

I can’t believe it’s been so long since I’ve last seen Quinn.

When you’re in high school you have friends that you think will always be in your life.

You sign their yearbooks they sign yours and you promise one another that things won’t ever change and you all will be friends forever.

Then you leave for college, make new friends, try to keep in touch with your old friends from high school, and eventually lose touch.

The same holds true for many people after college but not so much with my group of friends.

I went away to college with my best friend to this day, Melissa and we were roommates from freshman year until we both graduated.

It was probably about two days after we arrived on campus that Melissa and I met Holly and her roommate Denise and became fast friends.

It was Melissa, Holly, Denise, and I going out, partying, sharing clothes, and spending practically all our free time together within the first few weeks of college.

We were all at a frat party, a guy handed me a drink as I turned around to find Melissa with my drink in hand Quinn walked into me, spilling my drink all over my shirt.

She apologized profusely, dragged me into the bathroom, found a hair dryer, and used the hair dryer to dry my shirt.

One spilled drink led to one more member of our group.

As she lived closed by, she commuted to campus, but it was like she lived on campus as she was always crashing in my dorm room or with Holly and Denise.

Melissa and I were and are still are best friends because we balance each other out although were almost complete opposites.

For as different as Melissa and I are the same can’t be said about Quinn and me.

Quinn and I always referred to each other as our other halves because that’s exactly what we were.

We were both party girls, didn’t take school all too seriously although we did what we needed to do assure we passed our classes.

We were both extremely popular, loved fashion, loved the same music, movies and were fitness crazy.

We both also had an adventurous side that led us to do some rather crazy things back in those days like taking a flight to New York City for a weekend with no place to stay and less than a hundred dollars each to our names.

I had been the hottest girl in high school but at college, I wasn’t the hottest girl anymore but was still far up on the totem pole.

I’m a five-foot-four natural blonde with dark blue eyes, a decent ass that I wish was more voluptuous but have always had great tits.

Quinn on the other hand was by far not only the hottest bitch on campus but one of the most stupidly hot girls ever.

Quinn with her five-foot-seven-inch height, long black hair, light gray eyes, amazing body, and a face that looked as if it were sculpted by a master craftsman quickly became the envy of both guys and girls.

I shit you not, we would all walk into a party, and guys who had never seen Quinn would lose their fucking minds and most girls would instantly dislike her based on nothing more than her amazing looks and physical attributes.

Her beauty combined with her sarcastic personality was intimidating to guys, so she didn’t get approached much.

If she thought a guy was cute, handsome, or her ideal type she would always be the one who had to make the effort which she didn’t too much.

We all used to joke that she should forget about college and just become a model which she never took seriously.

She would always say, “Whatever” and shake her head.

When we all graduated from college, we all promised each other that we would stay in touch and we have to this day although seeing each other these days is near impossible as we’re all spread out across the country.

I relocated to Miami about two years after college, leaving Melissa back home in Arizona.

Holly stayed in Arizona for about six months after I relocated to Miami and then went back home to Los Angeles.

Denise relocated to Denver, Colorado about a month after Holly moved and Quinn decided that she wanted to give New York City a try not too long after both Holly and Denise left Arizona.

With all of us living in different states we would all play phone tag, text one another, got together once a year, then once every year and a half, then once every two years.

If Melissa and I didn’t talk on a day we would text on that day and it was her idea to create the group text that we have all used for the last six years daily.

We’re all now in our early thirties and although time and distance would have ruined the relationships of most people, it’s never come close to breaking the bond that we all have.

It sometimes amazes me how much time has passed since those college days and how much all our lives have changed.

Melissa is married with a child, Holly is married with two children, and Denise is engaged to be married.

Quinn and I are both single and still in search of our forever’s, love to party, still fitness-obsessed, serious about our careers. and she’s still my other half as I’m still her other half.

Unfortunately for me my journalism career never quite became what I thought it would become as I find myself stuck writing a relationship advice column, named, “Asked Adrianna,” for a woman’s health and lifestyle magazine.

Quinn who used to say, “Whatever,” and shake her head at the mention of her becoming a model is not only a model but has achieved super model status.

She travels the world, graces the covers of fashion magazines, swimsuit issues, and has even had cameo roles in a few television shows and a couple of movies.

Melissa is my best friend. but Quinn and I are almost as close and have a special relationship.

No matter how busy she is she always reaches out to me and the same holds true for me although it would be impossible for me to ever be as busy as she is.

Traveling is something I almost wanted to do but have never been able to, as Quinn’s career has allowed her to travel the globe.

She shares her experiences with me through short videos and photographs of special places she’s been to and knows I would like to visit that always bring a smile to my face.

Quinn and I can speak on the phone meaning to have short conversations that often last for hours on end.

Whenever anything happens in our lives whether good or bad, we always talk to each other about the event, listen, and give each other advice.

We haven’t been together as a group since Denise’s engagement party a little over a year ago and we’re all looking forward to her bachelorette party and wedding in a few weeks.

I’m am so excited that Quinn is coming to visit me for a few days that I can barely contain myself.

My friends from work know that I am great friends with the super sexy and famous Quinn Fernsby, but I haven’t told anyone that she’s coming to stay with me.

I know if I did it would be a spectacle I don’t want to deal with and know Quinn especially doesn’t want to deal with.

I think I have all I need for a weekend at my house. I have champagne, wine, liquor, beer, fruits, vegetables, and snacks.

Quinn doesn’t cook and neither do I, so we’ll just order in.

I’ve had a shit week at work, and I can’t think of a better person to kick back and relax with than Quinn. I just wish she was able to stay longer but I’ll take what I can get.

I hear my doorbell ring as I feel a rush of adrenaline come over me.

I quickly walk to the door and shout out, “Oh my God, it’s the Quinn Fernsby here at my home!” as she laughs, rolls her eyes, and then says, “Fuck you bitch!”

We hug each other tightly, kiss each other on the cheek, and smile at one another.

“You look fucking great,” she says to me as I pose, spin myself around and reply, “I know” as I then look at her.

“You look exhausted,” I say to her as she nods her head and says, “May I come in now?” as I laugh and shrug my shoulders.

She pulls her suitcase into my living room as I lock the door behind her.

“Let me give you the grand tour,” I say to her jokingly knowing it’s going to take less than ten minutes to show her around my small work in progress house.

“This is where the magic doesn’t happen,” I say to her as I show her my bedroom.

“This is my home office slash home gym area,” I say to her as I show her my small room that has nothing more than a desk, treadmill, exercise bike, and a small dumbbell set.

“This is going to be my guest room once I can clear all this shit out of it,” I tell her as I then show her my newly renovated bathroom which she seems to be impressed by.

“Here is the kitchen that I don’t cook in,” I say to her with laughter as I show her my small yet quaint kitchen.

“I hope you got a great on this place,” she says to me as I laugh and reply, “You know I did.”

“I know but it’s um…uh…” she says as I smirk and reply, “Small, I know but it’s just me and Mr. Tiger.”

“I can’t believe that cat is still alive,” she says to me.

“He’s not that old…well he is and he’s a bit ill-tempered these days so stay clear,” I say to her.

“Granted the house is on the small side but what sold me on this place is out back,” I say to her with a wink as we walk outside to my yard.

“Adrianna, the yard is almost the same size as the house, and I love the pool and the enclosed hot tub. I can see why you bought this place” she says to me.

“If you’re not too tired I figured we could have a few drinks and hang out here,” I say to her.

“I’m exhausted but I’m always up for drinks,” she says to me with laughter.

“Let’s get changed and we’ll get this party started,” I say to her as we both head back inside, change into our bathing suits, grab a bottle of champagne, glasses and go back outside.

“Your bathing suite is great!” I exclaim.

“Freebie from a photo shoot.

I can’t believe women pay over $600 for this fucking thing” she says to me with a shake of her head.

“How’s the column?” she inquires.

“Same as usual…I give relationship advice to women even though I’m incapable of being in a relationship which makes me either good at what I do or a complete fucking liar,” I say to her.

“It pays the bills,” she says as she pops open the bottle of champagne and pours two glasses.

“It does pay the bills but not much else unlike some people I know,” I say with a wink.

“Yeah, the money is great, but I don’t know how much longer I’m going to be able to do this,” she says with sadness.

“I thought you love what you do,” I say to her.

“I love the money but it’s ultimately not my decision.

I’m getting on in years and the industry is a young woman’s game” she tells me.

“You’re thirty-two years old Quinn,” I tell her as she looks at me and replies, “I am but I also look like I’m still in my twenties.

Honestly part of me kind of wishes it would end now so I can finally have a life” she says to me with seriousness.

“You have an amazing life,” I tell her.

“The grass is always greener on the other side.

I have an amazing condo overlooking the city and if I’m there for a week out of the month if that long. I fucking Air BNB the place” she says to me.

“I know but you love traveling,” I say to her.

“I did but it gets old.

Going to Milan, Paris, London, and Madrid the first couple of times is amazing and exciting but not so much when you arrive for your tenth time” she says as she sips her glass.

“It can’t all be bad,” I say to her with concern.

“It’s not all bad but I never thought this would be my life.

I never wanted to be a model it just happened” she says to me.

“You’re not a model, you’re Quinn Fernsby super model,” I say as I flick my hair and giggle.

“You’re such a bitch” she says to me as I smile and reply, “Takes one to know one.”

“What about you?” she asks.

“What about me?” I reply in question.

“Prospects?” she asks me as I’m sipping my champagne and nearly spit it out with laughter.

“None, nada, a baron wasteland,” I tell her.

“What about that guy, fuck…what was his name?” she says to me.

“I have no idea who you’re talking about” I admit to her.

“Carlo!” she exclaims.

“Fucking stalker,” I say with disgust.

“He was nuts and couldn’t get it through his handsome head that I didn’t want to be with him.

He was showing up at my office and my apartment when I was splitting time between staying there and here while I was having renovations completed.

I didn’t even have sex with the fucking guy.

Had I done the deed with him I may not be here today…I’d be on one of those stalked to death shows you see on television.

I had to threaten with a restraining order before he started leaving me alone” I explain.

“Stalkers suck,” she says to me as I look at her with surprise.

“What in the hell are you talking about?” I ask her with concern.

“I’ve had a couple of situations, but the crazy shit is that I didn’t know either of the guys, never met either one.

They both just got into their heads that I was in a relationship with them…it was scary” she says to me.

“Why didn’t you say anything to any of us?” I ask.

“I don’t know I guess I didn’t think there was a point, especially with the way Holly worries about me” she responds.

“What happened with Holly when you were in L.A. a few months back?” I ask.

“I fucking hate being in L.A., last-minute shit always pops up at the worst times.

She has her hands full with the two little devils, but she seems happy and I know she’s upset with me, but she won’t admit it to me.

I was supposed to have dinner and spend the night, but my agent called, and I had to take a meeting with some stupid fucking reality show producer for a series they want me to appear in” she says to me.

“That sucks, no wonder she was upset” I admit to her.

“See, I know she was upset, probably still is but she won’t say a word to me,” she says with frustration.

“That’s Holly,” I say with a grin as we finish our glasses of champagne and pour two more.

“What happened with that actor you were seeing?” I ask.

“He was a narcissistic douchebag and was a complete disaster in bed.

He’d ram his cock inside me, pound me, and cum in like two minutes.

He was selfish in bed, treated me like shit yet I should have been happy that I was fucking the Ryan Helmsworth.

I shouldn’t have kept sleeping with him, but something is better than nothing” she says to me.

“That was a while back, Quinn,” I say to her.

“Eight months to be exact” she replies.

“Ten months for me” I respond.

“My friend with batteries has been working overtime!” she shouts with laughter as I feel my face becoming warm with embarrassment.

“Please tell me you’re still not all weird about masturbating,” she says to me.

“I am the way I am Quinn.

Touching myself doesn’t do anything for me, I wish it did, but it doesn’t” I say to her.

“When was the last time you got off?” she inquires.

“Close to a year ago” I confess as she begins to laugh so hard, she starts to cry.

“Adrianna that is fucking nuts…close to a damn year,” she says with amusement.

“It is what it is,” I say as I shrug my shoulders as she yawns.

“You’re tired, why don’t you crash, and we can have an entire day of drunken conversation tomorrow?” I tell her.

“I’m okay, besides I only have tonight, the weekend and I’m off Monday morning,” she says as she yawns again.

“The pool is probably cold as ice and will snap you awake,” I say to her as she places her champagne glass down, rises from her seat, and leaps into the pool as I do the same.

The water is cold but exhilarating as we look at each other and laugh.

“This is ridiculously cold” she laughs as I smile and say, “Shots will warm us both up” as I get out of the pool, go inside, grab a bottle of Tequila and two shots glasses.

I pour two shots, walk to the side of the pool, hand her one, we clink glasses and down the shots.

“I hate Tequila, but it gets the job done,” I say to her as she nods her head in agreement.

“Keep that bad boy close by, she says to me as I place the shot glasses and bottle on the side of the pool and jump back in.

“So where to on Monday again?” I ask.

“Jamaica for a shoot from some fucking magazine,” she says to me with a roll of her eyes.

“Are you okay, Quinn…you don’t seem happy at all” I tell her with concern.

“I don’t seem happy because I’m not happy.

I think I’m over all of this shit” she admits to me.

“Really?” I respond.

“It’s all so exhausting Adrianna,” she says to me.

“What about that reality show thing?” I inquire.

“$2,000 an episode for 15 episodes to be in a scripted reality show and shooting every other day for a month straight isn’t appealing to me.

Then I’d have to deal with even more people approaching me, asking me for autographs, and wanting to take pictures.

I knew that she seemed overwhelmed at times, but I never put myself in her shoes.

I have no idea what it would be like to constantly be in the public eye, but she does and has been living her reality for a long time.

She seems more than unhappy, borderline miserable and I feel terrible that I didn’t realize this sooner.

“Are you happy?” she asks as I laugh.

“I thought I would be writing amazing pieces on world leaders and traveling but instead I advise women about shit I don’t know about personally.

I advise women on how to keep the men in their lives happy, yet I’ve never been able to keep a man of my own happy.

To answer your question, not so much but I like the people I work with so at least there’s that” I answer.

“Keep applying elsewhere, you’re an amazing writer,” she says to me.

“Yeah, so amazing I can’t even get a fucking interview and my editor won’t let me write anything else.

I even asked to use a pen name and he wanted nothing to do with it.

I sometimes think I want to do something else, but I can’t imagine what that something else would be” I admit to her.

“We’re both way too hot and smart to live like this.

I’m worried about losing my career yet am tired of living life the way I am, and you should write whatever you want” she says to me.

“I’m hot, you’re stupid hot but I get your point,” I say as I get out of the pool as does, Quinn.

I grab the Tequila bottle and shot glasses, turn on the hot tub and wait for it to heat up as we both down another shot.

“Adrianna…are you out back!” I hear my friend Bradley yell out.

“What the fuck?” I say out loud as Quinn looks at me and says, “Unexpected company as Brad appears from the side of my house.

Brad is one of my best friends and a coworker at the magazine, but he’s never showed up at my house without at least texting first.

“Quinn Fernsby!” he exclaims as he sprints to her holding two bottles of wine.

“Brad, what are you doing here?” I ask with concern as I look at Quinn.

“My friend shipped me his award-winning wine and I was in the area, so I wanted to drop off a couple of bottles for you” he explains as I look at him not believe him for a second.

“Brad,” I say to him as he looks at me and replies, “What?”

“Bradley?” I say to him as he smirks at me.

“Damn it Brad, who else knows she’s here?!” I say in a loud voice as he looks at me with a pained look on his face.

“Only a few people” he replies as I look at Quinn and say, “I’m so sorry.”

“It’s fine” she quickly replies as a huge smile appears on Brad’s face.

“How in the hell does anyone know she’s here at my house?” I ask with curiosity.

“Beth may have overheard you talking to Quinn on the phone last week in the lady’s room at the office,” he says to me.

“Brad, I love you, thank you for the wine but Quinn doesn’t want company, so see you at the Monday morning meeting,” I say to him.

He bites down on his lower lip and looks at me as I feel my heart drop.

“Oh shit…you’re just the first person to arrive, aren’t you?” I say to him.

“No more than fifteen people” he instantly replies.

“Fifteen fucking people, Brad?!

I’m so furious right now I could spit fire!” I scream out loud.

“We all know how much Quinn means to you and as your friends how are we going to let you the two of you stay locked alone in your house for an entire weekend?” he says to me.

“That’s what Quinn and I wanted but instead my friends decided to have a party at my house without me knowing and I’m supposed to be happy about this!” I exclaim.

“Adrianna, it’s fine…it is.

You like the people you work with and I haven’t meant anyone so it could be fun” she says to me with a warm smile.

“Aren’t you exhausted?” I ask her.

“Nothing that a good time can’t fix,” she says to me.

“Babe you back here?!” I hear Paul ask out loud as I look at Brad and smirk.

“As if you’re surprised my husband is here,” he says to me as I shake my head and let out a small laugh.

Paul looks at Quinn, smiles, and says, “You’re more stunning in person than you are in your photographs.”

“Thank you” Quinn replies as she looks at mem sips her drink and yells out, “Fuck it…party time bitch!”

