

A pickup artist abbreviated P.U.A. is a person who practices finding, attracting, and seducing sexual partners. A person who purportedly abides by a certain system to seduce sexual partners. I have no way of putting a number on how many pickup artists there are in the world but based on my research I’ve found that female pickup artists are much fewer than our male counterparts. I have no idea as to how many girls fall into my group of pickup artists, lesbians who pick up girls they’re interested in. By this I mean I don’t care if they’re lesbian, bi-sexual, bi-curious or straight. If I’m interested in a girl I go after the girl.

There is no definitive way to put a percentage on the female population who are at minimum bi-curious. What does it matter anyway? What I’ve found out about female sexuality is that it’s very much fluid. Feel free to disagree if you like but I’ve made up my mind is there is no arguing with me. I just know what I know.

I’m not going to get into the entire how I came to the realization that I’m a lesbian. Everyone’s story is different in one way or another, so I won’t bore you with my story. I’ll simply tell you that I’ve always known that I’ve loved the female body. I mean what’s not to love? A beautiful smile, wide hips, big breasts, and long healthy hair. A female body is a work of art.

I personally prefer the natural look, meaning little to no makeup. I don’t know specifically why but I much prefer a higher pitched type of voice. Perhaps because it’s so girly and so removed from the deep voice of men.

I dislike short hair and tattoos are a complete turnoff for me. However, my biggest turn off is anything fake. Fake hair extensions, fake tits, fake ass, and fake nails.  I feel that a girl who relies on fakeness is falsely advertising herself.

I love they shy quiet types but I’m not sure if it’s because I’m far removed from being shy and quiet myself. Maybe it’s simply the theory of opposite attraction.

As all pickup artists do I rely on a system. It’s not a system that I came across in a book, television or even a magazine article. It’s my own unique system that has evolved over time to become for lack of a better term, perfect. My system is all about creating opportunity by utilizing a direct approach. It’s a system I began putting it into play in my senior year of high school and perfected by my junior year in college.

I wouldn’t want to call what I believe a theory, so I’ll just call it my belief. My belief is that sexual attraction and sexual compatibility are the building blocks of any long-lasting and meaningful relationship. I believe sexual attraction is more than wanting to fuck the brains out of a person’s head. I believe that being attracted to a person physically is only part of the equation. The sexual attraction also consists of being attracted to the way a person acts, talks, walks and carries themselves. Once the sexual attraction bridge is connected it is time to move onto sexual compatibility.

Sexual compatibility is easily explainable. Is what you both like sexually similar or not too far apart where a compromise can be made or way too far apart to ever be truly compatible? For example, if you’re partner loves it fast and rough but you love it slow and gentle, you and your partner may decide to meet somewhere in the middle. However, as time goes on neither of you will truly be happy. You two may try to make it work because of mutual sexual attraction but in the end, it will fizzle and die.

Why beat around the bush and not just dive right in? Why spend months and months dating a person and put off having sex? How many times have you had a friend or heard of someone who was really into a person and they dated for what seemed like forever until the finally got down to business only to be disappointed in the end?       

Where are my manners? My name is Steffie Meadows. Nope, it’s not short for Stephanie, my legal name is in fact, Steffie. I’m a natural brunette but I love the way I look with streaks of blonde highlights throughout my hair. If you’re wondering, no highlights are not fake! I have dark black eyes, I’m twenty-one and I’m as girly as they come. I don’t have huge tits, but they fit my body just fine although I do wish they were just a bit bigger. I’m five feet four inches tall and petite. I can say with certainty that I’m not drop dead gorgeous, but I am pretty. Okay, I’ll admit it, due to my height I’m closer to the cute than hot but if I dress to impress I can go from cute to hot but not super-hot as in drop-dead gorgeous. Then again, hot means different things to different people as I have been called hot many times in my life.

I majored in marketing and minored in psychology at the University of Wisconsin-Madison and lived in an off-campus apartment with my best friend Nancy. One would think that a public university in Wisconsin wouldn’t be a huge party school but if that’s what you think you would be wrong. With over 30,000 students and over 30 fraternities, it’s by far one of the best party schools in the country and the number one reason why I decided I wanted to go there.

