martina, I don’t remember one which leads me to believe that I haven’t.

Gwen told me that Marti had already given me her answer and there’s no point in driving myself insane. That I should just move on and get over it. Her advice was blunt and to the point and I know if I was looking for encouragement, I shouldn’t have asked for her advice in the first place.

Finley told me that it's my subconscious telling me that I don’t want to be with her and that I won’t allow myself to dream about something that will never happen.

Today, the last thing I want to do is get out of bed and I don’t think I’m going to.

I’m exhausted from all the running around I’ve been doing with my dad, checking out one store location after another at all different times of the day. Yesterday we looked at 5 different spaces!

I keep looking at the clock, closing my eyes, sleeping a bit more, and then look at the clock to see how long I had slept.

I watch as my door wings open and I can’t believe who’s now standing in my room. I rub my eyes, scream at the top of my lungs, and leap out of bed with excitement.

“Gwen!” I scream out at the top of my lungs as I leap into the air and we both crash onto my bedroom floor as we both laugh.

“What are you doing here?!” I shout as she pushes me off her and smiles

“I moved here…not here but to Queens,” she says to me.

“You moved to Queens…how, when?” I ask with shock, surprise, and joy.

“It’s only been a few days and I didn’t want to let you know until I got myself somewhat situated.

Nana didn’t have much other than a small life insurance policy that was left to me and Francine.

She also left us 2 vintage 1960’s unboxed Barbie dolls, 1 to me and 1 one to Francine, but they were worth a ridiculous amount of money.

Francine has her own thing going on, the job market is terrible and there’s nothing there for me, so I decided to give New York City the old college try.

If I can make it here, I can make it anywhere” she explains.

“Are you here for good?” I ask.

“I hope so, but I don’t know…I guess I’ll see how things go.

If I can’t make it here, I’m going to head to Heather in Texas” she replies.

“How is she?” I ask.

“She felt terrible that she couldn’t make the funeral but she’s doing well.

She has a great job that she loves, an awesome apartment and like me nothing to go back to in Buffalo” she says.

“Who let you in?” I ask.

“Your big bro” she answers.

“He’s home?” I ask with confusion.

“Yeah, and nervous as hell for some reason” she giggles.

“Why are you, still in bed after 3 PM?” she asks.

“One of those days but keep Brandon company while I get myself showered and cute,” I tell her.

I shower, get dressed, and join Gwen and Brandon in the living room. Gwen wasn’t off in her assessment of Brandon, he’s nervous and looks like he’s going to be sick.

I look at him with amusement and say, “Gwen is hot but come on Brandon” I say jokingly as she looks at me with fear.

“Did you have an argument with Jill or something?” I ask.

“No” he answers as she sits on the couch and tubs his face with his hands.

“What is wrong with you?” I ask.

“What if she says no?” he asks as he removes a small ring box from the front pocket of his slacks and tosses it to me.

I open the box and look at a beautiful and expensive-looking diamond ring.

“Holy shit, you’re going to ask her!” I scream out with happiness.

“I don’t know if I can…I’m fucking scared” he admits.

“I picked the best day ever to come to visit,” Gwen says with excitement.

“Brandon, relax and breathe.

I know everything will work out” I say to him with a smirk.

“You think or you know?” he asks.

“I know because I know she loves you more than anything.

Tell her I expect to be in the bridal party” I tell him with a wink.

“You like her right?” he asks.

“Not that my opinion means anything but yeah, I more than like her” I answer.

“Do mom and dad know?” I ask.

He nods his head and tells us that he had the talk with her parents in the middle of the week and received their blessing.

“We’ll catch up tomorrow now go and lock up your future wife,” I say to him.

“Sis, thank you,” he says to me as he says goodbye to Gwen and me.

“I want you to meet Finley!” I say with excitement as I grab Gwen and walk her to Finley’s house.

I ring the bell and eagerly await her opening the door.

“Finley this is Gwen!” I scream out as they smile, embrace and we enter her house.

We spend about half an hour talking and then leave Finley’s house as we get into Gwen’s car.

“I can’t believe this thing is still running,” I say to her as she taps the steering wheel and replies, “She’s never going to die.”

“Finley is gorgeous,” she says to me as I laugh and reply, “That’s a fact.”

“You ever do anything with her?” she asks as I shake my head.

“I would in a heartbeat, but I don’t think I’m her type” I reply with a laugh as she smirks at me.

“Next stop, Gwen’s new apartment,” she says with happiness as we drive for about half an hour as I look out the passenger window with concern and a bit of nervousness.

“This is your new neighborhood?” I ask as she smiles and sways her shoulders.

“It’s not the best area but it’s what I can afford and it’s close to the subway.

Most places wanted a 1-year lease at minimum, but I got my place on a month-to-month basis” she explains as she parks in a small driveway on a residential block.

There’s loud rap music playing, dogs barking in the background, and the block leaks dreary.

“Door to door service,” she says with a smile as we walk to a door on the side of the house, she unlocks three locks and opens the door.

“Welcome,” she says with excitement as I walk through the doorway and down a flight of stairs and look around the tiny basement apartment.

“It’s not much but it works for me,” she says as I look at the wood paneling and thin commercial carpet.

She has an air mattress on the floor, an old television set, and not much else as I try my best to smile and show my support.

“It’s quaint,” I say to her as claps her hands together and smiles.

“It’s shit but thanks for being nice as always” she replies.

“How far is the subway from here?” I ask.

“About four blocks” she instantly answers as I hear a loud popping sound outside in the background.

“Was that a car backfiring? I ask.

She laughs and replies, “No, that’s called a gunshot…you get used to it,” she says as I laugh uncomfortably.

“Gwen…” I begin to say as she rolls her eyes.

“I’m was born and raised in Grider and this is nothing more than a larger Grider.

I know how you get but don’t worry, I can handle myself and besides, I have this” she says as she reaches under her pillow and shows me a canister of pepper spray.

I shake my head and ask, “Do you have Wi-Fi here?”

“Yes, I have Wi-Fi princess,” she says with a chuckle.

“As long as your happy Gwen,” I say to her.

“I’m not happy but at least I’m breathing,” she says as I look at her with sadness.