Within two hours my house and yard have close to twenty people in attendance. All my friends from work with their spouses and significant others.

I feel terrible and hope that Quinn isn’t upset but as we all drink, tell jokes, and laugh she seems to be having a great time.

“You hungry?” I ask as she shakes her head.

“I’m so sorry about this…I had no idea that anyone at work knew you were coming,” I say to her apologetically.

“It’s so great to see you,” she says with emotion as she hugs me tightly.

“It’s great to see you too, I’m so happy you’re here and so sorry about this,” I say to her as we lock eyes and smile at each other.

“This is fun, and I feel fucking great!” she exclaims as I laugh with amusement.

“I can’t even get wasted anymore,” she says to me.

“Why the fuck not?” I ask in question.

“I have no one I can get wasted with in private most of the time and if I get white girl drunk in public, out come the tabloids and the other bullshit” she explains.

“You’re always on the go, traveling the world, but you don’t have anyone to hang out with?” I ask with sadness.

“Not really…I mean there are few women I’m friendly with but no one I trust that way and trying to hang out with a guy that way is a recipe for disaster.

Truth be told I’m lonely, your friends are great, and I needed this” she answers as she wraps her arms around my stomach and places her head on my shoulder as Paul looks at me curiously.

Thankfully no one has asked her for an autograph and only a few people asked to take pictures with her.

Quinn unwraps her arms from around me, takes hold of my hand, and turns me around to face her.

She lets go of my hand, moves my hair away from my face with her fingers, and places it behind my ear.

“You look amazing,” she says to me as I giggle and reply, “You’re one to talk.”

“I can’t believe it’s been so long since we’ve hung out like this…I miss it and I miss you,” she says to me emotionally as I smile at her.

“When your career goes down in a ball of flames, we can do this all the time,” I say to her jokingly.

“Bitch…I’m going to use the little girl’s room,” she says to me.

As she walks away, I slap her ass, laugh, and watch her walk into the house as Paul approaches me.

“The two of you seem rather close,” he says to me with a look of amusement on his face.

“We’re very close, have been since we were eighteen” I reply.

“That’s not what I mean,” he says to me.

“What do you mean?” I ask with confusion.

“I mean close,” he tells me as I roll my eyes.

“Oh please,” I say to him as she laughs and says, “Just saying.”

Quinn and I have always had the type of relationship where we’re handsy with one another.

Me grabbing her ass or her grabbing my tits from around my back is just the things, we’ve always done yet here is my friend's husband questioning why the same way people would question us in college.

“We’re just two hot bitches comfortable with our relationship,” I say to Paul as he laughs and replies, “Okay, I got you.”

A little after 1 AM everyone starts to leave as Paul, Beth, Brad and John help me clean up my yard and house as Quinn sleeps on my couch in the living room.

“She’s a lot nicer than I thought she’d be,” Beth says to me.

“Why would you think she wouldn’t be nice?” I ask her.

“Women who look like her tend to be stuck up bitches and, surprisingly, she’s so down to Earth is all” she explains.

“She can be sarcastic at times but just her personality.

Quinn is one of the best people I know, and I love her with all my heart” I say as Paul looks at me and laughs.

“As a friend, Paul,” I say with a roll of my eyes and a shake of my head.

“Quinn, you want to come to bed?” I ask as she opens her tired and glassy eyes and slowly nods her head.

I pull her up from the couch and walk her into my bedroom.

She’s so tired, she gets into bed on her back and closes her eyes immediately.

“Quinn, you can’t sleep in your bathing suite,” I say to her as she replies in an exhausted low tone of voice caveman-like voice, “Sleepy drunk no change.”

“Thirty-two years old yet here I am still changing you out of your clothes,” I say to her with humor as I go into her suitcase and grab pajama bottoms and a tee-shirt.

“Come, on Quinn, take that shit off,” I say to her as she shakes her head and makes the sound a spoiled child makes when the child doesn’t get his or her way.

I get into bed and pull her bikini bottoms off and then pull her up by her hands into a sitting position so I can remove her bikini top.

“I thought I’d stop seeing you in your birthday suite after college but a decade later here we are again,” I say to her as she laughs and looks at me drunkenly.

“My tits are drooping,” she says with an upset tone of voice.

I look at her tits, shake my head and reply, “Your tits look as good today as they did as a college freshman” I say to her.

She rolls off the bed onto the side and asks, “How does my ass look?”

“As good as always,” I say to her as I throw the clothes at her, she puts them on and gets back into bed.

“Thank you,” she says to me as I lay down on my side next to her.

Quinn moves closer to me and presses her forehead against mine.

“Why do you think we’re still both single?” she asks.

“If I had the answer to that question neither of us would still be single” I reply honestly.

“Do you think you’ll ever fall in love, get married, and share your life with someone?” she asks.

“I hope so” I admit to her as she gazes into my eyes and smiles.

“When you think of that person, who is it?” she asks.

“I’m blank,” I say with laughter as she looks at me expressionless and rolls over as I spoon her.

“Who do you think about when you think about that special someone?” I ask her.

“Someone I can be myself around, someone who understands me, makes me laugh, and brings a smile to my face by just looking at me,” she tells me.

“Have someone in mind?” I ask.

“Quinn?” I say in a low tone of voice as I realize she’s asleep.

I kiss her cheek, close my eyes, and feel the call of sleep overtake me.

I slowly open my eyes and look at the time on my cell phone and can’t believe it’s almost 2 PM as I hear Quinn moaning as she lays next to me.

“You feel great,” I say to her with laugher as she rolls over and says, “I can’t drink anymore…I feel like shit,” she says to me.

“Surprisingly I don’t feel so bad but then again I didn’t enjoy a bottle of rum,” I say to her.

“I need grease…a big greasy bacon cheeseburger with a ton of fries drenched in brown gravy,” she says to me.

“You’re the only person I know that when hungover eat the things that would make people want to puke,” I tell her.

“Guess I’m one of a kind but you order, and I’ll pay,” she says to me as she gets out of bed,

I order food, we take turns in taking showers, sit down and eat.

“The best way to feel better is to keep the party going,” she says to me as she stuffs her face.

“True but all you’re doing is postponing the inevitable” I reply with a grin.

“I’d rather be hung over at the airport and on the plane,” she says to me.

“Quinn, we’re getting too old for this shit,” I say to her.

“Well, I don’t get to do this much and since I’m the guest” she replies with a wink.

After we eat, we both take a power nap and awake a little after 5 PM.

“Feel better?” I ask her as she laughs and answers, “Yeah, much better but I think it’s hot tub time” she says to me.

“Absolutely biatch! I say to her through laughter as we again dress in bathing suites and walk out back with me holding a bottle of champagne with two glasses and Quinn holding a bottle of Tequila and two shot glasses.

“What is it?” she asks me with concern as I look up at the sky.

“Did you hear anything about a storm?” I ask her as she shakes her head as we enter my enclosed hot tub and wait for the water to reach the temperature as I had the night before Brad arriving.

As soon as we enter the hot tub with our champagne glasses in hand, I see a rain drop on the glass on the side of the enclosure and within seconds a steady rain begins to fall.

“Crazy ass Florida weather,” Quinn says to me as we clink glasses and takes sips of our champagne.

“Last night was so much fun…I can’t remember the last time I was around quote-unquote normal people.

It was nice to be myself and not have to act in a certain way” she says to me.

“I’m just happy that none of my friends made you feel uncomfortable” I admit to her as she closes her eyes and enjoys the hot tub.

“This is nice,” she says to me as I smile and nod my head.

“I can’t believe you haven’t gotten off in close to fucking year,” she says to me with amusement.

“I haven’t and what does it matter?” I ask her.

“It doesn’t matter but how do you not have the urge?” she asks.

“It’s not that I don’t get the urge it’s just that I’m powerless to do anything about it.

I can’t touch myself, the thought of penetrating myself grosses me out and toys aren’t my thing” I admit to her.

“Why not pick up a guy at a club and let him pound the shit out of you in the bathroom or something?” she asks.

“That would make a whore and probably wouldn’t get me off anyway. You know I’m difficult” I tell her.

“We already almost finished the bottle,” she says to me as I reply, “I have tons more.”

“Is it okay if I take my top off?” she says as I roll my eyes and reply, “Since when do you ask?”

“You must be horny as hell and I wouldn’t want to increase your agitation,” she says to me with humor.

“I’ll try to contain myself,” I say as I sip my glass of champagne as she removes her top and tosses it on the bench just outside the hot tub.

“You’ve always had great tits…what’s it like being stupidly hot?” I ask her with seriousness.

“You’re just as hot as I am, Adrianna” she replies with sincerity.

“Whatever Quinn,” I say to her.

“Your tits are much better than mine, always have been,” she says as I laugh and reply, “Maybe but you’ve always had the better ass” I respond as she giggles, smiles, and then nods her head.

“I’ve got you there,” she says to me as she places her hands under the water, wiggles, and tosses her bottoms onto the bench.

“Naked time already,” I say to her as she laughs and replies, “Being in a hot in a bathing suite kind of defeats the purpose of being in a hot tub,” she says to me.

“When in Rome,” I say to her as I too remove my top and bottom and toss them onto the bench.

“You look like you want to ask me something,” Quinn says as she looks at me.

“When you get yourself off, how do you?” I ask.

“How do you think?” she answers in question.

“That’s not what I mean.

What I mean is what do you think about it?” I ask with my face again becoming red with embarrassment.

“I use visual aids and my imagination” she replies with a huge smile.

“Porn?!” I exclaim.

“Yeah, every time” she answers.

“How is it I get so embarrassed talking about these things and you never do?” I ask with puzzlement.

“There’s nothing to be embarrassed about it’s natural” she answers.

“Not for me” I respond as she rolls her eyes and says, “Shot time.”

We drink two shots, finish our champagne, and pour the rest of the bottle into our glasses.

“I had this teenage kid, probably and hopefully eighteen approach me in a bookstore in this mall in Seattle holding two copies of a swimsuit edition of a sports magazine.

He walked up to me and asked me to autograph one copy.

I asked him if he wanted to sign the other copy and he was like nope.

The one you signed is for me to save and the other is for me to ruin he told me without a fucking care.

Fucking kid wasn’t embarrassed at all in subliminally telling me or not that he was going to jerk off to me with the other copy” she tells me.

“That doesn’t gross you at all?” I ask with amazement.

“Yeah it did, it does…it so does but it’s a natural part of life to get yourself off” she replies.

“Porn doesn’t do anything for me.

Like what is sexy about watching a woman suck a guy’s dick or watching a close-up of a cock moving in and out of a pussy?” I say to her.

“Nothing at all which is why I only get off to lesbian porn,” she says to me as I laugh with amusement.

“You masturbate to lesbian porn?” I ask her as I sip my champagne.

“I agree that watching a woman suck dick and get pounded isn’t sexy but watching two women enjoy each other’s bodies is fucking hot,” she says to me.

“How so?” I ask.

“I need to explain this to you Adrianna?” she asks as I nod my head and again sip my champagne.

“The female body is beautiful and some of these women have amazing bodies.

I watched this one scene the other day with this woman whose body was near perfect…I mean even her pussy looked perfect.

She was getting oral from this smoking hot brunette with light eyes and then get into a sixty-nine.

I got myself off before the scene even ended” she tells me with no embarrassment at all.

“I don’t know,” I say to her as she looks at me with her mouth wide open and says, “You’ve never watched lesbian porn?”

“Not once, never had the urge and I probably never will watch two women fuck” I admit to her.

“Don’t knock it until you try it.

The thing is I’m not alone in this.

Married women, women of all ages get off to lesbian porn.

More women watch lesbian porn than men do” she tells me.

“How in the hell do you know this?” I ask.

“It’s a fact, look it up.

Getting off to two women is just as natural as the act of masturbation” she says as she finishes her glass as I do as well.

“We need more champagne,” I say to her.

“I’m the guest,” she says with a smirk.

“It’s raining Quinn,” I say to her as she grins and replies, “I’m the guest.”

“Fine!” I exclaim as I get out of the hot tub and walk nude into the house, open two bottles of champagne and get back into the hot tub.

“Your body has never looked so good,” she says to me in a complimentary manner.

“Thank you” I reply as she grins and says, “I never took you for a bare down below girl,” she says to me.

“I was seeing this guy a long while back and he preferred it bare, so I shaved it.

I don’t like the way it feels when it starts growing back in, so I switched permanently” I explain.

“Shaving it makes it grow back thicker.

You should do what I do and get it waxed” she says to me.

“Get the fuck out of here.

That shit must hurt like bad!” I exclaim.

“The first time a little but then you get used to it,” she says to me.

“Who do you go to for that?” I ask.

“Believe it or not most spas do it, at least the ones I go to” she answers.

“You should get a yoni massage,” Quinn says to me.

“What the fuck is a yoni massage?” I ask with curiosity.

“Think of it as a happy ending for women,” she says with a wink.

“Have you ever had one?” I ask.

“No but it’s on my bucket list and I can’t take the risk.

Quinn Fernsby receives orgasm from female masseuse could be everywhere” she explains.

“I would think most of the masseuses would be men,” I say to her.

“They are but there are women who offer the service.

The way I look at it is I don’t have a male gynecologist so why would I go to a male masseuse for a happy ending massage?” she says to me.

“I guess but isn’t that like paying for sex?” I ask as she shrugs her shoulders and replies, “I don’t think it’s the same.”

“I’m on a mission to get wasted,” I say to her as she pours two more shots, and we drink them down.

“I can tell Quinn,” I tell her with a wink as I then say, “Bottle for me, bottle for you.”

“You’re a terrible influence on me,” she says with a chuckle.

“Bullshit…you’re the terrible influence between the two of us” I reply.

“I don’t agree…who was it that talked me into throwing that out-of-control keg party at my house Sophomore year?” she says.

“That was one time” I reply defending myself.

“Was it my idea or your idea to “borrow” Mikey’s car and drive into Mexico that time?” she asks me.

“Guilty as charged but it wasn’t my idea to hitchhike from campus to New Mexico during spring break to see Linkin Park in concert with no tickets” I replied.

“True but we did wind up watching the concert from the first row the next morning and you’re welcome” she replies.

“That was so much fun,” I say to her as we both now drink from our bottles of champagne.

“You’ve always been a bad influence on me,” I say to her with a smirk and jokingly.

“Fuck you…you’re my other half for a reason.

Remember when you talked me into crashing that wedding after we day drank and were so fucked up neither of us could walk straight?” she asks.

“I’ll never forget that shit!

The groom tried to pick me up in front of his wife’s maid of honor and mother-in-law” I reply as we both laugh so hard, we’re both tearing.

“We could do this all night long…we used to have so much fun together,” she says to me.

“We’re we young and dumb but it was fun, and I wouldn’t take any of it back,” I say to her with sincerity.

“What the fuck?” I ask out loud as my cell phone begins to rumble.

I grab my cell phone that sits just outside and look at a weather advisory text message alert.

“Hurricane Rose changes course” I read as I look at Quinn.

I type the name of the hurricane into my cell phone web browser and begin to read.

“Category two heading our way,” I say to Quinn as her eyes open wide.

“When?” she asks with concern.

“Expected to make landfall, early Sunday into Monday morning and I’m sure Jamaica is out,” I say to her.

“Fuck, I think I’m going to be stuck here with you for a little while,” she says to me with an all teeth smile.

“Oh no…get out!” I exclaim jokingly as we both laugh.

Quinn and I spend hours talking about family, life, the past, Holly, Denise, and Melisa and not only drink a bottle of champagne each but also split another bottle of champagne and drink half a bottle of Tequila.

The rain hasn’t increased in intensity but it’s still raining consistently as we continue to sit in the hot tub as Quinn looks at me, giggles, and says, “I’m fucking wasted!”

“Yeah, I’m feeling no pain,” I say to her.

“Hot tub time over, we need out of here,” she says to me as I couldn’t agree more.

We both exit the hot tub, leaving our bathing suites behind, exit the enclosure, run through the rain into the house and into the living room as we bath laugh.

We’re both nude and soaked from head to toe due to the combination of hours in the hot tub and running through the rain to get back into the house.

Quinn is looking at me with one of the most serious expressions I’ve ever seen on her face.

“Quinn, why are you looking at me that way?” I ask her with nervousness.

“Friends don’t let friends go close to a year without getting off,” she says to me.

“What?” I ask her with puzzlement.

“Let me get you off,” she says to me instantly with slurred speech.

“No fucking way…that would be weird!” I say to her honestly.

“What would be so weird about it?” she asks me.

“We’ve been friends for like forever” I reply.

“Yeah but that’s why it wouldn’t be weird.

It would be me as your friend helping you out, a friend helping a friend” she explains to me.

“I don’t think so, Quinn” I reply as she looks at my body from my face to my feet and up again.

“It would take like ten minutes tops,” she says to me.

“I have trouble getting off as it is and there’s no way you could get me off that fast” I respond.

“Say bet,” she says to me as I shake my head and respond, “Not to this Quinn.”

“Have it your way” she says to me.

Perhaps it’s because I’ve always been so close to her and that I’m so comfortable around her that I find myself thinking about it.

Then again it could also me the massive amount of alcohol I have in my bloodstream as well.