I was born and raised in Brookfield, Wisconsin as an only child to Xavier Meadows and Karen Lancaster-Meadows. My dad was sixteen when I was born, and my mom had just turned seventeen. We lived with my grandparents on my mom’s side as my grandparent’s relationship became on my dad’s side became more than strained when they were told that my mom was pregnant. When my mom and dad were eighteen they got married. After they finished high school, my dad took a job, cleaning cars at an auto dealership at night in Milwaukee and went to school to become an auto mechanic by day as my mom studied to become a paralegal. My dad became an auto mechanic at a used car dealership and used to hang out with the sales guys on his breaks. My dad by nature is outgoing, friendly and has a great sense of humor. One day while he was on his break and doing what he usually did there was an older couple giving a salesman a hard time. When the salesman went to get the sales manager, my dad started talking to the husband and they hit it off. My dad had sold the car before the salesman came back with the sales manager. The sales manager was so impressed that he convinced my dad to become a salesman which turned out to be the best thing to ever happen to him, at least financially. He was only twenty years old at the time.

By the time my parents were twenty-one my dad had done so well in his new career that they were able to buy an expensive home right in Brookfield. It wasn’t large but more than comfortable. There was no doubt that my parents had sexual attraction and sexual compatibility down as witnessed by the birth of yours truly but that’s where it pretty much ended. It seemed like they argued all the time about anything and everything. I hated it so much that when the arguing would start I would run around the block to my friend’s house. I didn’t know it then, but I know now that Nancy Cone is my best friend for life. Her family was so different from mine. There was never arguing there, and the house seemed to be bursting with love.

Nancy is the youngest of three siblings. The oldest of the kids is her brother Derek, followed by her other brother Daniel followed by her not so older sister, Molly. Oh my God, Molly! She’s only a few days shy of two years older than Nancy. They’re so close and I would love to be as close to Molly if you know what I mean! If you don’t know what I mean, I’ll expand. I’ve had a huge crush on her for as long as I can remember. Sorry for going off on a tangent. Nancy’s dad Devin is a CEO for a credit union in Milwaukee and her mom, Gina is also a CEO for a credit union also in Milwaukee. They lived in the “big house” on the block. My parents were ridiculously young, and Nancy’s parents were bordering on ridiculously old. Not really but that’s what I thought at the time.

What else could I think? When I was five my parents were only twenty-one, so I truly thought that my life was the norm and everyone’s else’s, wasn’t. I took me some time to realize that I was on the other side of the equation. As I grew older the arguing between my mom and dad became increasingly worse. It got so bad that my mom would sometimes not come home. I remember my dad sitting in the living room, watching the Brewers on television with worry on his face more times than I care to remember. It all came to a head on a day that I can remember as clear as day.

It was the middle of summer, a Saturday and I had spent the entire day over at Nancy’s house. We spent the whole day swimming in her pool and her parents had a barbeque dinner. Nancy and Daniel walked with me to the short trip around the block. I remember my dad’s car being parked in the driveway and being so excited that he was home. I hate that he worked most weekends and didn’t quite understand why he did, and my mom didn’t. I said goodbye to Daniel and Nancy and walked into the dark house. I don’t remember what time it was, but I do remember that it was dark out. As I walked through the house I saw a light on the outside. There was my dad drinking a beer and throwing wood into the fire pit.

“Steffie, when did you get home?” he asked me.

“Just now daddy, where’s mommy?” I asked him.

He smiled at me as he finished his beer and placed it onto the patio table as he walked to me.

He dropped down to one knee and hugged me as tight as he ever had. “Mommy is out,” he said and continued, “I’ll set the water, so you can take a bath and then I’ll read you a bedtime story,” he said.

I remember being so excited that he was going to read me a story. My mom was the one who usually did but when he read me a bedtime story it felt so special.

I took my bath, got into my pajamas and excitedly ran into my room yelling, “Daddy I’m done with my bath.” My dad read me my favorite story of “Ferdinand the Bull” and kissed me goodnight. I quickly fell asleep only to be awoken by the slamming of a door. I quickly jumped out of my bed and as I ran to the door I became terrified as I heard my dad screaming at the top of his lungs at my mom. I nervously walked to my bedroom door and slowly opened it. With my heart racing, I stepped into the hallway and began to walk toward their screaming voices when I suddenly couldn’t bring myself to go any closer.