“Nice place, but grab a change of clothes, you’re staying with me tonight,” I tell her.

“I’ll drop you off” she replies as I clench my jaw, flare my nostrils, and yell out, “You are staying with me tonight!”

“Well, I guess I’m staying with you tonight” she replies.

I can’t believe Gwen is here, sleeping in my bed. I know I missed her, but I don’t think I realized how much until this moment.

I feel like a weight has been lifted from my shoulders as I had been so worried about her back home in Buffalo while dealing with her grandmother’s passing.

I’m extremely worried about her living conditions and the neighborhood she’s in but I feel better knowing that she’s less than an hour drive from my house.

My parents are so happy to see her and to find out she’s living in Queens as Gwen catches up with my parents while we all drink coffee and have breakfast as Brandon enters the kitchen with a deflated look.

“What happened?!” I exclaim with worry.

He sighs as he looks at my parents and they too look at him with concern as he then looks at me, throws his hands in the air as if he just won a sporting event, and yells out, “She said yes!”

This is all so great! Jill is going to be my sister-in-law, Brandon couldn’t be happier, and I couldn’t be happier that I have Gwen back.

“I have a great idea.

You, me, Jill, Gwen, and Marti should go out this weekend and celebrate” I say to Brandon with excitement.

“Yeah, we should” he replies with an ear-to-ear smile.

I look at Gwen as she smiles and says, “Yeah, that sounds great.”

Marti has always been my best friend and Gwen has always been my college bestie yet the two have never met in person before.

Regardless of my confusion about my romantic feelings toward Marti, I’m thrilled that the two most important friends in my life are going to finally meet in a few days.

“You seem to have the pep in your step back,” my mom tells me as I’m about to meet my dad at yet another possible location for my store.

“Do I?” I ask her with seriousness.

“Yeah, you do and it’s nice to see you getting back to yourself,” she says to me as she kisses me on my forehead.

“This is it…it’s perfect!” my dad exclaims with excitement as we stand inside the vacant store with the realtor pacing back and forth outside.

“I don’t know daddy,” I tell him with concern and anxiety.

“The foot traffic is great, there’s plenty of parking and the size is perfect” he explains.

“I know but do we need to decide right now?” I ask.

“No but soon, very soon before someone else takes it out from underneath us,” he says.

“Can I swing by tonight?” I text Marti as she replies with a smiley face emoji.

I make the short walk to Marti’s house after dinner and enter the house.

“You look like you’re going to be sick,” she says to me.

“My dad found a perfect location for my store” I explain.

“What’s the issue then?” she asks.

“I don’t know…I think…uh…um…I’ scared” I confess.

“What are you scared about?” she asks with humor.

“I don’t know if this is what I want…to be part of the family business” I admit to her.

“Only you know the answer to that question” she replies as I look at her.

“What?” she asks.

“Nothing” I reply knowing full well it’s something.

“Jill, I’m so happy for the two of you!” I exclaim with joy as we embrace, and she shows off her engagement ring with a beaming smile.

“Gwen and Martina are meeting us here?” she asks as Brandon comes back to the table with drinks.

Marti arrived first while Gwen arrived a close to an hour later. I had been so excited about the two of them meeting for the first time, but the night can’t be more awkward or go any worse than it has been.

Martina has always been good about not showing her feeling which is more than I can say for Gwen who I could tell took an immediate dislike toward Marti.

I feel relieved yet upset when Gwen decides she’s had enough, hugs me goodnight, say’s her goodbyes, and leaves the bar after a couple of drinks.

Not even a minute of Gwen leaving, Marti says, “What a bitch” to me as she drinks a shot and chases it with a sip of her beer.

“She’s not a bitch” I say in Gwen’s defense. Marti laughs and shakes her head.

“She’s pretentious, vain, has no filter and just ugh,” she says with a shake of her body as if she just felt a shiver down her spine.

“Well yeah but she’s also caring, fun and she’s always been there for me whenever I’ve needed her.

She’s had a shitty upbringing and she lost her grandmother not too long ago.

If you give her a chance, I know you’re opinion will change” I say to her as I down a shot.

“I don’t think so,” she says with a sneer.

“Marti,” I say to her.

She sighs and responds, “I’ve always been here for you, you know.”

“No crap but it’s not a competition,” I say to her with confusion.

“Tell that to her,” she says to me with a look of contempt as I roll my eyes.

“Micaela and I lived together for 4 years and it’s so great to now be so close to her again,” Marti says mocking Gwen.

“I feel that it’s great to be close to her again too,” I say.

“Great, but I’ve had enough…time for me to go,” she says as she hugs Jill and kisses Brandon on his cheek.

She hugs me, gives me the peace sign, and exits the bar as I now sit slumped in my chair.

“Marti isn’t a Gwen fan,” I say with sadness as Brandon laughs and Jill looks at me with sadness and understanding.

“Don’t be a dick Brandon,” Jill says to him in a reprimanding tone as he looks at her and replies, “I am a dick” as she laughs, kisses him, and replies, “You’re my dick.”

“Get a room you two,” I say to them both.

As soon as I awake, I call Gwen to find out what she feels about Marti.

“What did you see in that girl?” she asks with annoyance as soon as she answers my call.

“What do you mean?” I ask.

“She’s okay looking but I don’t see the big deal is all,” she tells me.

“Beauty is in the eye of the beholder,” I say to her with a snarky tone.

“She’s your friend and doesn’t have to be mine,” she tells me as I get a knot in the pit of my stomach.

“You don’t ever want to hang out with her again?” I ask.

“Not if I have a choice in the matter,” she tells me.

“Gwen, please.

The two of you are the most important people in my life and you know this.

Please give her a chance” I say to her.

“I don’t like her,” she says without care.

“You will if you give her a chance” I plead.

“Enough about her, what are you doing about the store?” she asks.

“I don’t know” I admit.

“Stop your bullshit, Micaela. I know when you get all in your head and you’re being ridiculous” she says to me.

“I am not being ridiculous,” I say in my own defense.

“Yeah, you are.

All you ever talked about was how much you loved helping your parents with their stores and now you’re getting your store and you’re full of doubt.