“How would that work?” I ask her.

“I’ll give you a yoni massage,” she says to me.

“You’ve never had one, yet you know how to give one,” I say to her.

“Porn” she replies immediately as I say, “You watch a lot of porn,” with a slurred speech of my own.

“Tons of porn,” she says to me with a drunken smile.

“I don’t know, Quinn,” I say to her with my heart beating fast.

“Adrianna, it’s not a big deal, ten minutes and you release a lot of built-up tension,” she says to me.

“What if you start and I feel weird about it?” I ask.

“You tell me, and I stop” she replies.

I haven’t had an orgasm in forever, Quinn is rather confident that she can get the job done rather quickly and if I were to allow any woman to do it to me it would be her.

She is one of my best friends and shouldn’t feel weird about it.

“Maybe…I guess…I mean if you want to…okay?” I say to her nervously.

“Okay,” she says to me as we walk to the bathroom, dry off and then enter my bedroom.

“Lay down on your stomach,” she says to me as I get onto my bed and lay down as she instructed.

“You have lotion or something?” she asks me.

“In the cabinet, below the sink in my bathroom”, I answer as she exits the bedroom, walks crookedly out the door.

Am I really going to let her do this to me?

Quinn walks back into the bedroom, closes the door behind her, and says, “Baby oil will have to do.

Move closer to the side of the bed” she instructs me as I nervously slide myself over.

She places squirts the baby oil onto my back, sits on my legs, and begins to massage my shoulders as I feel the tension in my shoulders begin to slowly leave.

“You’re good at this” I sigh as she laughs and replies, “I’ve been told” with a laugh.

Quinn massages my shoulders for a little while, massage down my back and slides herself down my legs a bit, and begins to massage my ass cheeks as I become tense up momentarily.

“Does that feel good?” she asks as I moan and reply, “Amazing…”

She massages my butt for a while and then I feel her press her body against my back.

I can feel her tits on me as she begins to slide herself up and down my back as I find myself more than enjoying the feeling.

Quinn lays herself on my back and whispers into my ear, “Lay on your back” as she removes herself from my back and stands on the side of the bed.

I roll myself over and look at her baby oil-drenched tits and realize how amazingly hot she looks at this moment.

She squirts baby oil all over my tits, stomach, and the inside of my legs as I feel my body become tense.

Quinn gently begins to spread the baby oil around my stomach and begins to do the same on my tits as I gasp.

“Relax, bitch” she says to me with amusement as she gazes into my eyes.

“This is fucking weird, Quinn,” I say to her.

“Only, because you’re making it that way” she replies.

“Close your eyes,” she says to me as I close my eyes and feel her fingers begin to caress my nipples and tits as I inhale deeply and exhale slowly.

She massages my tits for a bit and then moves down my stomach as she runs her hands up and down over and again.

She stops rubbing my stomach as she gently spreads my legs and I feel her get onto the bed.

Quinn begins to massage the baby oil on my inner thighs as I feel her thumbs come ever so close to contacting my pussy.

I open my eyes and look at Quinn’s expression and can tell she’s beyond drunk as my heart pounds so hard I think it may leave my chest.

“Quinn…Quinn…I don’t know about this…I…” I say as I feel her fingers on my pussy as my body begins to tremble.

“Relax, Adrianna, you’re going to feel amazing,” she says to me as I stare up at the ceiling and feel her fingers caress my clit as I exhale, sigh with pleasure and no longer feel tense.

“Relax and enjoy this,” she says to me as find myself beginning to run my hands over my baby oil-soaked tits and nipples.

As Quinn rubs my clit, I can’t believe this is happening, yet I don’t want her to stop as it feels incredible.

I feel her fingers slowly penetrate me as she continues to rub my clit but now in a circular motion with pressure as I moan and bite down on my bottom lip.

It feels so fucking good and even better as she begins to finger me, first slowly and then in a faster rhythmic motion as she continues to rub my clit in the same circular motion with a bit more force and a bit faster than she had been.

“Oh fuck…” I cry out as she giggles and now begins to forcefully finger fuck me with such force the entire bed is swaying back and forth.

I gaze into her eyes and reach behind me as I grab the bottom of my headboard and scream out “This feels so fucking amazing!”

I’ve been fingered plenty of times in my life but maybe it’s the way she’s rubbing my clit while fingering me the way she is that is making it feel so much better than it ever has.

“Oh, shit…oh shit…fuck…Quinn” I cry out as I can hardly believe that I’m close to cumming.

“Enjoy the pleasure, Adrianna…cum…think of how good you feel,” she says with lust in her voice as I begin to pull on my nipples and then explode.

My entire body shakes as I cry out in pure pleasure as I let go of the bottom of the headboard and run my fingers over my nipples as look at Quinn who is smiling from ear to ear.

She slowly removes her fingers from inside of me and stops rubbing my clit as I watch her lick her fingers, the same fingers she had used to finger fuck me, and then smiles.

“Eight minutes,” she says with laughter as she removes herself from her kneeling position in between my legs and plops herself face-first into the pillow on the other side of me.

As I try to catch my breathe and come to terms that one of my best friends just erotically massaged me and made me cum by finger fucking and rubbing my clit at the same time.

“I’m a…a…going to take a shower,” I say as I get out of bed and enter my bathroom with my entire body shaking.

I quickly turn on the water and put on all the heads as I feel the baby oil begin to leave my skin.

I wash myself and my hair as I think about what just happened over and again.

I’ve never cum so fast and hard in my life and although she told me she only needed ten minutes the fact that it was only eight minutes has my brain twisted.

Does the fact that Quinn got me off make me bisexual or did I simply have a homosexual experience?

I was nervous and second-guessing myself, but I never told her to stop and why would I have when It felt so amazing?

She only masturbates to lesbian porn and she seemed eager to massage me to get me off.

After I orgasmed, she removed her fingers from inside of me and licked her fingers!

Was she simply curious or did she need to know how my pussy tasted?

We used to talk about sex all the time, but we haven’t in a while and for the most part, all our conversations tonight had involved sex talk as did a good portion of the night before.

The only thing I’m sure about at this moment is that Quinn got me off and I liked it.

Maybe I’m just putting too much thought into this.

When I go to sleep and wake up perhaps it’ll be like nothing happened.

I finish my shower, wrap myself in a towel and as I’m about to enter my bedroom I can hear Quinn moaning so instead of entering my bedroom I lean against the wall just outside the doorway.

From the sounds, she’s making I know she’s getting herself off and I’m unsure what to think about it.

She had told me she uses her imagination and lesbian porn when she masturbates but I don’t hear a video playing.

It makes me wonder what she’s thinking about and part of me is worried that she’s thinking about me as she pleasures herself.

I remain leaning against the wall as I hear Quinn cum extremely loud as the sounds she’s making slowly being to lower in volume.

I wait for about a minute and enter the bedroom as Quinn is getting off the bed.

“I need a shower of my own,” she says to me as she walks past me.

I change my baby oil-drenched sheets, change for bed, lay down, and close my eyes but I can’t fall asleep.

I hear Quinn come into the room and say, “Adrianna, you awake?” as I pretend that I’m asleep and feel her get into bed.

Within minutes I hear her familiar low snore and feel relieved that she fell asleep so fast as I quietly as a mouse get out of bed, walk into the living room, and look out the window as I watch the rain continue to fall from the sky.

My mind is racing as I honestly don’t know how I should feel about what Quinn did to me and how I should feel about almost walking in on her masturbating.

I think I’m way better with her getting me off than I am about her masturbating as I can’t think of anything else, she could have been thinking about other than what she had done to me.

Did her fingering me and playing with my clit to orgasm turn her on so much that she needed to cum?

Was she thinking about how I tasted on her fingers and if so why?

I hate when I get like this, but it is who I am.

I need to go to sleep and see how I feel and how Quinn acts in the morning.

As quietly as I had left the bedroom is as quiet as I renter and get back into bed.

I awake to the sound of Quinn stretching with relief as she gets out of bed.

“I slept like a rock last night…I can’t remember the last time I felt so good after sleeping and I surprisingly don’t feel like complete shit,” she says to me as I smile at her and look at her nervously.

She looks at me and shakes her head.

“What?” I ask her.

“You feel wired about last night,” she says to me.

“No, not at all” I lie to her.

“Adrianna, I know when you’re being truthful but don’t feel weird about it.

You had a long overdue and amazingly intense orgasm and that’s all it was.

She’s right and I knew I was putting way too much thought into this as I hear my stomach grumble.

“You want to me make breakfast?” she asks me as I laugh and reply, “Neither of us can cook for shit but I’m way less shitty than you are so allow me.”

I begin to make a vegetable, egg white omelet with whole-wheat toast as Quinn smiles and says, “You read my fucking mind.”

We eat breakfast as she looks at me and says, “What time do we start the festivities?”

We need to wait until noon at minimum” I tell her.

“It’s noon somewhere” she replies with a wink and a smile.

“I’m sure it is but no alcohol of any sort for me right now,” I say to her.

“Suit yourself,” she says as she opens the fridge, grabs a beer, and takes a big sip.

“This shit is going down like glass,” she says to me.

“Well, it’s only 10 AM so don’t doubt it” I reply.

“I’m going to drink this beer, pop a couple of aspirin, and take a power nap.

In two hours, I will be back in full force” she says to me as she does as she told me and leaves the kitchen for the bedroom.

I clean up the breakfast mess and decide to head into my office to check my work email as I don’t have it linked to my cell phone.

I open my laptop, check my work email, and feel relieved that there’s nothing to be concerned about other than the hurricane that’s on its way.

No matter what I try to think about all I can think about is what happened with Quinn last night as I do my best to respond to questions for my article.

I work for a while but this lesbian porn thing has seemed to pique my curiosity so maybe I should check it out to see what the big deal is?

“Hot women fucking each other” I type into my search browser and begin to view the different porn sites that have the content I’m seeking.

“No other sex tube is more popular and features more women fucking each other scenes” I read and click on the link.

Let’s see what all the fuss is about!

There are a variety of videos to choose from, but I look for the video that I feel has the prettiest women and select a video with a description of “Lesbian lover's finger and eat each other’s hot tight pussies.

The hot brunette and the hot blonde make me think about Quinn and me as I watch the little over ten-minute video.

As I watch the video, I admit to myself that this is the hottest thing I may have ever seen in my life.

Both women are hot, have amazing bodies, and seem to be enjoying licking and sucking each other’s tits, fingering each other, and finally taking turns going down on each other.

I run my hand beneath the waistband of my shorts and touch the crotch of my panties to discover my panties are soaked.

Everything about this scene is a turn-on from the way the women look, to what they’re doing to one another to the sounds they're making.

“I told you that shit is hot” I hear Quinn say as I turn around and look at her with embarrassment.

“My curiosity got the best of me” I admit to her as she flashes a smile and says, “I feel better and it’s now past noon so let’s go bitch.”

“You know I don’t feel like drinking right now” I admit to her.

“Okay, what do you want to do?” she asks.

“How about we chat?” I reply in question.

“Adrianne, there’s no reason to feel odd about me getting me off last night,” she says to me.

“I kind of do but I don’t want to chat about that so much as I do some other things,” I say to her.

“Okay, what do want to me talk about?”

“On second thought, I can use a drink,” I say to her as we leave my office, go into the kitchen, grab a couple of beers, and sit across from each other at my small kitchen table.

We clink bottles and both take sips.

“Okay, I’m not sure where to start” I admit.

“I can’t tell you so…” she replies.

“I haven’t known you, Holly, and Denise for as long as I have Melissa, but we’ve all known each other for a long time.

You and I hit it off from day one” I say to her.

“Feeling nostalgic, are we?” she says to me.

“I little but that’s not my point.

I do feel odd about what you did to me last night but not because it happened but because I kind of feel that you wanted it to happen” I admit to her.

“I did, I mean close to a fucking year is not normal and it didn’t take much convincing on my part.

As I told you I was a friend helping you out as my friend” she says to me.

“It’s not so much that, Quinn, it’s the way you looked at me last night” I admit to her.

“How did I look at you?” she inquires.

“Sexually, like the way, a guy would look at me when he wants to fuck the brains out of my head” I reply.

She shrugs her shoulders and looks at me.

“I wasn’t looking at myself so if that’s the way you feel I looked at you then it’s your opinion” she responds.

“Honestly I’m a bit confused about how I feel about what happened last night, but you did something after the fact that I can’t stop thinking about,” I say to her.

“Okay, what did I do?” she asks.

“After I orgasmed, when you took your fingers out of me you licked them,” I say to her shyly.

“I watch a ton of porn, I’ve seen it done a ton of times and I was curious is all,” she says to me as she finishes her beer and says, “I’m going to get another one and something stronger.”

She leaves the table, grabs four beers and a bottle of rum with shot glasses.

“Finish your beer, we do one shot each and then we keep talking,” she tells me as I finish my beer, open another, and we down a shot of rum each.

“Okay, I’m just going to ask exactly what’s on my mind.

I thought about it, last night while I was in the shower.

You’ve been my other half since freshman year of college, and I don’t think there’s anything that can be said between the two of us that would change our relationship.

So, I’m asking if you’re into women as in are you bisexual?” I ask her.

“Holy shit, Adrianna, seriously!” she exclaims as she pours and downs another shot.

“Don’t get your fucking panties in a bunch it’s only a question” I say to her with sincerity and honestly.

“I don’t know…I’m not sure…maybe but probably” she confesses.

“Probably?” I ask her as I place my hand on top of hers.

“Have you ever kissed a guy and been like this isn’t doing shit for me or even getting fucked and in the back of your mind you’re like I should be enjoying this more than I am?

Like, stop humping me and cum so we can get this over with?” she asks me.

“Sure, but when I’ve kissed a guy and felt that way it’s because I knew I wasn’t into him and yeah when being fucked but because he was all about him and it wasn’t very good,” I say to her.

“Fuck it!” she exclaims as she pours and downs another shot, finishes her second beer, and opens another.

“This never leaves this fucking table!” she yells at me as I quickly nod my head.

She shakes her hands with her fingers spread and then fans herself with her right hand.

Quinn inhales deeps and exhales slowly.

“Okay, Adrianna, it’s not like that for me with some guys it’s with all guys,” she says to me with a pained look on her face.

“All guys like all guys?” I ask.

“All guys!” she exclaims as I look at her and reply, “Okay!

Don’t bite my head off!”

“I’m sorry this just difficult for me to talk about.

I’ve never talked about this to anyone before” she admits to me.

“Are you telling me what I think you’re trying to tell me?” I ask.

“That depends on what you think I’m trying to tell you” she immediately answers in response.

“Do you think you may be a lesbian?” I ask as she looks down at the table and slowly nods her head.

“Shit, I had no idea,” I say to her with seriousness.

“Now you know,” she tells me.

“Quinn, thinking you’re a lesbian and knowing you’re a lesbian are two different things.

I mean, have you ever?” I say to her.

“Last night with you is the most I’ve ever done with any woman,” she says to me.

“Okay but I mean…you’re gorgeous and I’m sure you would never have a problem in that department.

I’m sure straight girls would take a spin on the Quinn track” I say to her half-joking half-serious.

“Fuck Adrianna, it’s not that easy.

Women who are into women don’t walk around with signs and labels that read I like pussy.

It’s not like I haven’t had opportunities because I have, I’ve just been too afraid to do anything about it.

I have a fucking career that is going to be over sooner than later to think about here.

I just can’t have a hot bitch approach me and tell me to go back home with her and do the deed without knowing what the repercussions are” she says to me extremely upset.

“Okay but you have with guys,” I say quickly.

“I’m supposed to do that with guys!” she yells at me.

“Stop fucking yelling at me, Quinn,” I say to her as she looks at me and responds, “I’m sorry.”

“You won’t ever know if you or aren’t unless you go all the way with someone,” I say to her.

“Well holy shit, Adrianna, I’ve never thought about that before.

Let me just tweet some shit like I’m looking for pussy and see who responds and take it from there” she says to me.

“I’ve missed your sarcasm,” I say to her as she sticks her tongue out at me.

“How long has this been a thing with you?” I ask with sincerity.

“Let me think….um…always” she replies.

“This is heavy shit, Quinn.

You could have at any time talked to Holly, Melissa, Denise, or me…you could have talked to all of us about this and it would never have changed anything” I say to her.

“Melissa?

Remember back in college that girl at the bar hit on her and she freaked out?

She was so disgusted that that girl wanted to take her back to her place that it almost made her physically ill.

How could I talk to her about this shit without her feeling the same way about me?” she asks with seriousness.

“To start with, I know Melissa better than anyone and she’s not homophobic.

Second, you should know better than to ever think she would treat you differently if you had an honest discussion with her about your sexuality.

Third, if you remember correctly that girl was not what anyone would term decent looking, she was fugly.

Last, Melissa kissed a girl back in college, but she didn’t like it” I tell her speaking quickly and meaning every word.

“Shut the fuck up.

Who did Melissa kiss in college?” she asks.

“This never leaves this fucking table!” I say to her.

“It’s been established that nothing leaves this table,” Quinn tells me.

“Melissa and Holly kissed,” I tell her.

“No fucking way…no way,” she says to me.

“Yes way, it happened once and once only.