“C’mon Karen! You expect me to believe that you were out tonight with Judith?!” he exclaimed.

“Yes Xavier, that’s who I was out with!” she exclaimed back.

I hear the door to the refrigerator open and slam shut loudly with a thump.

“Oh yeah, have another one of those and it will make you think more clearly!” my mom yelled out.

“I know what the fuck I know Karen! Tell me god damn it! Tell me how long it’s been going on!” my dad demanded.

“Nothing has been going on! Your mind is playing a trick on you!” she yelled back with fury.

I heard my dad laugh and ask, “You were out with Judith?” calmly.

“Yes, Xavier I was out with Judith! She just dropped me off!” she cried out.

My dad laughed again with a laugh unlike any I had heard before.

“You know Judith is engaged to my best friend, Karen. Considering that Walter is my best friend, when Karen got into a car accident a few hours ago I was the first person he called. He was a wreck, so I went straight from the dealership to his apartment and drove him to the hospital. Judith is in the hospital babe but she’s fine. A couple of bumps and bruises. I dropped them both off a little over an hour ago. How’s it fucking possible that Judith just dropped you off when I just dropped her off?” my dad said calmly.

The house was so dark and so quiet that I was frightened beyond belief.

“Answer me Karen!” my dad yelled out at the top of his lungs which made me tremble with fear. I couldn’t move if I wanted to. I was completely frozen.

He laughed again with the same laugh as before. “You’re caught, Karen. In fact, you’re so caught and fucked that what you’re going to do is take whatever you need right now and get the fuck out of my house” he said as he again laughed.

“Xavier, we can talk about this” my mom replied.

“Talk about what? Talk about the fact that you’ve been having an affair with your boss? After all, we’ve been through I just need you to be honest with me for once and answer me two things. How long and do you love him?”

“A little over a year and yes” my mom replied.

“Thank you for telling me what I already know. Now get your thing and get out” he said with calm.

“Okay. I’m just going to grab a few things and Steffie and I’ll be on my way” she said.

“Steffie? Steffie?! Over my dead fucking body are you taking Steffie to wherever the fuck you’re going right now? I’m going to lay this all out for you right now so there is no fucking confusion! I can prove what you’ve been up to. All I need to do is file a complaint and provide the proof. After I do so, you and your thirty-five-year old divorced father of three lawyer can serve your prison time. However, instead, I’ll be happy for you to give me sole custody and in return, you get visitation rights” my dad said coldly.

“She’s my daughter, Xavier. I carried her in my body and gave birth to her. She belongs with me” my mom replied through tears.

“It doesn’t change the fact that you never wanted her. I wanted her and the only reason you gave birth to her was because of your parents. If your parents had told you otherwise, Steffie wouldn’t be here so why do you want her now? It’s me who makes her breakfast and lunches. Me who drops her off and me who picks her up from school and brings her home. It’s me who provides for her and loves her more than life itself!” he exclaimed as I heard the crashing and breaking of a bottle on the floor.

“That’s not fair…I want my daughter” my mom cried.

“You can have your daughter, every other weekend and alternating weeks during summer vacation. This is the way it’s going to be, Karen. You can explain to your parents and our friends why” he said with defiance.

“Please, don’t do this” she cried out.

“I didn’t do this, you did. I loved you and still fucking do but you desecrated our marriage by having an affair with your boss of all people for over a fucking year, Karen” my dad said through tears. I had never heard my dad cry before and I remember that it made me as upset as I had ever been.

“Everything I’ve done was for you and our family. If you would just have talked to me and told me how to make you happy I would have done it! I wanted to go to marriage counseling, but you never did! All I ever wanted was for you to love me the way I loved you, but I know now you never did. This doesn’t have to get any uglier than it is. I’ll never prevent you from seeing your daughter but she’s mine” he said with a sadness I’ve never heard since.

“I’m so sorry…I didn’t mean for this to happen” my mom cried as my dad coldly replied, “You didn’t mean too but you did it, so yeah you are sorry” with his voice wavering.

I was two weeks shy of my ninth birthday but here I am fifteen years later and it’s as if the words between my parents are playing in my head as if they just happened. The human mind is complicated. I often why we remember the things that happened so long ago as vividly as if they just happened, but we often can’t remember what we ate or what we wore a few days in the past. I suppose that it’s these vivid moments that stand out so much because its these moments that have a profound effect, on our lives whether we choose to accept it or not.