Grow a set and go for it” she says to me.

“Grow a set…really?” I respond.

“Poor choice of words but come on.

You’re worried that you’re going to fail but I know you won’t. You’re doubting if this is what you want when we both know it is what you’ve always wanted.

You may not believe in yourself right now, but I do. I know that if you don’t do this, you’ll be kicking yourself later and you won’t be happy” she says to me.

“I’m scared” I confess.

“I know you are, but you don’t have a reason to be scared.

I’m here now and I’ll help you” she says to me.

“I’m so happy you’re here now,” I say to her as I feel myself becoming emotional.

“I am too” she replies.

“Good morning,” I say to my parents as I enter the kitchen.

“Good morning sweetie” my mom replies as my dad smiles at me.

“Daddy, call the realtor,” I say to him as his eyes open wide and his mouth falls open.

“Yeah?” he asks as I quickly nod my head and reply, “Yeah.”

I can’t remember the last time I’ve seen him this happy as he leaps from his chair, hugs me tightly, and lifts me into the air.

The last 2 months have been both exciting and stressful. I’m excited that my store is moving along faster than I anticipated but the store is not the source of my stress. My source of stress is the friction and animosity that Gwen and Marti have for one another.

I feel caught in the middle and it’s making me unhappy. I feel that I’m being forced to choose between the two. If I hang out with Marti it’s less time I spend hanging out with Gwen. If I hang out with Gwen it’s time I’m not spending with Marti.

We had a little celebration party at my house last weekend for my “Sweet Connection” location. It was nothing big, just my family, Jill, Gwen, Marti, and Finley but feeling the tension between Gwen and Marti prevented me from having a good time.

I’m distressed that I feel like Marti is pulling away from me, yet I don’t know how to fix things with her, and I’ve been having dreams where Marti and Gwen argue and then ask me to choose.

I was so happy that Gwen moved to Queens, but I never thought that having Gwen in my life at home could come at the cost of losing Marti.

“Finley, are you busy?” I ask through my cell phone.

“I’ve been writing but I need a break in the worst way…come over” she replies.

I head to Finley’s where we open a bottle of wine and stand in her kitchen.

“You’re writing again,” I say to her with admiration.

“I am and when I’m finished, I would be honored if you would be the first to read it,” she says to me with a sip of her wine.

“What’s the book about?” I ask with intrigue.

“Your parents,” she says with a smirk and a wink.

“My parents! Why?!” I exclaim.

“They have a great story and it inspired me.

We talked about it, they gave me their blessing, shared amazing stories with me and my fingers have been typing away without thinking much about what I’m typing” she explains.

“What’s so inspiring about my parents’ story?

All they did was meet at a candy store, started hanging out, fell in love, and bought the candy store they met in” I explain.

“It’s so much more than that…it’s about true love, meeting the person you’re meant to be with, your soulmate…” she replies as she seems to want to tell me more but decides not to.

“Why did you stop explain why?” I ask.

“I want to talk about you,” she tells me.

“Why?” I say as I sip my glass of wine.

“You’re part of the story, a story within the story,” she says to me.

“If you say so” I giggle.

“When Gwyneth moved here, you seemed different…as if you were stressed and then the stress disappeared, happier in fact but now you seem to be back to when I first met you” she explains.

“Gwen and Marti don’t like each other and it’s eating away at me.

I feel like I’m losing Marti because of Gwen and I’ve even been dreaming about it” I tell her.

“Interesting,” she says to me as I look at her needing more information.

“Have you been having those dreams about Martina since Gwen relocated?” she asks.

“No, they’ve been replaced by Marti arguing with Gwen and Gwen arguing with Marti dreams” I answer.

“Since Gwen came into the picture no more Martina dreams,” she says as I roll my eyes and respond, “That’s exactly what I just told you.”

“I need to ask…have you and Gwyneth ever been more than roommates and friends?” she asks.

“Why do you need to ask?” I ask in reply.

“I’m going somewhere this, maybe,” she says to me.

“We had sex one time, a little before school ended” I confess.

She sips her wine and says, “I thought there was something there” she tells me.

“Something where?” I ask.

“You and Gwyneth” she instantly responds.

“Why?” I ask with confusion and intrigue.

“The way she sometimes looks at you,” she tells me.

“How does she look at me?” I ask.

“Lovingly” she responds with a smirk as she tops off our glasses of wine.

I roll my eyes and reply, “Whatever…we talked about it and were in agreement, we’re friends.”

“How did it happen?” she asks.

“We were at a party, some guy dropped Ecstasy into our beers, the drug took effect, we were driven back to our dorm and it happened.

We talked about it and agreed that if we weren’t high it wouldn’t have happened” I explain.

“Why do you feel you’re losing Martina?” she asks.

“I feel it…she’s been off since she met Gwen and I think last weekend may have put her over the edge.

I want to talk to her, I feel that I need to talk to her, but I don’t know what to say” I disclose.

“Martina’s jealous,” she tells me.

“That’s ludicrous, Martina has nothing to be jealous about” I respond.

“Martina is jealous that Gwen is invading the relationship you have with her” she explains.

“You think?” I ask with shock.

“Talk to her, get it out in the open,” she tells me as I nod my head in agreement.

“You still crushing on her?” Finley asks.

“I don’t know…I guess…probably” I answer.

“You’re not sure?” she asks with a grin.

“I think I’ve come to terms with knowing it’s not possible” I answer/

“You sure that’s it?” she asks.

“You’re subliminal tonight. It’s like you want to tell me something but you’re holding back” I say to Finley.

“You know that being on high on Ecstasy lowers your inhibitions but won’t make you do something you don’t want to do,” she tells me as I shrug my shoulders.

“Please stop and tell me what you’re hinting at” I respond.

“You and Gwyneth had sex that night because the both of you wanted to have sex,” she tells me.

“Yeah, because we were high!” I exclaim.

“You’re frustrating!

Ecstasy lowers your inhibitions meaning that you and Gwyneth slept together but it was always what the two of you wanted to happen.

Being high was nothing more than a convenient excuse a way to deny the obvious” she tells me.