They thought they had a moment, they kissed with their tongues and both were like nope, not for me” I explain.

“Oh, this is bullshit…I’m of course the last to know about this.

Melissa told you, Holly told Denise, and no one ever told me” she vents.

“Holly and Denise don’t know that I know and now that you know,” I say as I stick my tongue out at her.

“Bullshit, both of them know that you and Melissa tell each other everything so all parties have always known except for me” she replies.

“Shut up,” I say to her knowing she’s right.

“Listen I don’t know what it’s been like for you, but you should know that no matter what all of us will always be here for one another.

When Melissa married, I may have been maid of honor but you, Holly, and Denise were in her bridal party, the same way you, Melissa, and I were in Holly’s bridal party with Denise as her maid of honor.

Me, you, and Melissa are in Denise’s bridal party but it’s even more than that.

When Melissa gave birth to Luke, we were all there.

When Holly gave birth to Brian and Kara, we were all there.

The bond we all have with each other will never be broken and I know if you are truly a lesbian none of us will love you any less,” I say to her with sincerity.

“I know it’s just hard.

I mean, if I’m 100% gay and what do my parents, aunts, uncles, sister, brother, grandparents think and do about it?

Then there’s the, she’s too pretty to be a lesbian, and what a waste bullshit.

Ultimately it’ll affect my career and I don’t have that much time left” she says to me.

“You could be an inspiration to little girls everywhere,” I say to her.

“Little girls don’t look up to me, little boys do because their dads are assholes” she replies.

“If you were to come out publicly, you could be an inspiration to young girls, teenage girls, fuck even women who have always felt the way you have,” I say to her as I pound my beer.

“Adrianna, I can’t come out because I’m not sure if I’m gay!” she snaps at me.

“You helped me out last night, so I’ll help you out…kiss me,” I say to her.

“Thank you but kissing a woman doesn’t mean shit” she quickly responds.

“How?” I ask immediately.

“Any drunk, pretty college girl can attest to my statement.

Straight drunk girls kiss straight drunk girls all the time, it means nothing” she responds with a roll of her eyes.

“So, what’s the ultimate test for girl on girl sexuality?” I ask sarcastically.

“Eating pussy” she responds quickly.

“You must have a strong stance on that statement as it came out your mouth in seconds,” I say to her as she smirks at me.

“I do have a strong stance on this so allow me to expand.

If I were to kiss a woman and feel something all it could mean is that she’s a good kisser or have a small attraction to her.

I could lick and suck on her titties and nipples, but it doesn’t mean much, and the woman would likely enjoy it because it feels good.

A woman who identifies as straight would likely enjoy receiving oral from another woman which doesn’t make her gay because again, it feels good.

However, the act of going down on a woman, enjoying her scent and her taste is not a homosexual experience as you had last night but a homosexual act of a homosexual woman.

A straight woman could easily enjoy being kissed, having her tits licked, sucked, fondled, and more than enjoy receiving oral from another woman but straight women don’t eat pussy.

Only women who are truly into women will enjoy doing the act and that my other half is my stance on all of it” she explains to me.

“Since I enjoyed what you did to me last night means nothing other than it felt good and since I did nothing to you, I’m straight,” I say to her.

“Exactly!” she says as she slams her hand on the table.

“That answered a question of mine so thank you for that, but can’t it be as simple as you licked your fingers after fingering me be enough to know that you’re gay?” I ask.

“Not at all.

I licked my fingers that were inside of you, but I didn’t stick my tongue inside of you she states with certainty.

“You're fucking my head up in a major but let me spin this in my own way.

If instead of fingering me and playing with my clit last night you instead went down on me.

Me enjoying the feeling of you going down on me would only have meant that I had a gay experience and not label me as gay or even bisexual.

However, the act of you going down on me and you enjoying it thrusts you over that line” I explain to her.

“Simple shit,” she says with a nod of her head.

“All you have to do is eat pussy and there you have it,” I say to her.

“Oh shit, thank you so very much.

Although I have a strong stance on the subject, I never thought to find a woman who I could go down on who would or even could keep her fucking mouth shut” she says to me with her sarcasm I enjoy so much.

“What’s the solution to your issue?” I ask.

“I don’t have one…I’ll continue to go about my life and that’ll be that,” she says to me.

“Unacceptable there is a solution we just need to put our minds together.

Okay, what’s your type?” I ask.

“Women who are women” she answers.

“Women who look like you” I reply.

“If there were a gluttony of women who looked like me, I wouldn’t have a career entirely base on my looks but yeah” she replies with sarcasm.

“No shit bitch.

All I’m trying to say is that somewhere in the entire world there’s a woman who fits into your puzzle who would keep her mouth shut about having sex with the Quinn Fernsby,” I say with sarcasm.

“Sure, so find her, hook us up, we do the deed, I know 100% and then I can be a role model” she replies smugly.

“Oh, shit…you’re a lesbian!” I say with amusement.

“Please expand if you will” she responds.

“You keep your fingernails short for a reason” I respond in lightning speed.

“That’s a just in case.

If I do find the woman, I’m looking for I don’t want to cut the fuck out her vagina” she replies with a smirk.

“This is a perfect day to get so fucked up we’ll need a week to recover,” I say to her.

“Why aren’t you worried about the hurricane that’s coming?

We could have no power at all this time tomorrow” she says to me.

“I have an expensive emergency generator that will make sure that doesn’t happen,” I say to her with a wink and a smile.

“I’m so fucking happy that I’m here with you…I’ve missed you so much you have no idea,” she says to me.

“I miss you all the fucking time and it sucks that whenever I talk about you at work everyone becomes nuts,” I say to her.

“What do you say about me?” she inquires.

“That you’re one of my best friends and my other half.

I only tell one story and only because I have the picture on my desk” I tell her.

“What picture?” I ask

“The picture of you inside of that black car from the 80’s as you talk into your make pretend watch” I answer.

“I forget about that, wow,” she says to me.

“We went home with Holly and snuck out without her even though it was her idea and she chickened out,” I tell her.

“Yeah, and there it was sitting in that driveway.

I can’t believe I forgot about that night.

I met him at a party a while back and as soon as he saw me, he told me that I owed him money for spilling my drink in that car” she tells me.

“Was he a dick about it?” I ask.

“No, not at all, he’s a nice guy” she replies.

“What’s it’s like to rub elbows with the people you do?” I ask her.

“They’re just normal people who other people worship for whatever reason.

Don’t get me wrong, some of them are complete assholes and cunts but most are people like me, who don’t know how they got to where they are, where they're going, or how long it’s going to last.

I met this guy, a little over a year ago…he was like twenty years old who was signed to play pro baseball at sixteen at this actress’s party in the city.

Awesome fucking kid who had girls all over him all night long.

No matter how hot the bitch he wouldn’t bite…he kept looking at his phone and drinking drink after drink and he was filled with sadness.

I thought to myself, he’s this tall, good-looking, pro baseball player who could have taken more than one girl home, but he didn’t.

Toward the end of the night I watched as his cell phone rang and his face lit up…the sadness I saw all night long disappeared in an instant as he walked out onto the balcony.

He came back inside close to an hour later and I needed to know who had called him that made him so happy, so I did.

He told me that it was his girlfriend from back home, how much he missed her, loved her, and couldn’t wait to marry her to bring her over to the states.

I asked him about all the women that were throwing themselves at him.

He smiled, shook his head, and told me that his girlfriend loved him for him and the only reason those women wanted anything to do with him was because of who he was and what he could give them.

That he was just a normal, lovesick guy and it resonated with me so much.

I’ve had opportunities and it made me realize the reason I did” she explains to me.

“Me too, you’re stupidly smoking hot,” I say to her as she rolls her eyes.

“I’m afraid that I’ll do something with the wrong woman, and she would have done it not because she truly wanted me but because of what she thinks she can get out of me,” she tells me.

“You’re putting way too much thought into all of this, Quinn,” I say to her with sincerity.

“Yeah, probably but have you ever thought about it?” she asks me.

“Thought about what?” I ask in reply.

“Experimenting with a woman?” she asks.

“Honestly?” I question Quinn.

“No, fucking lie to me,” she says with sarcasm.

“It’s a rather popular question in my column and I don’t think I’ve ever read the question the same way twice but the reason I’ve thought about is because of my column.

I can’t answer any question honestly unless I think about it and research, but I’ve never looked at a woman and thought to myself wow, I want to bury my face in between her legs” I answer.

“I guess that’s the difference between you and me” she replies with an odd look on her face.

“What’s that look all about?” I ask.

“Nothing, Adrianna…nothing at all” she answers instantly.

“I know you’re when your lying so tell me, bitch” I tell her.

“Forget it…I don’t want things to get weird,” she says to me.

“I think we crossed the weird threshold for this weekend last night so I don’t it could get any weirder,” I say to her with a laugh.

“I was kind of hoping you had thought about experimenting with a woman,” she says to me with the same odd look as before.

“Why?” I ask.

“Why do you think?” she asks as I think as I sip my beer and suddenly realize what Quinn is telling me as I choke on the beer going down my throat.

Quinn makes an uncomfortable laugh as she looks at me and then looks away.

“Um…uh…yeah…uh…I mean…I don’t know,” I say to her as I stumble over my words.

“Shit…I knew things were going to get weird,” she says.

“No, Quinn, not at all…it’s just…a…um…why me?” I question her.

She pours two shots, she slides one over to me and we drink the shots as we stare at one another.

“You’re beautiful, we’re friends and I know I can trust you” she confesses to me.

“Sex between friends ruins relationships,” I say to her.

“It could with most people but is there anything that can truly ruin our relationship?” she asks.

“I don’t think it would ruin our relationship, but it could make things awkward when we see each other” I admit to her.

“Yeah, because we see each other so much” she quickly replies.

“After I showered last night, I was about to go back into the bedroom and I heard you, you know,” I say to her as she lets out a snorting laugh.

“What were you thinking about?” I ask her.

“I don’t fucking remember but it must have been good,” she says to me with a flash of a smile.

“Quinn…where you thinking about me?” I ask her with nervousness.

“Maybe,” she says to me.

“It’s a yes or no answer” I instantly reply.

“Yes, I was thinking about you” she confesses to me as I stare at her expressionless and the smile

“What about me were you thinking about?” I ask her doing a poor job of hiding my nervousness.

“It was hot massaging you and touching you and I don’t know it got me excited and I may have imagined doing other things” she admits to me.

“You want to have sex with me?” I ask her and then stare at her.

“I’m not saying I want to, but I would if you wanted to experiment,” she says to me with a pained look on her face.

I had told Quinn, I’ve never looked at a woman and thought that I wanted to bury my head in between her legs but I have looked at a girl that way before, back in college, and it was her, Quinn.

In our college days, it was on my bucket list to experiment with the same sex and I thought that something was going to happen between us, but it never materialized.

Thinking back, I think nothing ever happened because neither of us ever made a move…it was like I was waiting on her and she was waiting on me.

However, as weird as I feel about the massage and her making me cum last night, I think deep down inside I know why I didn’t stop it from happening, I wanted it to happen.

The problem I face is that Quinn is such a big part of my life and the lives of our friends.

The thought of things changing between any of us makes me feel sick to my stomach but especially with Quinn, my other half.

“Quinn, why didn’t anything happen between us in college?” I ask her.

“Fear” she quickly answers.

“Fear of what?” I ask her.

“Back in our college days I thought that maybe something was going to happen with us, but you never made a move and I was too afraid to.

Had I made a move and you rejected me it would have been fucked up for me and had we done anything, and it became awkward I feared that it would kill our friendship.

I felt it was best not to make a move back then because you feel the way you feel now” she admits.

“I was afraid too” I admit to her.

Quinn looks at me with shock and stares at me for a moment.

“You wanted something to happen?” she asks with surprise.

“Not at first but when Melissa told me about that brief make-out session with Holly it made me think about you.

I started imaging what it would be like and if you and I would have felt the same way that Holly and Melissa did” I admit to Quinn.

“My mind is completely fucking blown,” she says to me as we both smile at one another.

“That was then and this now, right?” I say.

“What are you getting at?” she asks me.

“I don’t know…well…if we did do something, I’d like to think we’d be okay.

If anything, I think it would make us closer” I say to her.

“You want to have sex with me?” she asks with shock.

“If you want to, I would probably be okay with you know…” I say to her with a smile and a shoulder shrug.

“Are you wasted right now?” she asks me as I shake my head.

“If we were to fool around, I don’t think we should be wasted if it were to happen,” I tell her as she bites down on her lip.

“I agree but we don’t have to decide anything right now,” she says to me as I smirk at her and reply, “Yeah it’s still early.”

“We should talk about this more before we decide on anything,” I say to her.

“If you want to then yeah” she replies and then says, “The again, what’s there to talk about?” she asks as I grin at her.

“How about sexual chemistry?

If there’s no chemistry between us then we’re not going to be able to fool around” I say to her.

“I know I can you get wet and make you cum” she says to me with a wink.

“I don’t know if I can make you cum” I admit to her.

“I’m kind of easy in that department,” she says as she sips her beer.

Without warning, it begins to downpour as she says, “Fucking Florida.”

“I love Miami,” I say to her she looks at me and says, “And here I thought you bought a house because you didn’t want to stay here very long.”

“You still love New York?” I ask her as she shakes her head.

“Nothing like being in the city that never sleeps when you can’t go anywhere without being hounded.

It’s expensive, dirty and the crime rate is going through the roof” she says to me.

“Are you thinking about leaving?” I ask her as she shrugs her shoulders and replies, “I’ve thought about it but I’m not sure.

I know I don’t want to move back to Phoenix and Los Angeles is nothing more than a warmer climate Manhattan” she replies.

“Worried about losing your career, hate the public eye, dislike where your home is and you’re a lesbian.

I’ve learned so much about you in two days” I say to her.

“Think I’m a lesbian” she corrects me.

“We should maybe kiss,” I say to her.

“Maybe or should?” she replies in question.

“I don’t know…what to do you think?” I ask.

“I think I don’t know what to think.

I kind of feel like you’re just being a really good friend to me right now” she tells me.

“You think if we were to have sex it would be because I’m being a good friend to you?

If we were to have sex it would be because I want to have sex with you” I say to her.

“I don’t think you truly do,” she says to me as she flashes a smile at me.

“I just told you that I wanted something to happen with us in college,” I say to her.

“Maybe you just said that too” she immediately replies.

“Would I ever lie to you?!” I exclaim as she slumps her shoulders and looks at me.

“I’m sorry I just never thought that it would be a possibility after all this time.

I mean something was meant to happen between us should it have taken fourteen years?” she asks me.

“We both know why nothing happened in college” I respond.

“We’ve been out of college for 10 years Andriana?” she says.

“How often do we even see each other?

This is the first time we’ve seen each other since Denise’s engagement party and that was almost a year ago” I tell her.

“Very true but I think we should just forget the whole thing” she replies in a low tone of voice.

“Maybe we should” I reply as we stare at one another.

“There are too many variables to consider,” Quinn says as she looks at me with seriousness.

“Like what?” I ask her.

“What if I like it and you don’t.

What if the sex is terrible and you instantly regret it?” tells me.

“Don’t worry about what I think, I’m a big girl” I respond as I rise to my feet as she does as well.

We slowly and nervously close the distance between us, close our eyes and move our faces toward one another.

Our lips press together and within seconds are tongues are touching and as we continue to kiss, I realize that my hands on her ass as her hands are on my ass.

She’s such a good kisser and I like the feeling of her tongue on my own.

Her kiss is so soft and sensual, unlike any kiss I’ve ever had with a guy and my body feels electric.

I like the way her ass feels in my hands and how her body pressed against mine feels.

I know I’m making out with Quinn, but it feels right and it’s turning me on.

We stop kissing and gaze into each other’s eyes.

“Quinn, I’m so turned on right now,” I say to her as I press my lips against hers again.

“Me too!” she exclaims as she kisses me again.

“What do you think?” I ask her.

“I think we should go to your room,” she says to me as we quickly walk to my bedroom and both sit on the foot of my bed.

We gaze into each other’s eyes as we again kiss and slowly lay our backs onto the bed and slowly undress each other.

I was so nervous last night about Quinn massaging me and getting me off yet here I am, kissing her with my tongue as we undress one another and caress yet I feel no nervousness.

We both slide ourselves up to the middle of the bed as she places her body onto top of mine.

Her tits pressed against my own feels amazing as we continue to kiss, and she runs her hands across my tits and nipples.

I run my hands through her hair we stop kissing and gaze into each other’s eyes again.

Quinn smiles at me as she gently strokes my face and begins to kiss and lick my nipples as I begin to moan in pleasure.

She slowly kisses down my stomach as she places both her hands on my tits and begins to rub.

I know what she’s going to do, and I know that I want her to as I want to feel what it’s like to have her in between my legs.

I wonder how her mouth, lips, and tongue will feel on my pussy.

I no longer wonder as I feel her tongue make contact down below as I let out a soft cry of pleasure.

I place my hand on her head and use my free hand to move her hair away from her face as I enjoy the feeling.

For as many times as I have been gone down on, I’ve never felt like this before.

“Oh fuck!” I exclaim I she begins to suck on my clit.