My dad to this day is one of my best friends. Our age difference would usually make two people closer to being siblings than father-daughter which I believe is why we’re as close as we are. Don’t get me wrong, Xavier Meadows, is first and foremost my dad and when he feels it necessary to call me out on that fact he does without hesitation. It doesn’t change the fact he’s my favorite person in the world. He’s my dad always but he’s also my friend always. No matter what he had to do he was always there. Always there for my plays, dance recitals, help with homework and whenever I wanted him and needed him wherever and whenever I have. I love the Brewers, Buck, and Packer because of him. I love cars as much as I do because of him. I want to be the best person I can possibly be because of him. Don’t get me wrong, it’s not like I don’t love my mother because I do. It’s just that my relationship with my mom is the opposite of my relationship with my mom.

I was just a kid, but I knew from the moment I stepped into his home that I disliked Jeffery Weinstein, Esq. I had only known him as my mom’s boss and it was unsettling to watch them embrace and kiss in front of me. I thought for a while that I disliked him the way that I did and still do because my mom chose him over my dad, but it’s wasn’t. The truth is I disliked him as a person because he was an asshole. He’s one of those people who need to be right all the time. The type of person who feels that having more money than another person makes him better and somehow more intelligent. He carries himself with arrogance and smugness that makes me want to punch him in the face. He always feels it necessary to correct a person as if he’s waiting for the slightest bit of misinformation to spew from a person’s mouth so he can say, “I think you meant to say…” as he laughed obnoxiously. I think why I dislike him most is because I believe he looks down on my mother. As if he rescued her from a life of misery from some loser who just so happens to be my dad. His three sons are just the same as he is, and I dreaded all of us all being at the house at the same time. I would tell you their names, but they don’t matter. If I never see anyone of them in my entire life it would be too soon.

As my dad had promised my mom, she had visitation rights. I would spend every other weekend at douchebags as well as every other week during the summer. It drove me insane that my grandparents liked him as much as they did, but I think it was because of his wealth as compared to the person he was and still is. Whenever I was there all I wanted was to go back home so I could be with my dad, Nancy, and her family. Whenever I knew it was getting close to time to see my mom at dick face’s house I would cry to Nancy’s mom Gina who would always tell me, “Your mom loves you very much and she deserves to see you.”

I tried, I swear to you that I tried. A few weeks before my thirteenth birthday I refused to go to the Weinstein’s for the first and what would be the final time. I tried for as long and as hard as I could, but I just couldn’t do it anymore. Even though Jeffery was condescending, and I felt he looked down on my mom she seemed happy. Why should be so happy when my dad was so unhappy? My mom, Mrs. Karen Weinstein was living a life of luxury and happiness as my dad struggled to even smile! She hyphenated her name when she married my dad, but she didn’t when she married a-hole Jeff! He’s not half as handsome as my dad so how could she chose him?! I couldn’t stop myself from becoming bitter on my dad’s behalf. Before refusing to go to her “home” for the first time I stopped calling her mom and began calling her Mrs. Weinstein. Before that, we began to argue non-stop about anything and everything. It was like I was reliving the past when all she did was argue with my dad in the same manner, except that I felt that I had stepped into my dad’s shoes.

“Dad, I’m not going to the Weinstein’s this weekend,” I said with determination.

“You know the deal Steffie, your mom gets to see you every other weekend” he replied.

“I don’t care what the deal is. I’m not going” I said with my jaw clenched.

“Yeah, you are,” my dad said with his teeth clenched.

“I’m not a child and you can’t force me to go,” I said through clenched teeth.

“You are indeed a child and I can absolutely force you to go. In fact, get your backpack, I’m driving you over myself” he said as he flashed a smile and pointed toward my room.

“This is such bullshit!” I screamed out as my dad screamed back, “Watch your mouth young lady!”

As he drove me to my mom’s house I sat next to him with my arms crossed. As he talked to me and asked me questions I ignored him.

“Steffie, do not give me the silent treatment. You know how much I hate it” he said to me.

I looked at him and smiled as I didn’t respond to his statement.