“You’re so far off base you can’t see the base,” I say to her as I take a drink from my wine glass.

“It just so happened that the two of you have sex when college is about to come to an end?

That makes just as much sense as a girl with little to nothing moves to New York City instead of moving to Texas to live with her best friend.

Instead of living in a place where she can stretch a dollar, she instead moves into one of the most expensive cities in the world but for a reason.

She moved here to be close to you” she says smugly.

“Sure, Gwen moved to Queens to be close to me because she’s in love with me,” I say to Finley in disbelief and a shake of my head.

“Finally!” she exclaims.

“Gwen isn’t in love with me!” I shout.

“If you don’t agree explain to me why she’s living in an undesirable neighborhood, unemployed and broke instead of being in Texas with Heather?” she declares.

“I need some time” I admit to her.

“Time to realize I’m right…another fantastic story within the story,” she says with glee.

“You’re crazy,” I say to her.

“Completely nuts” she retorts comically as I can’t stop myself from laughing.

“Even if she is, I don’t feel that way about her” I respond.

“I know. It’s not like you morphed into a person I didn’t know until she relocated or anything.

It’s not like you stopped having erotic dreams about the girl you thought you may be in love with until a certain hot girl from upstate New York who you lived with for your entire time in college and had sex with moved so close to you” she says to me with excitement.

“I’m not in love with Gwen!

I think I’m in love with Marti!” I reply loudly.

“You should find out,” she says to me as she again tops off our wine glasses.

“How?” I ask desperately for advice.

“Think about it honestly and you’ll know,” she says to me.

“I’m not kicking you out, but I need to write,” she says to me.

“I need time to honestly think about things” I reply with sarcasm as I finish my glass of wine and leave Finley’s house.

Finley has been an amazing friend, but I think she may be insane. What sane person would write a book based on my mom and dad’s relationship and be so excited about stories within stories?

I walk into my house through the backdoor to find my mom sitting at the kitchen island alone and with an upset expression.

“Hey mommy,” I say to her as she looks at me and immediately begins to cry.

“What’s wrong?” I ask with concern.

“Grandpa isn’t doing well,” she says to me.

“He’s a fighter” I reply.

“I know he is, but I also know that he’s looking forward to having you and daddy visit next month and you know how he always is around daddy” I reply.

She wipes her tears and begins to laugh as she then shakes her head.

“How would have thought daddy and grandpa would ever become so close?” she asks.

“Grandpa always loved daddy,” I say to her as she again laughs.

“First Finley and now you…strange night” I respond.

“Finley is amazing,” my mom tells me.

“Yeah, she is but why is she writing a book about you and daddy?” I ask with intrigue and wonder.

“I thought she was crazy when she first asked us but the more, we thought about it the more we agreed, our story is amazing” she responds.

“Brandon and I have heard the story over and again our entire lives,” I say to her.

“Sure, but neither of you have ever been told the true story,” she says to me as she locks onto my face.

“You been drinking tonight?” she asks.

“Yeah, a little…wine with Finley” I answer.

“Want to have wine with your mom and hear the true story?” she asks.

“Yeah, that sounds great” I answer.

A little over two hours and two bottles of wine later I’m completely and utterly speechless as I listened to the true story.

I’m not mad or upset but rather surprised that my brother and I were never told the actual story of how my mom and dad fell in love.

The story we had been told wasn’t a lie, but a large portion was omitted.

“When you think you know you may not but when you know you know,” she said to me with slurred speech as I wipe the tears from my face with my shirt.

“I need you to meet me at the park” I text Marti as I hope she’s awake and willing.

“I’m in bed and it’s cold out!” she texts me back.

“Please!” I reply.

As I look at the angry emoji and I laugh, exit my house, and walk to the park with my heart pounding.

I climb the fence with my backpack and take a seat on the first row of the bleacher as I look up at the night sky.

“Why are we meeting here, after 1 AM on a random super early Friday morning?” she asks.

“I need to talk to you” I answer.

“You better have something to warm my ass up with in that backpack,” she says to me with her amazing smile.

“I do” I smile as I remove the bottle of Tequila from my backpack with one shot glass.

“You need to catch up” I explain as I feed her four shots in a row and wait for that look to come across her face until it does.

“I need to kiss you,” I say to her as she looks at me with concern.

“Our hypothetical conversation wasn’t hypothetical,” she says to me as I look away for a moment and then lock onto her face.

“When you think you know you may not but when you know you know,” I tell her.

“I need more booze,” she says to me as she takes a giant drink from the bottle.

“You’re not,,” she says to me.

“I need this to happen,” I tell her.

“No tongue,” she responds as I laugh and reply, “Worried?”

“No tongue” she again says.

“Worried?” I again ask.

“We can talk this out,,” she says to me.

“I need this Martina” I retort.

“Okay…let’s do it…I’m ready,” she says to me with her voice shaking.

“Are you?” I ask.

“No but just do it!” she exclaims.

I take hold of her hand, gaze into her eyes and pull her into me.

I close my eyes, press my lips against hers and feel our tongues touch.

I’m French kissing Marti, my best friend, the girl I’d been so confused over for what seems like forever, the girl who I think I’m in love with, but something is off.

We stop kissing as she looks at me expressionlessly.

“One more time,” I say to her as she looks up at the sky and looks at me with the same look on her face.

“Bring it,” she tells me as I do the same as before and feel the same emotion as we again pull away.

She takes a seat on the bleacher and takes a drink from the bottle as she looks at me with concern.

“That was terrible!” I exclaim with excitement.

“Oh, thank God!” she shouts.

“You told me I’m not,” I tell her with joy.

“Hope for the best prepare for the worst” she instantaneously replies.

“I never want to do that again,” I say to her.

“Ditto but you’re a good kisser,” she says to me.

“Gwen!” I bellow as she looks at me with anger.

“Fuck that bitch!” she exclaims.

“Tell me…why don’t you like her…why do you hate her?” I ask.

“I’m your best friend!” she screams out.

“No, you’re family” I respond instantaneously.

“Ugh…incest” she responds with humor as I begin to laugh uproariously.

We leave the park, go to her house, and enter her bedroom.