It’s like Quinn is inside of my head and knows what to do to make me feel amazing and the way she’s sucking on my clit at this moment makes my head want to explode.

I feel her fingers penetrate my wet pussy as I scream out in ecstasy as she fingers fucks me as she sucks, licks and nibbles on my clit at the same time.

I lock into her eyes as she continues to pleasure me and place my legs on her back as I begin to grind myself into her mouth.

I’m so wet I can hear how wet I am as I grind against her face and all I know at this moment is that I want to please her the way she’s pleasing me.

I quickly tap her shoulder over and again as she stops eating me and removes her fingers from inside of me.

“You want me to stop?” she asks with concern.

“Kiss me!” I exclaim with yearning as she looks at me with an ear-to-ear smile.

I call her to me by moving my index finger as she slides up my body as I kiss her with my tongue and find the taste of myself inside of her mouth intoxicating.

I want to taste her so fucking bad I can barely contain myself as I roll her over so that I’m now on top of her.

As she had done to me, I kiss, lick, and suck her nipples but unlike she had done I don’t lick and kiss down her stomach instead quickly placing myself in between her legs.

“Adrianna?” she says as I lick her wet pussy with my wet tongue and immediately realize I enjoy her taste.

She tastes sweet and tart at the same time and she’s so wet my face is quickly saturated in her juices as I penetrate her pussy with my tongue and wiggle it inside of her as she cries out in pleasure.

As I eat her pussy, I think to myself that going into this weekend this is the last thing I thought I’d be doing.

I was so freaked out about last night but here I am with my tongue and mouth all over one and in of my closest friends vajayjays.

I begin to suck her clit as she had done to me and penetrate her with my fingers and like the way my fingers feel inside of her.

“Oh God…Adrianna!” she screams out in pleasure as she grabs the back of my head and pushes me into her pussy.

With the rain pounding against my bedroom window and with Quinn’s pussy in my mouth it almost doesn’t seem real that this is happening.

I had thought I wanted this to happen back in college and never thought that anything would ever happen between us but as I lay nude in bed with her while pleasuring her, I wished that it would have happened much sooner.

“I’m so close…you’re going to make me cum” she says through her short breaths as her body begins to tremble and her breathing becomes more erratic.

“Fuck…yes…oh God…shit…fuck!” she screams out as Quinn cums with her clit in between my lips and my fingers inside of her.

I can feel her pussy tighten and loosen on my fingers as her body stops trembling.

I slowly remove my fingers from inside of her and stop sucking her clit as I climb up her body and rubs my tits across hers before I place myself on top of her and kiss her.

She gently pushes me off her to the side and places her hand in between my legs and begins to pleasure me with her fingers as we continue kissing.

As we kiss and she manipulates my clit with her fingers I gently tug on her nipple and realize this is the most turned on I have ever been in my life.

Is this happening…no way I’m going to this fucking fast…yeah, I am!

I stop kissing her as I orgasm as hard as I ever have in my life that I’m so embarrassed I need to laugh so I do.

“That was so fucking amazing!” I exclaim as I run my fingers through my hair as Quinn sits up in bed and smiles at me.

“Adrianna, you went down on me,” she says to me.

“You went down on me too,” I say to her.

“I know I did but I didn’t expect you too” she admits to me.

“I don’t know what came over me, but I wanted to that to you badly” I admit to her.

“How do feel right now?” she asks with concern.

“Fucking amazing,” I say through laughter as she smiles at me.

“We could have done this years ago,” I say to her with satisfaction as I kiss her lips.

“Are you okay?” I ask her as she looks pale and worried at the same time.

“Processing,” she says to me.

“Do you regret what we just did?” I ask her with concern.

“No…not at all…I wanted that to happen,” she says to me as I smile and reply, “Me too and it was fantastic,” I say to her as she smiles at me.

“It’s not even 4 PM yet and we did the deed,” she says to me.

“We have all day and night to keep it going,” I say to her with lust as she quickly sits on the side of the bed.

I slide myself over to her, place myself behind her and kiss her shoulder and kiss her neck a few times as she runs her fingers through my hair over her shoulder.

She pulls away from me and looks at me with glassy eyes.

“What’s wrong?” I ask with concern

“I’m a lesbian,” she says with a short laugh as I throw myself back first onto the bed and laugh.

“That was the most pleasurable and intense sexual experience of my life,” I say to her as she looks at me with an expressionless face.

“How about we get out of bed, a few cocktails?” she says to me.

“I’m not close to being done with you yet,” I say as I quickly get off the bed, grab her, push her onto the bed and place myself on top of her.

“I’ve never thought about doing this with anyone other than you and now that I have, I want to do it over and again,” I say to her as I press my lips hard against hers.

“Ow, bitch” she laughs as she pushes me off her as I open my mouth wide.

“One and done?” I ask her.

“For now,” she replies as she puts her panties and her shirt back on and exits the bedroom.

I follow her into the bathroom and place my hands on her hips as she washes her face.

“I think you’ve ruined sex for me the rest of my life,” I say to her as she turns around, smirks at me, and dries her face as I then wash my face.

“You going to walk around naked for the rest of the day?” she asks me as I smile with a cheesy all teeth smile and wink.

“Can’t handle it?” I ask as I wink at her.

She slaps my bare as hard and says, “Put some clothes on” as I rub my ass and roll my eyes.

I too put on my panties and a tee shirt as the intensity of the rain increases.

Quinn lays on the couch as I lay behind her and turn on the television to find out about the hurricane that is bearing down on us, it’s not good news, the hurricane has been upgraded to a category four.

The hurricane wasn’t supposed to make land fall into early Monday morning but was now making landfall within hours.

“Can we talk?” Quinn asks.

“That’s what we do,” I say with a smile as I kiss her shoulder and she sits in an upward position on the couch.

“Do you regret what we did?” she asks as I shake my head.

“Did you like it?” she asks as I nod my head and smile.

“It was amazing…I never thought I would do that with anyone, and I don’t know if I would with anyone besides you” I answer.

“So, then you’re not bisexual,” she says to me.

“If I were straight, I wouldn’t have had sex with you and maybe this is something I’m discovering about myself…I don’t know.

All I know is that I don’t regret what happened and I’m glad it happened now instead of when we were in college,” I say to her with sincerity.

“Did you like it?” I ask her.

“It was better than I had imagined,” she says to me with a sigh.

“Why do you seem upset?” I ask her with concern.

“I’m not upset…I’m just tired and scared” she replies.

“There’s no reason to be scared, it’ll be over by Tuesday afternoon, I have hurricane impact windows and you know I have the emergency generator” I explain to her.

“Yeah…I need to lay down for a little while,” she says as she exits the living room.

We both thought something would happen between us in college, we both enjoyed the encounter but now Quinn is not acting like herself and I have no idea why.

I don’t know what to think now as this entire weekend has been like being on an emotional roller coaster.

I pour myself a few glasses of wine as I watch one of those terrible and predictable movies on what I call the man-haters network about a nanny who decides she wants to replace the mother in the family.

The wind is howling, the rain is crashing hard against the windows and the sky looks ominous. For as long as I’ve lived in Miami, I’ve never experienced a hurricane of this magnitude.

“What time is it?” Quinn asks as she enters the living room.

“Almost 9 PM” I reply as I look at her.

“You ever been outside during one of these things?” she asks me with a look of mischief on her face.

“Never,” I quickly reply.

“Let’s go,” she says with a grin as I shake my head and reply again, “Absolutely not.”

“Fine, see you in a few,” she says with a wink as I watch her walk into the kitchen and then open my backdoor.

“Quinn, do not go out there!” I yell out as she giggles and runs outside.

I exhale and then run outside to the yard as I immediately can’t see a thing through the rain and can barely stay upright as the wind is close to knocking me over.

“This is invigorating!” Quinn yells out as I can hear her laugh but can’t see where she is as I soddenly feel her hand on mine.

Quinn kisses me as I kiss her back with the wind and rain crashing against our bodies as I no longer care about how dangerous it is for the both of us not to be indoors.

“We need to go back inside!” I yell out as soon as we stop kissing as I take hold of her hand and pull her back inside the house.

We’re both drenched from head to toe as Quinn smiles, looks at me, and presses her lips against mine.

“Yeah, and I’m the bad influence,” I say through laughter as she too laughs.

We remove our panties and tee shirts, dry off in the bathroom, change into sleep attire, and are once again in the living room.

“You have more wine?” she asks me as I head into the kitchen, open another bottle, and pour two glasses.

“What do you think the girls are going to think about this?” she asks me.

“Are you telling anyone what happened between us?” I ask with surprise.

“You’re going to tell Melisa so I may as well tell Denise who will tell Holly and then everyone will know” she explains.

“I wasn’t planning on telling Melissa,” I say to her as she laughs out loud.

“You tell Melissa everything, so I don’t doubt for a second that you’re going to tell her as soon as I leave,” she says to me with a grin.

“Yeah, I do Melissa everything, but I won’t about us,” I say to her.

“Are you ashamed about what we did?” she asks with her expression and body language changing.

“No, I’m not ashamed in the least but I think this is something that should remain between us is all,” I tell her honestly.

“Why?” she asks as she sips her wine.

“It’s just the way I feel” I respond.

“Yeah, but why do feel this way?

If you’re not ashamed then you must be embarrassed” she says to me.

“Quinn, you’re not a random hookup that I’m going to run and tell Melissa about,” I say to her.

“So, she doesn’t know about every single person you’ve been with?” she quickly replies.

“Yes, she does but this is different,” I tell her.

“How is being with me any different from being with anyone else?” she asks me.

“Because it’s you!” I exclaim as she looks at me with shock.

“What does that even mean?” she inquires.

I calm myself down, look at her and gaze into her eyes.

“This has been a crazy weekend and before I go and say a word to Melissa I need to try and figure out what I feel,” I say to her.

“What are you talking about?” she asks in a low tone of voice.

“You’re on my best friends and yeah I wanted something to happen between is back in college, but I never thought something would ever happen yet here we are.

Everything happened so fast and now I look at you differently and it’s fucking with my head” I explain to her.

“What do you mean you look at me differently?” she asks with her voice wavering.

“When I look at you, you’re still Quinn but your also the person I want to kiss, strip nude, run my hands all over, and feel your body pressed against mine” I answer.

“Kind of funny that you were concerned about sexual chemistry,” she says with a short laugh.

“This isn’t funny,” I say to her.

“Maybe we shouldn’t have done it,” she says to me as I shake my head and stare at her.

“It’s too late for maybe, we already did what we did, and I want to do it again and again and again,” I tell her.

“It’s just new and exciting,” she says to me as I open my mouth with shock and look at her.

“Is that what this for you?” I ask her as she replies, “We’re not talking about me, we’re talking about you.”

“So, let’s talk about you then,” I say to her as she shakes her head.

“Don’t shake your fucking head at me, I want to talk about you” I say to her.

“Well, I don’t want to talk about me so I’m not going to,” she says with defiance.

“You can be infuriating!” I say to her as she shrugs her shoulders, rolls her eyes, and replies, “You know this about me, and I don’t want to argue.”

“We’re not arguing, we’re having a conversation,” I tell her.

“No, we’re arguing over a conversation you’re trying to force me to have!” she exclaims.

“I want to know!” I yell out as she yells back, “I don’t want to say!”

“Fuck you, Quinn!” I say to her as she rolls her eyes and says, “You already did that!”

“Leave me alone right now…I don’t want to look at you!” I scream at her as I run into my home office, slam the door hard and lock myself inside.

I’m open and honest with her yet she can’t be the same way with me!

All I want to know is what us having sex means to her but it’s too big of a deal for her to tell me?!

Why the fuck is it a deal of any sort…I told her how I look at her now and I expected her to be here and tell me if she feels the same way or not!

Maybe we shouldn’t have done it!

“Adrianna” I hear Quinn say as she tries to open the door and then gently knocks on the door.

“Go away!” I yell out.

“Please open the door…I’m sorry and I don’t want to fight,” she says through the door.

“I don’t want to talk to you right now!” I yell out.

“Adrianna…please open the door…we don’t argue, ever so why are we now?” she asks.

“Because you can’t be honest with me!” I shout out.

“Damn it, Adrianna!” she screams as she hits the door hard, and I hear her footsteps on the wooden floors.

Suddenly I’m sitting in darkness and await the emergency generator to come to life, but it should have started by now.

Now I’m nervous as I sit in my office chair as I ponder what to do next as suddenly my lights flicker momentarily and then the electricity comes on.

I exit my home office and walk back to the living room where I find Quinn crying her eyes out as she sits on the couch.

“Why are you crying?” I ask with concern as she ignores me.

I sit next to her on the couch and gently wipe her tears away with my finger as she immediately embraces tightly and then lets go of me.

“I’m sorry, please don’t cry,” I say to her as I stroke the side of her hair as her tears won’t stop.

“We don’t argue and I’m sorry I yelled and screamed at you,” I say with sincerity as I look at her full soft lips.

“Don’t cry” I say to her in a low voice as I press my lips against hers and we kiss with our tongues.

As I run my hands over her back I feel, and we continue to kiss my body feels as if it’s melting.

I stop kissing her and begin to kiss and lick her neck as she runs her fingers through my long blonde hair, and I run my hand beneath her shirt.

As I run my fingers over her nipples and tits she sighs with pleasure and says, “We shouldn’t” as I ignore her words and pull her shirt up and over her head.

Quinn attempts to cover her breasts by crossing her arms over them as I gently uncross them and begin to lick her nipples as she exhales softly.

I work my way back o her neck, kiss and lick her neck, kiss the tops of her tits, lick her nipples, and quickly get into a kneeling position on the floor as I forcefully tug on her shorts and pull them down and off.

“No, Adrianna, we shouldn’t she says as she attempts to cross her legs as I place my hands on her knees, move her legs apart and kiss her pussy as her body jerks for a second.

I kiss her pussy again and then begin to lick her as I can feel how wet she’s becoming on my cheeks.

“Oh God” she cries out softly as I penetrate her pussy with my tongue and begin to rub her clit in a gentle circular motion.

Quinn places her legs on my back and crosses them as I remove my tongue from inside of her, insert my middle finger inside of her and begin to lick and suck on her clitoris as exhales loudly and allows herself to enjoy what I’m doing to her.

“Adrianna” she cries out in pleasure as I begin to finger fuck her sopping wet pussy as I begin to forcefully suck her clit at the same time.

Watching her facial expressions as I look up at her from my knees and in between her legs is arousing as I touch myself for a couple of seconds to discover I’m excited down below.

I stop sucking on her clit and begin to run my tongue from the top of her pussy, down the side of my finger, and down as I realize I ran my tongue over her asshole.

I don’t know what’s come over me but all I do know is that I want to do something to her I’ve never done and never thought I would.

I remove my finger from inside of her and begin to rise to my feet as she uncrosses her legs and looks at me as I am now standing.

I lick her lips, place my hands on her hips and give her a cue that I want her on her stomach.

She rolls onto her stomach as I press my nude body on her back, gently lick down her spine, and kiss each of her ass cheeks.

I gently spread her ass cheeks apart and run my tongue around her tiny pink asshole and then penetrate her ass with my tongue as I also insert my middle finger inside of her again.

“Oh shit…oh God…Adrianna” she cries out as she gets onto her knees and I bury my tongue deep inside of her asshole as I being to finger fuck her quickly with force.

With each thrust of my middle finger, she pants as I wiggle my tongue inside her ass, remove it, lick, and penetrate her ass again with my tongue over and again.

I can feel her body tremble as I please her with my finger and tongue as she now breathes, in short, inhales and exhales.

Quinn’s entire body becomes tense and then loosens completely as she screams out in pleasure.

I can feel her pussy tighten and loosen on my finger and her asshole do the same on my tongue.

I slowly remove my finger from inside her as well as my tongue as she gets off her knees and into a seated position on the couch.

She’s still breathing in and out heavily as she stares at me, smiles, and then laughs.

“You’re a freak!” she exclaims with laughter as I look at her and roll my eyes.

“If I’m a freak for doing that to you what does it make you for cumming?” I ask her.

“I don’t know but that felt fucking incredible,” she says to me as she now looks at me with pure lust and yearning in her eyes.

She moves as close as she can to me and then gently bites my neck, licks it, and pushes me onto my back.

She licks down my stomach, my crotch, across my clit, and begins to eat me out as I close my eyes and find myself become lost in pleasure.

“I love the way your tongue and mouth feel on my pussy!” I exclaim as she buries her face into me and then penetrates me with her finger as I moan and sigh at the same time.

I don’t know what it is about having sex with Quinn that makes my mind and body feel the way that it does but it’s a feeling I’ve never experienced with anyone else.

Her touch, her lips, the way she fingers me, and the way her tongue feels on my body feels as if she’s a missing piece to a puzzle that I found.

“Quinn, oh my God…don’t stop, I’m so close” I cry out knowing that I’m about to cum any second now.

As much as I’m trying not to think about how fast I’m about to cum I can’t help it.

I’ve never orgasmed as fast I have with Quinn and it’s about to happen again as I feel my clitoris in between her teeth as her fingers move in and out of me in a way that makes my brain feels as if it’s going to explode.