“Damn it, Steffie, you can be so stubborn. Give me one good reason you don’t want to see your mom this weekend!” he said forcefully.

“I don’t like it there, I don’t feel comfortable, I hate Jeff, I hate the way his sons look at me and all Mrs. Weinstein and I do is argue!” I yelled out.

“Stop calling her Mrs. Weinstein. She’s your mom and it’s making her upset” my dad explained.

“Great, I know it’s working so thanks,” I said sarcastically.

My dad dropped me off in front of the house, told me he loved me and that he would pick me up on Sunday night as I looked at him with anger and said, “If you loved me you wouldn’t be forcing me to be here!” He didn’t respond as I exited the car and walked toward the house. He honked the horn and drove off.

I walked into the house to find Jeffrey sitting in the den sipping on a drink.

“Hello, Steffie,” he said to me as I replied, “Where’s Mrs. Weinstein?”

“She’s out with friends. She’ll be back later this evening” he answered as I shook my head and went into my bedroom. All I could think about was how much I disliked him.

It was well after 10 PM, my mom still wasn’t home, and I hadn’t left my room since arriving. I was thirsty and hungry, so I decided to head to the kitchen. As I walked passed the living room I passed by Jeff without saying a word who sat on the living room couch watching television and sitting on his cherished recliner.

I opened the refrigerator and decided to make a sandwich. I took out the cold cuts, lettuce, tomatoes, and mustard and began to make a sandwich as Jeff came walking in.

“Plans for your birthday?” he asked with slurred speech as I took a bite of my sandwich and replied, “None of your business” with my mouth full.

“You’re turning into quite the young lady,” he said as I shrugged my shoulders and looked at him blankly.

“I think you’re going to be much prettier than your mother,” he said with a smile on his face that I had never seen before. I remember how creeped out his look made me. It made me so creeped out I lost my appetite. I grabbed the sandwich, removed it from the plate and tossed it into the garbage pail that was below the sink. It felt like seconds later when Jeffrey was within inches of me.

He placed his hands on my hips from behind as I quickly spun around and faced him. He stepped into me closer and I as stepped back I realized that I couldn’t move back any further than I had already as my body collided with the kitchen counter.

He smiled at me in a way that gave me the chills and not in a good way. He began to stroke my hair and look at me weirdly. “Thirteen is the age when I young girl begins to become a young woman he said” as I couldn’t reply. I was scared, and I wanted nothing more than to get away from him.

“I’m tired, Jeff, I want to go back to my room, please,” I said with fear as he slowly shook his head and replied, “We barely talk Steffie. I just want to talk to you.”

“You’re a beautiful young woman,” he said. I could feel myself begin to shake as he stopped stroking my hair and began to caress my shoulder.

“I’m a child,” I said quickly remembering what I had said to my dad earlier and how he responded.

Jeff laughed and replied, “You are far from a child, Steffie. You’re a beautiful and sexy young woman” as he grabbed my head and quickly pushed my face toward his own. As his lips pressed against mine I didn’t know what to do! I was terrified! When I felt his tongue lick my lips from bottom to top all I could think was he was going to rape me. When he removed his face from my own and looked at me with a sick and perverted look it was if I felt a sense of calm come over me. I didn’t know it then, but I now know that I went into survival mode.

I smiled at him and said, “I want you but not like this and not here. Why don’t we go to my bedroom?” I said trying to mimic a leading lady in a Hollywood film.

“Your mom won’t be home for about another hour, so we don’t have much time. I promise to be the gentleman that you deserve” he said with a tone of voice that made my stomach churn.

As he stepped away from me he took me by my left hand. As he walked me out of the kitchen I noticed the plate from my sandwich sitting on the kitchen island. As we began to walk past, I grabbed the plate with my right hand and swung it toward his face with all my might striking him in the middle of his face. I felt the plate brake. He let go of my hand, dropped to one knee and screamed in agony as I stood there momentarily with a piece of the plate still in my hand. I thought for a moment that I should stab him somewhere, but I instead ran into my bedroom with the piece of plate still in my hand.

I slammed the door shut, locked it and grabbed the chair to my desk. I propped the chair underneath the door handle and began to pace around my room as I again held the broken piece of plate in my hand. The terror I had felt earlier was now replaced with anger. I was furious and felt my breathing begin to change. I was breathing slow and hard as thoughts of ways to hurt Jeff filled my thoughts.