“I’m so happy,” she says to me as she changes for bed and wiggles her panty-covered ass in front of me.

“I’m still gay,” I say to her through laughter.

“Not for me,” she says with a sound of relief.

I tell Marti the true story of how my mom and dad met as she listens intently and becomes emotional.

“You and Brandon may never have been born,” she says to me with tears in her eyes.

“Finley is writing a book about them and I don’t know but she always seems to be right about things,” I say to her.

“What do you mean?” she asks.

“Finley said that you’re jealous about my relationship with Gwen not because you’re interested in me romantically but because you feel that I was replacing you with her” I explain.

“I know it’s stupid I just feel that way. You’ve spent more time with her during the last 4 years than with anyone else and I thought I had you back only to have her come into the picture” she admits to me.

“You do have me back the same way I have you back but with Gwen it’s different.

Finley feels that Gwen may have a thing for me” I tell her.

“What a minute, you thought you had the hots for me so that means you told Gwen,” Marti says as I nod my head.

“I haven’t been around you two that often to give you my take on things but it’s not you fooled around with her or anything,” she says as I look at her with a nervous and fake smile.

“You did something with her?!” Marti asks loudly.

“The two guys in college that I confessed were both girls, well one of the girls was Gwen as in the one-night stand,” I tell her.

“Wow…I guess it makes more sense that she’s been looking at me the way she has been” she replies.

“How has she been looking at you?” I inquire.

“Like she wants to cause me physical harm,” she says with a smirk as I smile at her.

“Why did say her name after we kissed?” Marti asks.

“I thought kissing you would make me feel different, but it was nothing like when Gwen and I kissed.

I think I want to be with her” I admit.

“Wait, like your girlfriend?” she asks.

“Yeah…I think so,” I say to her with confusion.

“Do you feel that way about her?” she asks.

“All I know is that it’s not a coincidence that I feel the way I do with her back in my life, but I honestly don’t know” I reply.

How do I feel about Gwen? I know how much she means to me and I also know that I love her but am I in love with her?

Now that I know I couldn’t have been more wrong about my feelings toward Martina maybe I can come to terms with how I feel about Gwen without rushing to judgment.

Gwen has been interviewing like crazy as I’ve been busy with getting my store ready for the grand opening and we haven’t seen each other much this week but I’m excited to spend Friday night with her at her place.

I’m confused as I park my car in front of the house and don’t see Gwen’s car sitting in the driveway.

I exit my car, knock on the door, hear it unlock, and watch the door open. Gwen smiles at me as she holds her cell phone to her ear and seems perplexed as we walk down the short flight of stairs into her basement apartment.

“Heather, Micaela is here so let me go,” she says.

“I know…I will…I know…I promise,” she says into her cell phone and then shakes her head.

“Love you too,” she says as she sighs and hugs me.

“How’s Heather?” I ask.

“Giant pain in my ass as usual” she replies with a chuckle.

“Where’s your car?” I ask.

“Someone stole it right out of the driveway last night,” she says to me with sadness.

“Who in the hell would want to steal that shit box?” I ask.

“Someone” she answers with frustration.

“I’m sorry,” I say to her as she shrugs her shoulders and plops down on her small secondhand couch as I sit next to her.

“Being here isn’t what I thought it would be. I knew it would be hard but not this hard.

I’ve been interviewing for months but the only offers I received are for shit pay” she explains.

“You have to start somewhere,” I say in an attempt to build her confidence.

“Heather has been badgering me to go live with her in Texas and I think that’s what I’m going to do,” she says to me.

“What?” I ask with my voice shaking.

“I haven’t seen her since we graduated high school other than through a screen but I’m going to visit her to check it out before I decide. I’m flying out to her tomorrow night” she tells me.

“Gwen if you move to Texas, we’ll never see each other,” I say.

“Not everyone has it like you and Martina.

You both have families that love you, who provide emotional and financial support and I’m on my own and have nothing.

I wish that I had a normal family who I could have gone home to after college but all I have is Francine in Buffalo and Heather in Texas” she says to me.

“You have me!” I exclaim.

“What I have is playing second fiddle to Martina,” she says to me.

“That’s bullshit, Gwen!” I scream at her.

“No, it’s the truth!” she screams at me.

“My relationship with Marti has nothing to do with you,” I say to her as I get off the couch and cross my arms as I stand in front of her.

“You should tell her already…it’s fucking pathetic,” she says to me as I feel anger building inside of me.

“What’s pathetic?!” I scream.

“A blind person can see how you feel about her,” she says with anger.

“It’s not like that, Gwen!” I shout.

“It is so like that!” she says to me as she too gets off the couch.

“I’ll admit I thought I had feelings for her but when we kissed and spent the night together, I realized I don’t feel that way about her!” I exclaim.

“You kissed Martina and spent the night with her,” she says in a sickened low tone of voice.

“I know how that sounds but it’s not what you think,” I say to her as she shakes her head and looks at me with disgust.

“You don’t owe me an explanation, but I need you to leave now,” she says to me.

“You’re kicking me out?!” I scream.

“I need to be alone so get the fuck out of my apartment now!” she screams as I watch her chest rise and fall like never.

“Gwen, I’m not leaving not like this and not until I can explain!” I reply.

“Leave before I make you leave!” she tells me.

“Fine, have it your way!” I scream as I grab my bag, run up the stairs, and exit her apartment.

I drive home not only upset that Gwen could be moving to Texas but that we argued. We never had an argument before, but we not only had an argument, but she also kicked me out of her apartment.

As I bring my car to a stop and park in front of my house I’m flabbergasted as I watch Finley making out with a guy at her front door and continue to watch them as they stop kissing and enter her house together.

Finley has been my lesbian guide since I met her but she’s hooking up with a guy?! What the hell is happening?!

I can’t sleep as I toss and turn while thinking about my argument with Gwen, the possibility of her moving to Texas, and the fact that Finley who’s supposed to be a lesbian was lip-locked with a man.

I text Finley first thing in the morning and ask to come over, but she replies telling me that if I don’t have plans to hang out with her tonight which I agree to.

“You seem extremely happy,” I say to her as soon as I enter her house.