“Quinn!” I scream out as I enjoy the most explosive orgasm of my entire life.

My body feels like gelatin and I can’t think straight as Quinn moves up my body and lays on top of me.

“Kiss me,” I say to her as we press our lips together and enter each other’s mouths with our tongues as I run my hands up and down the cheeks of her ass.

We stop kissing, we gaze into each other’s eyes and I feel that I can become lost in her beautiful light gray eyes.

She kisses my lips gently, gets off me, and is now standing next to the couch as I place myself into a seated position.

I pull her to me, kiss her stomach and wrap my arms around her waist as I rest the side of her head on her stomach as she strokes the top of my hair.

“I’m going to shower,” she says to me as I let go of her and lay down on the couch as sexually satisfied as I have ever been.

After Quinn showers, I shower too and join her in my bed.

“Adrianna, can you just hold me?” she asks as I wrap my arms around her, kiss her shoulder and spoon her as we fall asleep to the sounds of the howling wind and the raindrops pounding against the house and windows.

I awake and look at the time on the clock as I realize the rain is falling as hard as it had been, and the wind seems to have died down a little.

I gently and quietly remove my arms from around her, slide myself out of bed and walk to her side of the bed.

As I watch her sleep, I’m filled with emotions I’ve never felt before and don’t quite understand what it is I’m feeling.

Her cell phone begins to ring as she slowly opens her eyes, looks at me, becomes startled, and answers the call.

“Hey, Trent,” she says as she gets out of bed and walks out of the bedroom as I get dressed, join her in the kitchen and look at her.

She looks happy but sad at the same time as I smile and say, “Good morning.”

“You scared the shit out of me, what were you doing?” she asks.

“Watching you sleep” I admit as she laughs and says, “Creepy” jokingly.

“So, what did your agent want?” I ask her.

“Some producer wants me for a movie remake,” she says to me.

“When do you audition?” I ask her.

“I don’t need to…the part is mine I just need to say yes or no” she explains to me.

“That’s amazing, congratulations!” I exclaim with happiness for her.

“Thanks, but I need to think about it,” she says to me as I look at her with confusion.

“What’s there to think about?” I ask.

“I’m not an actress and I don’t want to embarrass myself” she admits to me as she leaves the kitchen with me trailing behind her as I watch her get dressed.

“You’ve done sitcoms and cameos in movies before, and you’ve done well,” I say to her to boost her confidence.

“This is different, it’s a leading role,” she tells me.

“That’s a good thing…you told me your modeling career is almost over and maybe this leads to bigger and better things” I explain.

“I don’t want to be in the public eye anymore, Adrianna, I want to live a normal life, and doing a movie gets me further away,” she says to me.

“When did you need to give them an answer?” I inquire.

“A few days” she replies.

“You have some time to think then,” I say with a smile.

“I was thinking about something random, but I’d like you to answer honestly,” I say to her.

“Okay, what?” she replies in question.

“When you’re out on a shoot on location why is it that I’m the only one you text with all those beautiful pictures of sunsets, beaches, and mountain views?” I ask her.

“I wish you were there me…I take those pictures and send them to you because I wish you were there seeing the same thing with me at the same time” she admits.

“I love getting those pictures from you, they make me feel special,” I say to her.

“You are special,” she says as her eyes become glassy, and she again seems upset.

“Quinn, what is it with you, why have you been so emotional lately…it’s so unlike you,” I tell her.

“My periods coming,” she says to me as I roll my eyes.

“When you’re periods coming, you’re a total and complete bitch not emotional so what’s going on?” I respond.

“I can’t Adrianna, please I just can’t,” she says to me.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about and I don’t want to argue with you, but I can’t help or understand when you won’t talk to me.

We talk about everything so why are you so secretive now and not wanting to open up to me?” I ask becoming upset.

“I have my reasons” she instantly replies.

“Why were you crying last night?” I ask her.

“I was emotional is all” she responds.

“Over what?” I ask her as shakes her head and looks away from me.

“What the fuck Quinn!” I yell out with frustration.

“I thought I could, but I can’t, that’s all it is, Adriana,” she tells me.

“What can’t you tell me?!” I scream out with more frustration than before.

“I can’t damn it!” she shouts as I shake my head.

“Don’t be mad but I have checked into a hotel before I arrived on Friday.

The hurricane is dying down and it wasn’t nearly as bad as they predicted so I’m going to get out of here” she says to me.

“Why did you have a check into a hotel room when the plan was always to stay here with me?” I ask her dumbfounded.

“I needed to just in case” she replies.

“Just in case of what Quinn?!” I yell at the top of my lungs.

“I told you already, I can’t!” she says to me.

“Listen, I’m trying to keep my composure but you’re not helping.

We’ve been friends forever, we’ve shared this magical weekend and now you’re leaving to go back to a hotel room that you checked into before you arrived here, but you can’t tell me why.

I don’t want to argue with you but if it were me saying and doing the same things to you how would you feel?” I say to her becoming so upset I feel that I’m going to cry any second now.

“Quinn, damn it…please talk to me.

If I mean anything to you, our friendship means anything to you, this weekend means anything you talk to me” I plead with her.

“I’m sorry I can’t,” she says to me as she goes into my bedroom and begins to pack her luggage.

As I watch her back and go back and forth from the bedroom to the bathroom and place her clothes and personal items into her suitcase I’m flabbergasted.

“This is bullshit!” I scream out in pain as she looks at me with tears in her eyes but doesn’t reply.

“I understand that the hurricane wasn’t half as bad as they thought it would be, but it’s still a bad fucking storm and I don’t understand why you’re leaving like this!” I shout as I can no longer prevent myself from crying.

“I need to leave, Adrianna,” she says to me I find my blood begin to boil.

“You’re not fucking leaving!” I scream as I throw myself on top of her now closed luggage and cross my arms with defiance.

“Stop it, please” she pleads with me as she now too is crying.

“I’m not moving a God damn muscle until you start talking!” I yell out.

“If we’re friends you would understand and respect my decision!” she shouts.

“If we’re friends you wouldn’t try and run out on me like this!

We had sex, Adrianna, twice…you won’t talk to me and now I’m supposed to just let you walk out the door?!” I cry out.

“It wasn’t just sex for me Adrianna!” she cries out.

“Tell me then, damn it…what was it for you!” I scream as I get off the luggage and walk to her.

“I’m in love with you!” she cries out.

“What?!” I say loudly with shock in my voice.

“I’m in love with Adrianna and I have been for a very long time.

I was going to finally tell you this weekend, so I booked and checked into the hotel room before coming here in case you freaked out.

I can’t tell you how long I’ve imagined kissing you, lying next to you, and doing what we did this weekend” she says through her crying as I look at her with complete and utter shock.

“You’re in love with me…when…how long?” I ask her with my voice shaking.

“Since college” she cries out as she places her hand over her mouth.

“Why didn’t you ever say anything to me?” I ask with tears streaming from my eyes.

“Melissa is your best friend but you’re my best friend, Adrianna and I was afraid I would lose you forever, so I kept it inside” she confesses to me.

“When in college?” I ask her needing to know.

“By sophomore year I was completely crazy about you, but I didn’t dare to say a fucking word.

I thought something might happen between us, but it never did.

I was terrified of admitting to myself…to anyone that I’m a lesbian and especially to you,” she cries out so hard her entire body is shaking.

“Sophomore year was thirteen years ago!” I shout out to her as she nods her head and replies, “I know it’s fucking pathetic that it took me this fucking long to say anything to you, but I needed you in my life.

The thought of never seeing or talking to you ever again made me want to die so I figured it would be better to have you in my life and hide my feelings than to confess to you” she tells me.

“You’ve been lying to me for our entire friendship!” I exclaim through sobs.

“No, I’ve never lied to you I just hid the truth” she replies.

“You should have told me!” I scream.

“Better late than never” she responds.

“Better late than never?!

I had to force you to tell me…you would have left without telling me!

How long were you going to hide this from me?!” I exclaim through my crying.

“I don’t know, Adrianna…I don’t” she replies.

“Oh my God!

How am I supposed to feel about this?!” I cry out.

“I can’t tell you that” she admits to me.

“You’ve been in love with me since we were nineteen and we’ve had hundreds if not over a thousand conversations between then and now and I don’t know how to feel about this, Quinn!” I admit to her.

“Up until this weekend, I thought I knew that you were not into girls at all.

I thought I was in love with a straight girl this entire time so how the fuck was I supposed to admit how I felt about you?!

I kept thinking that it would just go away and I would somehow not feel the same way about you over time, but it never went away.

I’ve been a lesbian trying to live like a straight woman who’s been in love with who thought was a straight this entire time!

I’m sorry I never told before” she says through sobs.

“Quinn this a too much for me to process right now!

I had no idea I could ever be with a woman and although it’s something I thought could happen between us that was so long ago.

Now here we are after having sex, which I’m still trying to come to terms with, and now I found out that you’ve always been in love with me!

I need to process this shit, Quinn!” I tell her as I cry uncontrollably.

“I know you do.

I don’t expect you to feel the same way about me, I don’t know if you ever will or can but at least you know now and at least I don’t need to hide it anymore.

It’s been like living in hell all this time and I feel like a mountain has been lifted off me,” she says to me.

“if I don’t feel the same way about you what does that mean for us?” I ask her with seriousness.

“I guess it means goodbye because I can’t live like this anymore…I can’t.

I can’t continue to just be your friend and be so in love with you that I can’t love anyone else, especially after this weekend” she confesses to me.

“Quinn, I’m so fucking confused right now!” I admit to her.

“I need to go,” she tells me as I look at her and scream out through sobs, “Yeah, you need to go.”

I exit the bedroom and go into my home office as I try to process everything that’s happened during our get-together as I stare out the window and watch the drizzle fall from the sky as the minute's pass.

“My Uber is here,” Quinn says to me as I look at her and immediately begin to cry again.

“You know I love you right?” I say to her as she nods her head and smiles as I watch her waterworks begin.

“Yeah, I love you too, but I understand if it’s not the same love I have for you and if this is it for us,” she says to me.

As I go to walk to her, she takes a step back and shakes her head.

“Quinn, I just need some time to process and think about all of this.

You’re still going to Denise’s bachelorette party, right?” I say to her.

“That’s the plan,” she says to me.

“Can I please have a hug?” I ask her as tears continue to stream from my eyes.

“Of course,” she says as we walk to one another and embrace tightly.

“Why didn’t you tell me sooner, Quinn?” I ask through sobs.

“I just couldn’t but see you in Denver, okay?” she says to me as we stop embracing, I nod my head and reply, “Yeah.”

She walks out of my home office as I hear the wheels of her luggage on the floor, my front door open, and then close.

“Fuck!” I scream out to myself in my now empty house at the top of my lungs.

I’m a complete mess working on becoming a disaster as I replay the events of our weekend get-together over and again in my mind.

The only thing I’m certain of is that I’m extremely confused about who I am and how I feel about Quinn as I feel torn.

Something I thought would happen long ago finally happened and as if that isn’t enough to try and process one of my closest friends confessed that she’s be in love with me for practically our entire friendship.

If I realize that I can’t or don’t want to be with her it means saying goodbye forever and I don’t know if I can live without her…she’s one of the most important people in my life.

On the other side of the fence is I can’t force myself to be in a relationship with her if I don’t feel the same way about her.

If I do decide I’m going to be in a relationship with her how would that even work when I live in Florida and she lives in New York?

How would my family feel about me being in a relationship with Quinn?!

I need advice in the worst way but how do I just call Melissa and tell her what happened?

The only thing I do know is that I don’t anything!

As the hours turn to days and the days to a week, I feel as if I’m just going through the motions on autopilot.

I thought by taking time to think my confusion would not be as strong, yet it’s become stronger, and the fact that I feel anger toward Quinn is making things harder for me.

How could she feel the way she’s always felt about me and not a single word…not even hint about her feelings?

Were all the great times we had together, all the conversations we’ve ever had happen solely because she’s been in love with me the entire time?

Trying to talk to her would do me no good but I need to talk to someone!

Fuck it…the only person who I know I can talk to about this honestly is Melissa.

With a few days left before flying to Denver, I text Melissa with a message, “Can you video conference?”

“Give me an hour and hit me up” she replies as I make myself a few gin and tonics as I watch the time pass by as my mind is becoming more jumbled by the second.

I make myself another drink and head into my home office as I connect with Melissa via Zoom.

“What up my bitch?” Melissa says to me as I stare at her through my screen.

“You like a mess right now,” she says to me as I inhale deeply, exhale slowly and shrug my shoulders.

“Okay, put it on me,” she says as I look at her and roll my eyes.

“The only time you ever video chat is when it’s something major and we’re video chatting so let’s go!” she exclaims.

“Okay…I don’t know what you’re going to think about this, but I need to get it off my chest and you’re the only person I could ever say this to,” I tell her as I watch her move closer to the screen.

“You know that Quinn and I had a get-together this weekend,” I say to her.

“Spit it out Anna,” she says to me with baited breathe.

“I had sex with Quinn…Quinn and I had sex…twice” I confess to her as I watch a smile slowly appear on her face and she then exclaims, “Greg bring me a drink asap!”

I didn’t know how she was going to react, but she seems downright giddy!

“I fucking win…I win!” she tells me as she moves herself side to side with happiness.

“You win what?” I ask with confusion.

“I knew it…I knew this was going to happen eventually and it did so I fucking win!” she answers.

“You knew what was going to happen?” I ask her with my heart racing.

“I knew that you and Quinn were going to become a thing at some point so Denise, Holly, and I have had a running bet since college that it was going to happen.

I said yes, they both said no, and I win” she sings out.

“You’ve always thought that I was going to have sex with Quinn?!” I exclaim as she smiles and nods her head.

“You’ve been girl crushing on her since freshman year of college and I didn’t think it would take over a decade of foreplay but hey, I know what know,” she says to me.

“There’s a huge difference between having a girl crush on her and performing oral on her,” I respond as she rolls her eyes and replies, “No way…never knew that.”

“Seriously, what made you think you knew this was going to happen?” I ask her with seriousness.

“Please, Anna…everyone in college thought you two were an item…fucking inseparable and always doing dumb shit together.

We’ve been best friends since Elementary school, but we’ve never held hands while walking, interact the way you and Quinn do, and we especially don’t wrap our arms around each other’s waists from behind in a loving manner” she explains to me in a childlike like loving tone.

“We’ve always done those things, that’s what we do,” I say to her.

“Yeah, I know, and you know that that behavior between “friends” is not the norm,” she tells me.

“Those three little things made you think that Quinn and I were going to get it on?” I ask her.

“There’s more bitch, way more…I have a list,” she says to me.

“You have fucking a list of what?” I ask with shock.

“Reasons why Quinn and Anna are going to be a couple” she responds as I hear a printer in the background.

“Here’s your drink love,” Greg says as his face appears on the screen.

“You look like shit,” he says to me as I roll my eyes and reply, “Thank you.”

“Baby, get that off the printer for me,” she says to him as he disappears from the screen.

“You still on this shit?” I hear him ask off-camera as she turns her head, laughs, and replies, “I win, you lose so get prepared.”

“Get the fuck out of here, they didn’t,” he says to her as she laughs and says, “Thank you for your assistance but out now.”

“You told Greg about this?” I ask with shock as she again laughs and replies, “I have a bet with him too.”

“What’s the bet with Greg?” I question Melissa.

“I get to bang him with a strap on” she laughs as stick my tongue out and reply, “TMI,” and shake my head.

“Okay, you already know three of my reasons, so I won’t repeat them but just listen to the rest,” she says as she sips her drink and smiles at me.

“Quinn and Anna are always fondling each other. I’ve never grabbed any woman’s ass or tits, but they do it all the time.

Neither Quinn nor Anna have been in serious relationships and always have an excuse as to why whoever they are dating at the time isn’t “the one.”

Whenever we’ve all gone out as a group no matter what guy approaches Anna, Quinn will not take her eyes off the two of them.

When we all go out to dinner, Anna, and Quinn share whatever they’re eating by feeding each other.

When Anna notices a guy checking out Quinn in public, Anna presses up against her and has done such things as take hold of her hand, wrap her arms around her lovingly as to infer that they’re a couple, and has often placed her hand in the back pocket of Quinn’s jeans thus marking her territory.

When Quinn and Anna are drunk around one another they become more handsy than usual and sexually look at each other.

Anna and Quinn always compliment each other’s looks and play with each other’s hair…” Anna reads as I slam my hands onto my desk and yell out, “Okay, geez.”

“I have a lot more,” she says as I roll my eyes and ask, “Why haven’t you ever said anything about any of this ever?”

“Fuck you…I always have, and you always say that’s just what Quinn and I do.

That’s the same shit you say to Denise and Holly and what Quinn says to all of us” she immediately tells me.

“Melissa, Quinn told me she’s in love with me and has been since college” I divulge.

“Awesome, when’s the wedding,” she says to me as I open my mouth wide.

“We’re not getting married…we’re not even talking right now… I may have freaked out a little…a lot of bit” I tell her.

“You didn’t say it back?”! she exclaims.

“No, I was fucking stunned.

I felt and feel that our entire friendship has been a lie and I don’t know how I feel about her,” I admit.