I don’t remember how long I paced inside of my locked and barricaded bedroom but when I heard a knock on my door I went straight into attack mode. “I’m going to open this door and when Jeff steps inside I’m going to stab him in his face!” I yelled out in my head.

“Who is it?” I asked with as normal of a voice as I could muster.

“Its mom, open the door!” she exclaimed.

With a sense of relief, I removed the chair from underneath the door handle, unlocked the door and opened it quickly.

As my mom stepped inside my bedroom she was as angry as I had ever seen her. “I can’t believe that you attacked Jeff!” she yelled at me.

“What?” I said in a low and confused voice as my mom grabbed the piece of broken plate from my hand and tossed it to the floor.

“Jeff told me everything and you’re lucky that he loves me enough not to get the police involved!” she yelled at the top of her lungs.

“Mom, he came onto me! He wants to have sex with me!” I said with anger.

I didn’t know if I was angrier at her words or her inactions. She didn’t even ask me what my side of the story was. I knew we weren’t getting along at all but did she believe that I was capable of physically assaulting her husband?!

“What did you just say?! I didn’t raise you to be a liar” she replied with venom.

It felt like a volcano had just exploded inside of my body. To this day I have never been as furious as I had been at that very moment.

“Fuck you, Mrs. Weinstein! Do you think so fucking little of me that you don’t even ask me what the fuck happened?! Your husband tried to sexually assault me, and you call me a fucking God damn liar. Fuck you, bitch! I always knew you didn’t ever fucking want me, but that’s more than okay! I’m no longer you’re fucking daughter and you’re no longer my fucking mother!” I ranted and screamed at the top of my lungs.

What happened next took me years of therapy to get over. My mom looked at me with fire in her eyes and slapped me across my face so hard I saw stars. As her hand swept across my face her ring cut the bottom of my lip. I stumbled backward and immediately placed my hand over my lip with my fingers. I looked down at my fingers and swirled the blood within my thumb, middle and index finger as I stared at my mom expressionless.

“You’re going to apologize. You’re going to apologize to Jeffrey and then apologize to me!” she screeched as she continued, “Follow me now!” As she turned and began to walk out of my bedroom I slowly followed behind her. As she passed through the doorway, I grabbed hold of the door and slammed it shut with all my might. I once again locked the door and barricaded it with the chair.

I remember thinking that this all must be some sort of nightmare, that I was somehow asleep and would awake at any moment. When I pinched myself to assure myself I was awake I quickly grabbed my cell phone and called my dad’s cell phone. I can’t remember exactly what I said to him when he picked up the phone, but I do remember crying so hard that I could barely breathe as I begged him to get me.

I sat on the floor of my bedroom, holding my cell phone in my hand and rocked myself back and forth as I sat Indian style. I can’t recall how much time had passed but when I heard pounding on my bedroom door I became terrified beyond belief. My terror quickly vanished as I heard, “Steffie, it’s dad! Open the door!”

I quickly removed the chair, unlocked the door and opened the door as my dad looked at me with a look of worry present on his face. “Come here, Steffie,” he said calmly as he closed the door behind him. I ran into him so hard that I thought for a moment that I may have gone through him.

He wrapped his arms around me tightly as I did the same. I couldn’t stop myself from crying! My dad walked me to my bed and sat me at the foot of it. He got down onto his knees and grabbed the bottom of my chin, so he could force me to look at him. “Baby tell me what happened, please,” he said with a reassuring voice.

I remember looking into his eyes and for the first time that night feeling that I was finally safe. “Calm down, baby, calm down and talk to me, please,” he said with a combination of assurance and worry.

“Jeff forced himself on me and when I had the chance I tried to hurt him so I could get away,” I said struggling through sobs.

The look on his face and in his eyes. I had never seen it and haven’t seen it since. “Stay here!” he commanded as he rose to his feet. As he began to walk out of my bedroom he yelled out, “Jeff! Jeff you motherfucker I’m going to kill you!”

I know he told me to stay on my bed, but I couldn’t. I knew that I didn’t have a choice. I could do as I was told, or I could prevent what I knew was going to happen. As he passed through the now opened door I leaped off my bed and ran toward him. As he walked I walked within inches behind him, like his shadow. As we entered the living room my mom jumped in front of my dad as yelled out, “What do you think you’re going to do?”