“I am…so happy…I had an amazing date, night, morning, and afternoon if you catch my drift,” she says to me with a wink.

“Finley, I’m totally confused.

If you’re a lesbian, why are you so happy about spending time with a man?” I ask.

She laughs as she then looks at me with surprise and says, “I’m not a lesbian.”

“What the fuck do you mean you’re not a lesbian?!

I’ve been pouring my heart at to you, taking your advice, you wrote “Awakening” but you’re not a lesbian?!” I screech.

“Micaela, I never told you I was a lesbian,” she says to me.

“You told me you were in a lesbian relationship for over a year” I fire back.

“I was but I’m not gay,” she tells me.

“Your novel changed my life and you’ve been guiding me and helping me this entire time, but it’s all been a lie,” I say to her.

“I’m happy that my book changed your life and I have been guiding you because I know what I’m talking about, but I never lied,” she tells me.

“You told me the story was factual. That the only things you changed were names and locations” I say to her.

“All true but it’s not my story,” she says.

“If you’re not the main character who is?” I ask with confusion.

“Sarah is the main character, Sarah is Bethany” she answers.

“Are you even in the story?” I ask.

“Yeah, I’m Grace” she replies.

“Grace was the reason Bethany came to terms with her sexuality. Bethany loved Grace and had her heart broken because Grace wasn’t gay” I say to her as all it becomes crystal clear.

“Your relationship was with Sarah, the straight girl she fell in love with. The straight girl who tried” I say to her as she smiles and nods her head.

“Awakening is Sarah’s story all I did was write it,” she says to me.

“After everything that happened, Grace and Bethany were still friends,” I say to her.

“Finley and Sarah are still friends, great friends. Sarah lives in Portland with her wife and toddler now” she explains to me.

“Is Sarah’s wife in the story?” I ask with intrigue.

“Indeed, she’s Rory” she replies with a smile.

“The last few days have been nuts,” I tell her as I recap the events of the last few days.

“What are you going to do?” she asks.

“I don’t know…maybe Gwen doesn’t have feelings for me,” I say.

“She exploded and kicked you out of her apartment over kissing and spending the night with Martina, so I think it’s more likely than not she does,” she says to me.

“What if she does, we try, and it doesn’t work out?” I ask.

“Than at least you tried and you both find out if you’re meant to be” she answers.

“Grace and Bethany” I respond.

I haven’t spoken or texted with Gwen since our argument and I know she’s with Heather in Texas and for as much as I feel I need to give her space knowing she’s upset with make makes me sad and depressed.

I want to reach out so bad it hurts, and I somehow manage to wait until Friday night to call her as I know she’ll be back in New York on Saturday evening.

“I want to pick you up at the airport tomorrow. I miss you and we need to talk. If you’re good with it just text me with your flight information” I say to her voicemail.

I feel relieved when I wake to a text message from Gwen providing her flight information.

I nervously pace as I await Gwen’s arrival and feel joy when I see her walking toward me.

She has an amazing tan, and she looks so happy it makes me happy.

“I’m sorry,” she says to me as I say the same to her and we embrace.

I nuzzle my head into her neck as I find myself doing something I had only done with Marti, I inhale and find myself consumed by the smell of her perfume and hair.

We stop embracing as I smile and say, “You look amazing.”

“I always do” she replies as I let out a small giggle.

We retrieved her luggage, exit the airport, and enter my car.

“How was it being around Heather again after so long?” I ask.

“It was kind of strange at first but she’s still the same person and it was fucking great.

I feel so bad that I interrogated her boyfriend though” she tells me.

“Why did you interrogate him?” I ask.

“Heather always has and will be a bigger girl, and he’s kind of hot and I’m me and you know how I am, so I felt it necessary to spend some one on time with him.

Long story short he has a thing for big, beautiful women and Heather is a big, beautiful woman so I’m happy for her even though I feel like a piece of shit” she explains.

“Why?” I inquire.

“My first thought when I met him was that there was no way that he could be into her.

He’s tall, fit, handsome and I just didn’t see it.

Heather has always had low self-esteem and I was worried that she’d kiss his ass and be thankful to be with a guy like him, but she’s changed and it’s because of him.

He treats her like a goddess because that’s the way he sees her, and I like him. I like him because he loves her, she loves him, and I don’t need to worry about her” she tells me.

“You’re not moving to Texas!” I scream out with joy as she becomes silent.

“You’re moving to Texas!” I ask as I press down on the gas pedal and am now driving faster than I should be.

“Micaela, slow the fuck down!” she yells at me as I look at at the speedometer and let off the gas.

“What did you decide?” I ask as calmly as I can.

“When we get to my apartment, we’ll talk,” she says to me as I roll my eyes.

“What did you decide?” I ask as soon as we enter her apartment.

“I’m leaning west” she replies.

“Why?” I respond in question.

“The jobs pay about the same, but the cost of living is much less, so I think I have a better chance of making it there,” she tells me.

“Marti and I didn’t do anything other than kiss and not because she wanted to,” I say to her as she looks at me curiously.

“I needed to know if I felt what I thought I felt toward her and I didn’t, it was God awful.

I did spend the night with her but not spend the night with her. It was what we always do, we shared a bed and talked, mostly about you” I say.

“Me?” she asks with her voice quivering.

“Gwen, you haven’t been playing second fiddle to Marti, but I understand why you feel that way but why did you move here, to begin with?” I say.

“I told you already” she instantly replies.

“Heather wanted you to move to Texas as soon as your nana passed but you moved here for a reason and I don’t think it’s for the reason you told me,” I tell her as she looks away from me.

“Gwen, we had sex that night, and from what I remember I know it was amazing. I know we talked and agreed that it was because of the drugs but was it?” I ask.

“Why are we talking about this?” she asks.

“This conversation needs to happen” I respond.

“Fuck it! I moved here, to this shithole, damp, smelly basement apartment in this shithole neighborhood for you.

Being away from you was fucking terrible so I moved here to find out if maybe we could be something, but you had eyes for Marti.

I knew you did, you told me you did but part of me was like maybe she could feel that way about me” she confesses.

“What do you want me to be to you?” I ask with nervousness.