“That’s fucked up because you’ve been lying to yourself the entire time.

At least she had the guts to finally say something, unlike some people I know” Melissa tells me.

“That’s not fair” I reply.

“Tell me everything that happened and if I’m wrong, I’ll admit that I am,” she tells me.

I take a sip of my drink and tell Melissa every single thing that happened throughout the get-together as she looks at me as if she’s listening to the most amazing story of all time.

“What do you think?” I ask her.

“You’re fucked up,” she says to me as I throw my hands in the air.

“Quinn was crying her eyes out and instead of getting down to the reason why you came onto her and have sex with her instead,” she says to me.

“I was trying to comfort her” I reply as she rolls her eyes and responds, “Comfort her by having sex with her wasn’t about her it was about what you wanted at that moment

Her feelings were the last thing you were thinking about.”

“Okay fine, you’re right I’m wrong but I don’t know how I feel about all of this” I admit to her.

“You liked having sex with her enough to make it happen again, you’ve always loved her as we all do as a friend but come on, Anna.

The way you’ve always loved her has always been a different kind of love the rest of us have for her” she says to me.

“Quinn or not I had sex with a woman.

Before this weekend I never thought I could or would” I tell her.

“She never had sex with a woman either, both of us know if she wanted that to happen it would have happened a long time ago and her excuses about not doing it are complete bullshit.

You know the girl-on-girl thing is not for me but I’m sure she would have no fucking issues in that department.

You told me yourself that you wanted and thought something was going to happen back in college that never did,” she tells me.

“Doesn’t that make me gay or bisexual or what?” I ask.

“Who gives a fuck about labels!

You may be only gay for her…a Quinn sexual” she tells me.

“No, that’s the furthest thing from possible.

The only girl I’ve ever thought about having sex with has always been Quinn and I wouldn’t have sex with any other woman besides her” I say.

“You’ve never been able to have a serious relationship and the only woman you’ve ever wanted to be with sexually has always been her.

I wonder why?” she says to me sarcastically.

“I don’t know why which is why I’m talking to you right now!” I say with frustration.

“Anna…somewhere in that pretty little blonde head of yours you’ve subconsciously had always loved her,” she says to me.

“I do love her…she knows it, everyone knows that I love her” I respond as a matter of fact.

“Yeah, but you love her the same way Greg and I love each other” she replies seriously.

“I don’t know that,” I say to her as she shakes her head.

“Yeah, you do but you won’t admit that you do to anyone most important yourself,” she tells me.

“if I realize that I am in love with her and want to be with her it opens a whole fucking can of worms” I explain.

“Don’t worry about Fran” she says to me.

“What do know about my mom that I don’t?” I ask.

“I see her more than you do, we had brunch yesterday and she’s cool with you and Quinn” she replies.

“How the fuck would my mom be cool about Quinn and me?” I ask with wonder.

“Talking to your mom was the reason I had the idea to make the bet in the first place.

She came to me for advice a long time ago and she saw that they was something more between the two of you since college, Anna.

Long story short she’s had a very long time to process the two of you becoming a couple and she’s honestly surprised it hasn’t happened yet…we talked about it yesterday at brunch” Melissa explains to me.

“Why did Denise and Holly wager the other way?” I ask.

“They both thought and still do that neither you nor Quinn would ever admit it to each other…they’ve always seen it too,” she tells me.

“Everyone’s seen it but me,” I say with realization as she smiles.

“Admit to yourself and then you can admit it to her,” she says to me as I stare at her in silence.

I love you” she says to me.

“I love you too and thank you” as I say I blow her a kiss through the screen and we end the Zoom.

How could it be possible that I’ve felt the same way about Quinn without ever realizing it all this time?!

I can’t disagree with anything that Melissa had on her list about the two of us and even my mom has thought that there was something more between us the entire time!

Maybe…just maybe if I try and see things from Quinn’s point of view, I won’t be so angry toward her and maybe I’ll see things more clearly.

If I’m Quinn is means I’m a ridiculously hot girl turned stupidly hot model woman who’s always felt that I was gay but was having issues coming to terms with it.

I meet someone fine as hell, we become the best of friends, start spending a ton of time together and then I develop not only sexual feelings but fall in love.

However, the girl I’m in love with has never given a single indication that she would ever be with me as she’s always only dated and had sex with boys and then men.

As time passes, we don’t see each other all that much, and since I believe I have feelings for a straight girl who has become my best friend I keep my feelings to myself and hope that my feelings will go away, but they don’t.

My feelings don’t go away because even though I don’t see her all that much, when I do see her I she gives me indications that something could be possible as she fondles me, holds my hand, feeds me, touches me lovingly, etc.

My relationships never work out because I’m a gay woman who’s been trying to live as a straight woman because I feel the only woman for me is the one woman I can’t have.

We’re so close that she tells me all about the guys she dates, hooks up with, and tells me every detail of her sex life which hurts because I want her to be with me.

I finally can’t take it anymore and plan on confessing my feelings to her but before I can I not only fool around with her but have sex with her, twice, yet I’m afraid of what it all means.

I finally confess my feelings during an argument, she freaks out and now we’re not talking and won’t see each other until we arrive in Denver for our mutual friend’s wedding festivities.

Regardless, after confessing my feelings after being intimate with her, I realize I can no longer just be friends as it’s now time for us to move forward or move apart.

The more I think about it the more terrible I feel that I reacted the way that I did...I could have reacted differently, told her I understood but I was only thinking about myself.

Even my friend Brad’s husband Paul, who doesn’t know me all too well and had only met Quinn during the spur-of-the-moment party one time took one look at us and thought we were more than just friends.

Can my failed love life be as simple as that I’ve always been subconsciously in love with her the entire time as well?

If I’m being honest with myself, I do get jealous when men look at her and there must be a reason why!

The sex was amazing, and I’ve never experienced the feelings and emotions I did with Quinn with anyone else and I initiated it the second time.

I was watching her sleep…who does that and why did I feel the need to do that?!

She is and always has been my other half…we’re so similar that most people wouldn’t be able to have the relationship that we do but we’ve always had such a great relationship.

Absent of my family my happiest memories and most fun times have been with Quinn and I love when she send me those pictures of sunsets, beaches, and more that have always made me feel special.

All my friends from work know how much she means to me…I mean I have a picture of us on my desk. How many women have a picture of their best friend on their desk?

I love being around her, seeing her smile, and hearing her laughter. I love the person she is, and I love how I can be myself around her always.

I loved the feeling of her lips on mine, her body pressed against mine, how she made me feel, and hearing her moans of pleasure, and the sounds she made when she orgasmed.

The more I think about Quinn and try to think about the things I don’t love about her I’m drawing a blank

If I love everything about her and never felt this way about anyone other than Quinn what does it mean?

Above all else I know that I don’t know how my life would ever work without her in it…she’s a part of me, part of who I am.

As I land in Denver, I’m excited to see Melissa, Holly, Denise, and especially Quinn.

It’s hurt so much not to talk to her or even text with her and I hope that we can sit down and talk about things openly and honestly.

I need to apologize for freaking out the way that I did and let her know how much she means to me.

I check into my hotel and as I’m wheeling my luggage toward the elevator, I hear Melissa scream, “At the bar bitch!” as I whip my head around to see Melissa and Greg sitting at the hotel bar.

“Let me put my luggage in my room and I’ll be right down!” I exclaim with happiness as I do as I told them and join them at the bar.

“We’re all getting white girl wasted tonight!” she screams out as we hug tightly, and Greg shakes his head.

Not even twenty minutes later Holly walks into the bar with her husband, Michael as we all screech like kids in a playground as Michael looks at Greg and shakes his head.

“Why is it when you all get together you all revert to teenage party chicks?” Michael asks out loud as Melissa screams out, “That’s who we are!” as we all shout out loudly and drink a shot of liquor.

“The bride-to-be is here!” Denise screams out as she walks into the hotel bar wearing a tiara that reads, “CELEBRATE ME BITCHES!” a short white dress with a sash that reads, “HE BENT THE KNEE!” as we all jump up and down and squeal.

“Where is Quinn?!” Holly asks out loud as Denise sings out over and again, “Meeting us at the club.”

We leave the hotel bar, get ready and leave the husbands to their own devices at the hotel and get into the limo that drives us to a club in downtown Denver.

Holly rented a private VIP Party until closing at the back of the club where all of Denise’s friends from Colorado are already partying and acting crazy.

I can’t help but laugh at the huge banner that reads, “SAME PENIS FOREVER” in giant black block letters hanging over Denise’s table.

Not even an hour in and Denise seems to be on a mission to be in the rarest form she’s ever been in.

“When my friend Quinn gets here do not ask for pictures or autographs!” she screams out over the music as a few moans and groans can be heard.

It’s a complete shit show as my girls and I seem to have reverted to our college days as we dance and drink as I can’t help but look out for Quinn.

A little under two hours later Quinn arrives and looks fucking amazing in her tight black dress that shows off every inch of every curve.

Quinn runs over to Denise as they embrace and talk about something that I can’t hear over the music.

I watch as Quinn says hello and hugs both Holly and Melissa as Holly then drags Quinn around the room and introduces her to her hometown friends.

As I hold my drink I stare over at Quinn as she finally makes eye contact with me and quickly looks away from me.

As I attempt to get close to Quinn, she seems to be doing her best to keep her distance from me and it’s making me upset as we all begin to alternate between the VIP room and the dance floor in the club.

I’m trying to have a good time but as I continue to consume drink after drink and Quinn continues to keep her distance from me, I’m becoming more upset by the minute…she hasn’t even said hello to me!

I watch as she exits the club and I decide to follow her out.

I’m in shock as I watch her light a cigarette, inhale deeply and exhale the smoke slowly.

She quit smoking years ago and only smokes now when she’s extremely upset.

I walk over to her, snatch the cigarette from her fingers, toss it to the ground, and put it out.

“What the fuck, Adrianna!” she screams at me.

“Hi Quinn, it’s so great to you!

Why are you avoiding me?!” I yell at her.

“I spill my fucking guts to you…I tell you exactly how and what I feel toward you and not even one call, not even one fucking text message from you!” she screams at me as she crosses her arms and looks at me with daggers in her eyes.

“I thought we weren’t talking” I admit to her.

“Great, let’s keep it that way.

This is Denise’s night so let’s do our best to be cordial but stay away from me” she says to me with a sneer as she walks back into the club leaving me dumbfounded.

“Lover’s quarrel?” I hear a once familiar-sounding voice ask as I turn my head in the direction of the voice.

“Oh my God…Theresa!” I yell out as we embrace.

“Adrianna!” she exclaims with happiness.

“I haven’t seen you since…since…” I say as I try to remember the last time, I saw her as she laughs and replies, “Graduation.

Denise and I reconnected online so here I am” she says with a warm smile as we chat and catch up for a little while.

“You two fight a lot?” she asks me as I shake my head and reply, “No…never really.”

“It’s crazy that you two are still together after all this time,” Theresa says to me.

“Together?” I inquire.

“Yeah, you and Quinn have been together since like Junior year or something,” she says to me as I look at her in stunned silence.

I then make a fake laugh and say, “I should head back inside, and you should see Denise” as we both enter the club.

My mind is doing backflips as I haven’t seen Theresa in over a decade, yet she always thought that Quinn and I were an item way back then.

Quinn is so mad at me, wants nothing to do with me and I don’t want to cause a scene and ruin Denise’s party, so I keep my distance from Quinn as I sip on the same drink for a long while.

“I need a picture with my college whores!” Denise yells out as we all gather around her with Quinn and me on opposites sides of her.

Denise looks turns her head, looks at me, and then at Quinn.

“Normal spots!” she screams out as I watch Quinn roll her eyes and walk over to me.

Normal spots…whenever we take a group photograph Quinn, and I are always next to each other.

We all pose for a few pictures and go about doing our things at the party until Denise takes a hold of my hand and makes me sit down at her table and says, “Do not move!”

I watch as Denise walks away and returns a few minutes later dragging Quinn over to me as Denise makes her sit down at the table next to me.

Denise pours six shots and places two in front of me, two in front of Quinn, and two in front of herself.

“Cheers!” she yells out as Quinn and I look at each other, look at Denise and drink both shots back-to-back.

“I don’t know what the hell is going between the two of you right now but whatever it is fix it because you’re both ruining my night.

I want to see my two bitches be their normal selves around one another and have the time of their lives tonight.

I don’t care what it is that has you both acting the way that you are, and I don’t give a shit right now…this is my night so get drunk, grope each other, and dance your pretty asses off or I will physically harm you both.

I don’t care if you’re made at each other, pretend not to be, and at least pretend to be having fun.

We’re going to drink two more shots each and after we’re done the two of you will magically be normal again…am I clear?” she says to us both.

“Crystal clear Denise” I reply as I look at Quinn and she rolls her eyes.

We drink two more shots each as Denise smiles and leaves me and Quinn at the table together.

I lean over to Quinn and say into her ear, “I’m sorry I didn’t reach out to you, I was wrong and I’m sorry for reacting the way that I did.

We need to talk but not here and not know so can we please try and have a good time together.

At least for Denise.”

“For Denise,” she says into my ear as she takes hold of my hand, we rise from our seats and walk to the bar inside the VIP room.

“Quinn gets us two more shots and two beers” as we drink the shots, pound the beers, and go out to the dance floor.

As we dance as we always have, I realize for the first time the number of people fixed on us as we dance.

I know it’s not that we’re dancing together, it’s how we’re dancing together. We’re practically having sex on the dance floor!

I notice Denise looking at us as I make eye contact with her and watch as a huge smile appears on her face.

As Quinn and I continue to dance we gaze into each other’s eyes as we press our bodies against each other, and our faces are so close our lips are almost touching.

At this moment I want to kiss her so bad it’s taking every ounce of strength I have not to.

Quinn and I seem to be in our normal groove as we dance, drink, drink some more, dance some more, laugh, and mingle with Denise’s friends as we go back and forth between the dance floor and VIP room.

At the end of the night, Quinn, Denise, Holly, Melissa, and I get into the limousine and begin our ride back to the hotel.

“I love Steven so much…he’s the only guy I never faked an orgasm with, and he’s never judged me about my past.

I love his body, his cock and we’re getting married …and then I’ll become pregnant and then fat and then I won’t be able to lose the weight.

Then I’ll be all fat, gross, have a double chin and then he won’t sex with me anymore and then he’ll want a divorce so why am I getting married?!” Denise exclaims as she alternates between happiness and sadness, laughing and crying.

Holly does her best to get Denise’s emotions in check as we finally arrive at the hotel and drag Denise through the lobby, into the elevator, and enter her hotel room.

“Why does he want to marry me?!” Denise cries out as Holly walks her to the bed.

“Steven wants to marry you because he loves your drunken ass” Holly replies with laughter as I look at Quinn.

“Denise, I love you to death, but I need some alone time with Michael,” she says with hope.

“You can get laid whenever you want” Denise replies as if she’s about to have a temper tantrum.

“I have two kids that state otherwise” responds as Quinn says, “Do your thing, I have her.”

“I’ll be back later to check in on you,” Holly says as she quickly runs out of Denise’s room.

“Anna, I love you, but I want Quinn to myself,” she says to me as I roll my eyes, shrug my shoulders and reply, “It’s your night so see you later” as I too exit her room.

I slowly walk to my hotel room, enter, turn on the light and kick my shoes off.

I know I had a little too much to drink but I’m not completely wasted, and I honestly would prefer to be speaking to Quinn than alone in my hotel room at this moment even though I don’t know exactly what I’m going to say to her.

I go into the hotel mini-fridge and make myself a drink with one of the tiny liquor bottles as I then sigh and feel as alone as I ever have.

I hear a knock on my door as I feel my pulse begin to quicken and my heart race as I excitedly begin to open the door and say, “Quinn” only to see Holly standing outside with an annoyed look on her face.

“She’s still babysitting Denise but I’m going to relieve her in a little while but hope Denise is passed out by then,” she says to me.

“I thought your legs would be behind your head by now,” I say to her through laughter as she sighs and says, “Michael isn’t back from Steven’s bachelor party yet and he’s so wasted he’ll be useless when he gets back” as she enters my room and closes the door behind her.

“Morning sex is great,” I say to her with a wink as she laughs and replies, “Very true” as I make her a drink from the mini-fridge.

“That was super fun and I wish we all could get together more often,” she says to me as I sip my drink and nod my head.

“Holly, may I ask you something?” I ask her.

“Of course, what’s on your mind?” she replies in question.

“How did you know that Michael was the person you were meant to spend the rest of your life with?” I ask her as she looks at me oddly.

“That’s a loaded question but is there a reason you’d like to know?” she asks.

“You know I’ve never been able to have a serious relationship or been in love.

I kind of feel that I may never meet that person, but I need to know what it should be like for me if I were to one day meet that person” I explain to her as coyly as I can.

“It’s probably different for everyone but for me, I kind of knew right away.

When we first started dating, he was unlike any guy I had ever dated and we both felt so comfortable around each other from the start it blew my mind.

When I wasn’t with him, I wanted to be, I thought about him all the time and when we had sex for the first time the emotions that I felt I had never experienced before…it was different…it was special.

I could talk to him about anything that made me excited, sad, or depressed at any time and he would just be there for me.