“Mine” she replies as we lock eyes.

“Are you even gay?” I ask.

“Why do labels matter?” she asks in reply.

“I don’t care about labels, I need to know how you feel, your sexuality.

I don’t want to become involved with you to have you wake up one day and tell me that you can’t be with me” I explain.

“It’s a book Micaela,” she says to me.

“Can we just please be open and honest with each other?” I ask.

She nods her head and takes a seat on the couch.

“It was hard enough coming back home with you in Buffalo.

I was so consumed with my supposed feelings toward Marti that I somehow missed the obvious.

I was unhappy because you and I weren’t sharing our lives anymore and then out of nowhere you’re here and I was happy again.

Now, you’re thinking about moving to Texas, I don’t want that to happen, but I need to know that I’m not a phase.

I need to know that what happened was for a reason and not experimentation” I pour my heart out to her.

“We both wanted it to happen it did and I moved to Jamaica fucking Queens for you,” she says to me.

“You want to be with me,” I say to her as she looks at me and shakes her head.

“Do you want to be with me?” she asks.

“Yes, but you’re not gay and I’m scared” I admit to her.

“I’m gay for you.

Yeah, I may have a lot of mileage all with guys, but I know that I loved having sex with you, drugs or no drugs and how I feel about you” she responds.

“Tell me how you feel” I respond.

“Everything you thought you wanted with Martina is what I know I want with you but unless you want the same thing with me there’s no point in me staying here,” she says to me.

“You want to have sex with me?” I ask.

“I want to hold your hand in public, kiss you when I want and yes, I want to have sex with you over and again,” she tells me.

“Prove it,” I say to her timidly.

“I just spent 3 hours in a coffin with wings and I’m not feeling fresh at the moment,” she says to me.

“What does that have to do with me?” I ask shyly.

Gwen laughs and looks at me with her beautiful light gray eyes as I feel a shiver down my spine.

She gently taps the empty spot on the couch next to her as I slowly place myself next to her.

“You sure about this?” she asks as I smirk and reply, “You sure about this?”

My body feels engulfed in warmth and my entire body tingles as our lips touch and our tongues intertwine.

I feel both giddy and nervous as her hands explore my breasts over my shirt.

“Gwen, are you sure?” I ask with my voice trembling as she looks at me as if she’s possessed and then smiles.

“I’m going to fucking destroy you!” she exclaims as she begins to lick, suck, and kiss my neck as I feel myself become aroused.

As I now sit shirtless and braless with Gwen lick and sucking my nipples, I know that it feels good but I’m so anxious I can’t stop myself from shaking.

Gwen slowly and seductively unbuttons my jeans and slowly sides my zipped down as I feel her fingers on my vagina over my panties.

“Gwen, maybe we should do this some other time,” I say to her in a timid voice as she bites down on the bottom right corner of her lip and shakes her head.

“I’m going to prove it to you,” she says in a lust-filled tone of voice.

“You sure about this?” I ask as she removed her fingers from underneath my jeans and over my panties and gets off the couch.

She removes my sneakers and socks off my feet and pulls my jeans and panties down to my ankles in unison and off.

I place both my hands over my pussy as Gwen looks at me while breathing erratically.

She drops to her knees and begins to run her hands up and down my legs as I wonder what it’s going to be like when she begins to do what I know she’s going to do.

Gwen slowly separates my hands, gently pushes my legs apart as I close my eyes and then feel her tongue lick me.

As she licks my clitoris, I feel the nervousness and anxiety leave my body and begin to enjoy how she’s making me feel.

“You’re good at this” I cry out with passion as I feel her tongue penetrate me and her fingers begin to caress me at the same time.

“Oh God…Gwen” I moan with pleasure as my body feels as if it’s melting.

She removes her tongue from inside me and her fingers from my clitoris as she now begins to lick, kiss, and suck my clitoris and enters me with her finger.

“Fuck” I cry out as my body shakes, I close my eyes and rub my nipples with my fingers.

The feeling of her lips, mouth, and my clitoris in between her teeth combined with the feeling of her finger thrusting inside of me makes my body want to explode.

“Gwen…I’m going to cum” I say over and again as my body locks and then becomes completely loose as I enjoy the most amazing orgasm I’ve ever experienced.

She removes her finger from inside of me, her mouth from my nether region, kisses my lips, and inserts her tongue into my mouth.

The taste of myself in her mouth is driving me insane as we stop kissing and she looks at me seductively.

“Proof enough?” she says to me with a grin as I smile and slowly nod my head.

“That was amazing,” I say to her as I feel my face become warm with embarrassment.

Gwen laughs and says, “I’m not finished with you yet” as I look at her with the excitement of the unknown.

“Get onto your knees and lean over the couch,” she says to me as I comply and get myself into position.

“What are you going to do to me?” I ask as I feel her tongue lick around my asshole.

“Gwen!” I shout out with shock as I feel her tongue enter my ass and her fingers again caressing me.

I had never thought of or imagined back door play but now that it’s happening, I’ll admit that it feels delightful.

“That feels so wrong and right at the same time” I yell as I feel her tongue stiffen.

Without thinking for a second I find my hand on the back of her head as I push her deeper inside of me as I sway my ass into her tongue.

I had no idea that when I picked her up at the airport earlier that it would result in this but as it’s happening, I’m overjoyed that it is.

As she continues to tongue fuck my ass, she penetrates my wet pussy with her finger.

Gwen finger fucking me as she fucks my ass with my tongue has me making sounds, I know I’ve never made before.

“More…more” I plead with her as I feel the onset of another orgasm.

Is she going to make me a cum for a second time, and this fast…yeah!

I feel my asshole throb on her stiff tongue as I also feel my vagina do the same on her finger as she slowly removes her tongue and gently removes her finger.

She kisses my shoulder and says, “I need a shower, but don’t you dare get dressed.”

“I can use a shower myself,” I say to her as I get off the couch and sway my body from side to side.

“Give me 5 minutes and then join me,” she says as I kiss her lips followed by a passionate French kiss.

Gwen enters the bathroom as I sit down on the couch and scan the apartment.

No wonder she wants to leave…who wants to live like this?

I’m sitting on a secondhand couch in a damp and unpleasant-smelling basement and it’s freezing in here.

This is her home, and I could never live like this.

I shake off my thoughts as I enter the tiny bathroom, pull back the curtain, and look at Gwen’s nude body.

I have seen her nude before but looking at her now feels like the first time.

“You’re ridiculously hot!” I say as she laughs and replies, “I know.”

I quickly join her in the shower and enjoy washing her body with my soapy hands.

My hands feel amazing as they explore her large breasts and soft pink nipples. With the warm water crashing over both our bodies I place myself behind her, reach around her waist and her wet pussy.

“Micaela” she softly moans my name as she enjoys the feeling of my fingers and hand exploring every inch of her vagina.

I lick down the middle of her back, place myself onto my knees as I look at her beautiful bare pussy.

I close my eyes, lick her vagina and then penetrate her with my tongue as I rub her tiny clitoris with my fingers.

Hearing her cry out while calling me “Baby” brings pins and needles feeling to my entire body as she places her hand behind my head and pushes my tongue deeper inside her.

I love the taste of her sweet and slightly salty wet pussy and feel my face become saturated in her juices.

“Just like that…: she pants with pleasure as I tongue her fuck her in fast motion while I now rub her clitoris in a supersonic-like circular motion.

Her body becomes tense for a moment and then is longer as she cries out softly through short quick breaths.

“Mmm, that was so good,” she says as I get back up to my feet as she turns around. We press our bodies against one another and kiss passionately as we run our hands over each other’s soaking wet bodies.

We wash each other for a little longer, she turns off the water, we dry each other off and change into bedtime attire.

“I’m so tired,” she says in a drowsy voice as we lay down on her firm air mattress bed as she rolls onto her side and I proceed to spoon her.

Within minutes Gwen is sleeping as I look up at the ceiling with the biggest smile I’ve ever had on my face until the realization sets in.

I can’t assume that because we had sex that she’s not going to move to Texas but the thought of her leaving especially after this fills me with grief and panic.

I gently and quietly slide myself out of her bed, walk to her side and watch her sleep as I now feel like crying.

I sit down next to the mattress on the thin commercial carpet and feel a tear leave my eye and for as much as I don’t want to cry, I can’t stop myself.

I wrap my arms around my bended knees, lean my face away from Gwen and begin to cry as quietly as I can.

All the erotic dreams I had for all that time featuring Marti seem to all make sense now. I think Finley was partially right. It was my subconscious speaking to me but not telling me that I wanted Marti.

My mind was telling me I was afraid to lose Marti and the reason we never did anything sexual in those dreams was that she wasn’t who I wanted, it was always Gwen.

The change in behavior everyone seemed to notice when I first moved back home was because Gwen wasn’t with me. When Gwen came back into the picture, I was myself again.

I can’t be without her again, not after this amazing night with her, and the thought of not being with her makes me want to die.

“Micaela…are you crying?” I hear Gwen say in a lethargic and low voice.

“No” I cry as I hear her slide off the mattress and feel her hand begin to rub my back.

“What’s wrong?” she asks with concern as I slide myself around on the floor, wrap y arms around her, and place my head on her shoulder.

“Do you regret what we did?” she asks with her voice trembling as I cry out, “No, it’s not that.”

“What is it then?” she asks.

“You can’t leave!” I cry out loudly.

“I didn’t say I was leaving…I was just thinking about it,” she tells me.

“You can’t leave!” I cry out again.

“I won’t leave because I can’t now,” she says to me as I pull away from her and gaze into her eyes.

“I can’t leave because I can’t live without you,” she says to me as she gently presses her lips against mine.

“Gwen…I love you,” I say to her as she placed her hand over her mouth as I watch her then close her eyes tightly and slowly open them.

“I love you too Micaela” she replies as we kiss and embrace.

“Gwen your apartment is terrible.

It smells, it’s damp and your air mattress sucks.

Can we please go back to my house?” I say to her as she rolls her eyes and replies, “Sure.”

What a long, strange, and twisted path I’ve gone down, and it leaves me scratching my head that three years have passed since that night in Gwen’s basement apartment.

Brandon and Jill became Mr. and Mrs. Brandon Hardy a few months ago and live in their recently purchased house in Hicksville.

Their wedding is where Gwen also became my fiancé. I of course asked their permission to propose to Gwen after the speeches and hearing her say the word, “Yes” over and again as she cried is my happiest memory to date.

Gwen and I operate my store and live together in a small apartment not too far from the store. 

My parents are still my parents, two big kids in the bodies of adults but I’m so happy that they’re my parents. If not for their love, support and understanding I don’t know what my life would be like.

My family being as close as we are, brings joy to Gwen’s heart as she finally has what she always wanted, besides me of course. A large family who she loves and who love her.

Martina opened a soccer franchise for young kids, and she loves it more than anything. She’ll never play soccer the way she thought she would but teaching those kids her love for the game fills her with satisfaction and joy.

Martina and Gwen started their relationship a new and things couldn’t be better between the two. It was Martina who extended the olive branch on a night out with Jill, Brandon, Gwen, and me.

“I’m Martina, you must be Micky’s girlfriend Gwen,” she said that night.

Gwen looked at her, smirked, and replied, “I am and it’s nice to finally meet you.”

Finley still lives next door and is in a serious relationship with the guy I saw her kiss that night at her front door. It turns out he was the contractor who did all the work on her house.

Finley always seemed to be correct more often than wrong and she was again correct when she felt that my parent’s story made for a great book as it did but that’s an entirely different story.

It turns out I was always sweet on my bestie, it was just the wrong bestie I thought I was sweet on. It was never Martina Perez I was sweet on it was and will always be my soulmate, Gwyneth Masterson.

A MESSAGE FROM THE AUTHOR – ANTOINETTE SAX

Thank you for reading “Sweet on My Bestie.”

If you enjoyed this story and would like to read more from me, you can visit my Amazon Author Page by going to www.AntoinetteSax.info

To be notified of new releases you may follow me on Twitter @AntoinetteSax or go to https://twitter.com/AntoinetteSax
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