We could talk for hours in person or on the phone without really talking about anything if that makes sense” she says to me as she then sips her drink and stands in silence for a moment.

“The best I can describe it I think he makes me feel special… being with him is like being with my best friend that I love so much but also… love to get and down and dirty with and can’t live without,” she says with a wink boisterous laugh as I too laugh.

“Hey, is everything okay with you and Quinn?” she asks.

“Why?” I respond in question.

“The two of you seem off” she replies quickly.

“I don’t why, we’re the same as usual,” I say flashing a quick smile.

“You sure?” she asks as I nod my head and reply, “Positive.”

“Thanks for the drink but I think I should rescue Quinn from Denise if she hasn’t passed out by now,” she says to me as I smile.

“Breakfast in the morning so leave the door in between our rooms unlocked so I can wake you from your zombie-like sleep,” she says to me as she unlocks the door between our room and exits my hotel room, leaving me alone with my drink and my thoughts.

I just feel that I need to talk to Quinn, but I still have no idea what I’m going to say to her or how I truly feel about her.

I take a long hot shower, have another drink, and try to sleep but it’s of no use, I can’t fall asleep for the life of me.

I keep thinking that Quinn is going to knock on my door any minute now as I continue to watch the minutes pass.

I stare at the time on the clock that read 4 AM on the dot as I get out of bed and begin to slowly pace.

Fuck this shit…I’m going to her room and I’m going to pound on her door until she lets me in so we can talk!

I open my hotel room door with my keycard in hand and as I step into the hallway and begin to make the short walk to Quinn’s hotel room she walks out of her room.

We walk toward one another and stop walking within inches of each other as we lock eyes.

“I couldn’t sleep so I was going to see if you were awake,” I say to her.

“Same here,” she says to me as I smile.

“Can please just sit down and talk about things?” I ask her as she slowly nods her head.

“I have mini liquor bottles in my small hotel fridge so we can maybe have a drink in my room,” I say to her as she again slowly nods her head.

We enter my hotel room as Quinn takes a seat on my bed in her usual sleep attire of pajama shorts and a long tee shirt as I stand on the side of the bed close to her.

“What can I get you?” I ask her as she shakes her head.

“Thank you but I’m fine,” she says to me.

“I know I said this to you at the club but I’m sorry that I didn’t reach out to you.

I can make excuses why I didn’t, but the truth is that I was just thinking about myself, but I’ve been doing a lot of thinking.

I can’t begin to tell you shitty I feel that I freaked out the way I did and wish that I hadn’t, but I did so I’m sorry for that too” I tell her.

“It’s fine Adrianna,” she says to me as I shake my head and respond, “No it’s not, it’s the furthest thing from fine but this is one of the things I love about you…your kind heart.

The last couple of weeks have been really hard for me…I’m not used to not talking to you or texting with you and even though it was a small taste of what it would be like not to have you in my life I don’t want to experience that again” I say to her as I try not to cry.

“Listen, it was a horrible thing for me to tell you that I just can’t be friends with you anymore…it’s not fair of me to expect you to feel the same way about me when you don’t even for as much as I want you to, and I hope we can somehow get passed this” she replies.

When I don’t?!

How the fuck does she know how I feel?!

What is she suddenly some sort of fucking mind reader?!

I’ve gone from upset and almost crying to angry in the snap of a finger.

“I’ve done a ton of thinking about our relationship and I know why you never told me how you felt about me because if the roles were reversed, I wouldn’t have either.

I know I forced it out of you, but it took guts to finally admit what you’ve felt this entire time.

The truth is I’ve been too fucking blind and stupid to see it myself and I know I given you hope over the years just by the way we interact when we’re together but there’s a reason why I’ve always interacted with you the way that way I always have.

I also know the reason why I’ve never been in a serious relationship with anyone.

Melissa and I have always referred to each other as best friends but honestly, the two of us are more like sisters, family than best friends because you’re my best friend, you’re my other half and I’m not complete without you and I also know the reason why.

You sitting here and telling me that you know that I don’t feel the same way about you honestly stings” I say to her with seriousness.

“Fine how do you feel about me then?” she asks me with her voice shaking.

“I know that my life can’t and won’t ever be the same without you in it

The thought of losing you forever makes me feel dead inside…like I don’t and can’t live without you…” I say as Quinn cuts me off and says, “I already told you that I hope we can get past this.”

“Quinn, let me finish trying to say what I’m trying to say!

Everything that I’ve read, everyone that I’ve talked to about my feelings and everything that I’ve shared and experienced in my life with you makes me think and feel that I’m in love with you too” I say to never being more serious or believing my words greater than I do at this moment.

“Adrianna, please don’t tell me this because you know it’s what I want to hear.

Don’t try to force yourself to think you’re in love with me when you’re not” she says to me as I watch tears develop and then begin to leave her eyes.

“Quinn, I’m not telling you this because I know that what’s you want to hear, it’s how I feel.

I don’t know how a relationship with you would work with me in Miami, you traveling and kind of living in New York, but I know I want to try, and I want to try because I need to know if what I feel for you is love.

Not the way I love you as my friend, my best friends but as the person, I want to spend the rest of my life with, love as in my true love” I say to her as I watch her begin to sob.

I sit next to her on the bed and embrace her as I too begin to cry and then sob along with her.

As we stop embracing and slowly pull away from her, I gaze into her amazing beautiful gray eyes.

I gently stroke her hair as she does the same to me and we slowly move our faces toward each other’s miss and kiss.

I love the feeling of her soft lips pressed against my own and love the way my body feels when our tongues explore each other’s mouths.

Kissing her and feeling her soft skin on my fingers makes me feel vulnerable and sexually excited at the same time.

As we continue to kiss, we both slowly go from our seated positions to laying on our backs as I feel I could spend the rest of my life just kissing her.

We kiss passionately with our tongues as we slowly, erotically, and lovingly caress, are no longer crying and seductively undress one another.

Quinn stops kissing me and looks at me with an expression on her face and a look in her eyes I’ve never seen before.

As I stare at her beautiful face and the look, she has on her face I have no idea what’s going on in her head.

Quinn kisses my lips hard and sucks on my bottom lip as I feel my body tingle with excitement of the unknown.

She’s like a wild animal that’s been held in captivity and finally released back into the wild as she grabs my body tightly, gently bites my nipples, and then sucks on my nipple with force.

It feels so good that my eyes are rolling into the back of my head as she places her hand in between my legs and begins to touch my nether region with strength and purpose as I moan out loudly, “Oh shit Quinn…fuck!”

She bites, sucks, and licks down my stomach as I feel the warmth of her breath on my dripping wet pussy followed by the feeling of her tongue licking me forcefully.

“Oh, God!” I cry out as she eats my pussy as I’ve never had my pussy eaten before!

I feel like I’m having an out-of-body experience as she penetrates me with her finger and begins to lick and rim my asshole as she forcefully plays with my clitoris at the same time.

“Quinn!” I cry out loudly over and again as I feel I’m no longer in control of how my body is reacting to the way she’s making me feel.

“Sit on my fucking face!” I scream out as we get into a sixty-nine position with Quinn on top.

She continues to finger fuck me and rub my clit at the same time as I pull her pussy down to my mouth and begin to lick every square inch of her.

I love the way she tastes, and I love the sounds she’s making as I attempt to impossibly suck her pussy dry as she becomes wetter with every stroke of my tongue.

I feel like our bodies are melting together and becoming one as we please each other with our tongues, hands, and fingers.

“Adrianna!” she says over and again in a rapid chant that makes not only makes me more and more aroused but makes me want to make and hear her cum.

As I continue to consume her pleasure zone she sits upright on my face and begins to powerfully finger fuck me as she rubs my clit with her thumb at the same time.

This is the greatest, most erotic, and sexually satisfying moment of my entire fucking life, and my body trembles as Quinn moves back and forth on my face.

With my face drenched in her fluids, I suck on her clit and begin to finger fuck her in the same powerful manner as she is.

“Baby…I’m going to cum…make me fucking cum!” she begs of me as I do my best to make her exploded with pleasure.

Quinn with force and with a good portion of her weight moves across my face with purpose becomes dead silent, and then cums loudly and violently as I feel her pussy pulsate on my finger.

She slowly begins to remove herself from my face as I hold my finger inside of her and watch it leave her as she is now no longer sitting on my face.

She places herself on top of me as love the taste myself combined with her taste in my mouth.

She gets off me and yells out, “Roll the fuck over” as I giggle and roll myself onto my stomach as she immediately presses her body against my back.

She gradually licks, sucks, and bites down the middle of my back as she again penetrates me, with her finger as I feel her tongue alternate between my clit and asshole.

I’ve never been one for backdoor play, but I can’t help how much I love the feeling of her tongue rimming my tight asshole.

“Eat my ass!” I cry out as she begins to suck my ass and then penetrates my ass with her soft, wet tongue.

“Oh, God!” I scream out loud as the feeling of her tongue inside my ass is a feeling, I’ve never experienced but feels incredible.

With Quinn forcefully finger fucking me as she tongue fucks my ass I exclaim, “Yes, baby, I love your tongue in my ass!”

I’ve never been one to touch myself but as Quinn makes me feel as incredibly amazing as I’ve ever felt I find myself rubbing my clit at the same time.

“Fuck!” I now chant out at the top of my lungs as I feel like a volcano that lay dormant, that’s about to erupt after centuries as I grit my teeth and attempt to lock my jaw with no use as I have the greatest, most amazing, and unbelievable orgasm I’ve of life.

I feel her tongue leave my ass as her finger exits my throbbing drenched pussy as she throws herself next to me as we kiss passionately.

We stop kissing as I nuzzle my head into her neck, place my hand on her stomach as I giggle uncontrollably in a combination of satisfaction and embarrassment.

I’ve never felt so completely sexually satisfied and as close to anyone as I do at this moment with Quinn.

I run my foot over her leg up and down slowly as I can’t stop myself from smiling.

I’ve never felt so close to anyone as I do with Quinn at this moment as I nuzzle my head into her neck, drape my arm over her and try to fall asleep.

I can’t fall asleep for the life of me as I get out of bed quietly, so I don’t wake Quinn for her sleep.

I stare out the window and up to the night sky as I try to make sense of what I’m feeling as I replay the conversation I had with Holly in my head.

Quinn has always made me feel special, she’s not like my best friend, she is my best friend.

I was being honest when I told her that the weeks we spent not talking and texting was something I never wanted to experience again.

Having sex with her is amazing so much so I know I love getting and down and dirty with her but it’s more than sex.

It’s the fact that she knows everything about me, I know everything about her, and that we can say things to each other by just looking at one another without saying a single word.

I slowly walk to Quinn’s side of the bed as I watch her sleep and thoughts continue to flood my mind.

I want to kiss her when I want to, I want to sleep next to her every night and I want to experience life with her by my side as I suddenly experience a moment of clarity as if I’m having an epiphany.

I know in my heart, body, and soul that I can’t live without her…how could I when she’s my other half…she completes me!

I don’t think I love Quinn, I know I love Quinn…I’m head over heels crazy in love with Quinn!

I’ve never felt like this about anyone and it’s because Melissa was right…I’ve always been in love with her but couldn’t admit it to myself.

I love her…I’m in love with Quinn!

I slowly get back into bed as Quinn awakes and looks at me with sleepy eyes.

“I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to wake you,” I say apologetically.

“It’s okay,” she says as I spoon her and kiss her cheek as my heart races and my pulse quickens.

“Baby, are you awake?” I ask as she replies, “Uh-huh” in a sleepy voice.

“What are you thinking about?” I ask her.

“I’m thinking why you’re asking me if I’m asleep as I try to fall asleep,” she says in a joking tone.

“Yeah…sorry, go to sleep” I reply as she giggles and replies, “That’s the plan.”

“You asleep yet?” I ask she moves away from me, lays on her side, and stares at me.

“What’s on your mind?” she asks me.

“Nothing much” I quickly answer as she rolls her eyes and smirks at me.

“I know when you need to talk so talk to me,” she says.

“It can wait,” I say to her as she again rolls her eyes.

“We need to be up in a few hours and I’m not going to spend the next hour going back and forth with you trying to get you to talk when I know you want to talk so talk.

“Okay…here I go,” I say nervously as she places her left arm under her pillow and locks eyes with me.

“Melissa and I are more like sisters than we are best friends and that’s because the more I think about our relationship the more I realize that you truly are my best friend.

We’ve always had a special relationship and you mean the world to me.

I know I told you that I wanted to try to be in a relationship with you so I could figure out whether what I feel for you is love but I know now exactly how I feel about you” I say to her as her eyes open wide and her facial expression shows concern.

“I don’t want to try to be in a relationship with you I want to be in a relationship with you.

I don’t need any more time to figure out if what I feel is the same as you feel for me because the truth is that I know that I’m in love with you.

I love you, I’m in love with you and have been for a long time it just took me until now to realize what I should have realized long ago,” I say to her as I stroke her hair and she looks at me with her eyes becoming red.

“I love you too Adriana,” she says to me as we both sigh with happiness as gently kiss each other’s lips.

“Okay, you can go to sleep now,” I say to her as she laughs and gazes into my eyes.

“I don’t think I’m going to be able to fall asleep now,” she says to me as I roll my eyes watch her close her eyes, and quickly fall back asleep.

I feel like a huge weight has been lifted off me as I finally succumb to the exhaustion I feel.

“Wake up freaky you two freaky naughty girls!” I hear as I’m scared awake as I hear Quinn yell out, “What the fuck!”

I open my eyes and look at Holly, Denise, and Melissa all with huge smiles on their faces with the door that joins my room to Holly’s wide open.

“Close the damn door!” I yell out as Melissa laughs and screams out, “I win bitches!”

“Not so fast, Melissa,” Denise says as she looks at me and Quinn and asks, “You two fuck buddies now?”

“No, we’re together” I reply as Denise looks at Quinn with raised eyebrows.

“What she just said, Denise,” Quinn says out loud.

“So, the two of you are together as in together, together?” Holly asks as Quinn says with frustration, “Yes, we are an item, a couple, in a relationship as in we’re together now.”

“Wait a minute, why are we, freaky naughty girls?” I ask Holly as she winks at me.

“You heard us?” I ask Holly with embarrassment as she laughs hysterically and replies, “Yeah, as did the man upstairs as he heard you keep calling his name…Oh God!”

I place my hands over my face and feel it become warm as Quinn laughs and replies, “What can I say?”

“How about, I’m going to cum, make me fucking cum!” Holly says as I remove my hands from my face and watch her laugh so hard, she’s crying.

“Can we get some privacy?” I ask as Melissa yells out, “I love your tongue in my ass!” as Holly bends over, and Melissa pretends to lick her backside.

“You heard us too?” Quinn asks with embarrassment of her own as Melissa replies, “My room is only directly across from this one.”

“Were we that loud?” I ask as I swallow my saliva loudly.

“I heard the both of you two…I think the entire floor and maybe the ones below and above did too” Denise replies in a low and extremely hung-over tone of voice.

“I don’t care if you heard us, I don’t care who heard us because we’re now together and we’re in love,” Quinn says with joy as huge smiles appear on Melissa, Holly, and Denise’s faces.

Suddenly, the three of them screech, jump up and down and jump into bed with Quinn and me.

“Finally!” Melissa yells out as the bed moves back and forth, up and down.

“Are you two still nude?” Holly asks as Quinn smirks and replies, “Both in our birthday suits.”

“If the two of you don’t stop shaking this bed I’m going to puke,” Denise says as Quinn yells out, “Get the fuck out so we can get dressed damn it!”

Holly and Melissa quickly stop shaking the bed, get off the bed with Denise and enter Holly’s room through the adjoining door and slam it shut behind them.

“Guess everyone knows,” Quinn says as she then begins to laugh as I join her in laughter as she suddenly stops laughing and looks at me.

“Not everyone but I guess soon enough,” she says as she then smiles brightly, winks at me, and begins to laugh again.

That night happened five years ago today and I couldn’t be any happier.

The distance between us was extremely difficult to deal with but Quinn decided to sell her condo and move into my house in Miami.

She decided to accept the movie role which was a remake of a 1980’s movie with the same title of “Weird Science,” where two not so popular teenage boys create a dream woman using a computer that becomes real.

As she filmed that movie, I decided to take a chance and began to write a novel about two girls who met in college and had a close to fifteen-year friendship who ultimately became a couple.

By the time the movie was released her modeling career had come to an end, but the movie did well and for as much as she didn’t enjoy the spotlight, I fucking loved it!

I loved my fifteen minutes of fame as the Quinn Fernsby’s fiancé so much so that I was disappointed when Quinn decided that the movie would be her first and last starring role but understood.

I published the book, and it did well thanks to being Quinn’s wife who was still extremely popular by the time my novel was released.

Quinn and I relocated to Arlington, Texas a couple of years ago as I’m now a full-time writer and she owns and operates a modeling agency.

I didn’t know it then, but that one-weekend get-together with Quinn at my house all those years ago resulted in our happily ever after.

A MESSAGE FROM THE AUTHOR – ANTOINETTE SAX

Thank you for reading “The Get Together.”

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 by going to https://twitter.com/AntoinetteSax
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