My dad laughed and replied, “I’m going to kill your husband” with a devilish tone to his voice as he became fixated on Jeff who was sitting on his recliner, holding a bag of frozen peas to his face.

“Xavier, stop!” she yelled out as my dad replied, “Get the fuck out my way!”

With panic, I hugged my dad tightly from behind and screeched, “Daddy, please take me home. Please take me home now!” He ignored me as she pushed my mom aside and began to almost run toward Jeff. What do I do? What do I do? What can I do? What should I do?

At the very top of my lungs, I screamed! My dad stopped dead in his tracks and looked at me. I again did the same as I had done before.

I ran into his body as I had done earlier in my bedroom. He picked me up as I wrapped my legs around the top of his waist and wrapped my arms around his back tightly. “Please daddy…please take me home…I want to go home now!” I cried out.

“Okay, baby, okay,” he said as my words to him must have set in. He carried me to his car. As he set me down her opened the front passenger door at the same time.

“When you get in I’ll get in” I cried out. I was terrified that he would lock me in the car and kill Jeff. He smiled at me and nodded his head.

I watched him walked passed the front of his car as he gazed at my mom and Jeff who now stood just outside the front door. He got into the car and looked at me from across the cabin. I quickly sat inside and as soon as I closed the door, I locked the doors by pushing the button on my door.

My dad looked at me and smiled as he turned over the engine. As he gazed at my mom and Jeff at the front of the house he yelled out, “Fuck!” as he began to pound his closed fist against the dashboard. He was rocking so hard back and forth in his seat that I thought his seat was going to break.

“Take me, home daddy! Take me home now!” I cried out as he became locked onto my face. While looking at me he put the car into reverse and slowly began to back out of the driveway.

As we made the drive back home he didn’t say a word to me. Close to halfway through our drive, he slammed on the brakes and pulled his car to the side of the road.

He took a deep breath and exhaled. “Steffi, I need you to know that there is nothing on Earth that will ever stop me from loving you. There is nothing that you can ever say or anything that you can ever do that could stop me from loving you” he said with his voice full of concern.

“I know daddy, I know,” I said as I began to hysterically cry.

“Steffi?” he said as I screamed out, “I need to go home!”

As soon as we got home I ran into the bathroom, put on the shower and quickly took my clothes off. I got into the shower and cried as I relived every second of what happened with Jeff and my mom as the water crashed over my head and body. I relived the fear I felt when I knew my dad was going to try and kill Jeff. No matter how hard I tried I couldn’t stop crying.

“Steffie, it’s been over an hour. It’s time to get out of the shower” I heard my dad say. I watched his arm enter and his hand turn off the water through the slightly opened shower curtain. I watched his arm retract and then reappear with a towel dangling from his hand.

I stood in the bathtub for a while and then dried myself off inside. When I exited I found one of my pajama sets laying on the bathroom counter. I dressed, exited the bathroom and went straight into my bedroom. I closed my door and I threw myself onto my bed and began to again hysterically cry.

I heard a knock on my door. “Steffie, can I come in?” my dad asked as I said through sobs, “Please.”

My dad walked slowly into my room with an ever-present look of concern and anger. “Do you want to talk about what happened tonight?” he asks as I quickly shook my head.

“Can you lay down with me please?” I asked through tears as my dad laid down next to me. I slowly gained my composure, but I didn’t want my dad to leave my room.

“I’m going to bed but if you need me you know where I am,” he said with sincerity as I shook my head and begged him not to leave. “Okay, honey not a problem” he replied.

If he weren’t there I don’t think I would have been able to fall asleep. That night I lived the night over and again as if what happened was on a continuous loop. When I awoke in the morning when I realized my dad wasn’t in my room I freaked out. “Daddy…daddy…daddy…daddy!” I screamed out at the top of my lungs as my dad came frantically running into my room with Walter trailing behind him. I jumped off my bed and into my dad’s arms as I closed my eyes and cried.

My dad walked me out to the living room where my uncle Walter’s fiancé, Roberta sat on the couch. I know that Walter is not a blood relative but since he’s like my dad’s brother I began to call him uncle Walter. He met Roberta a few girlfriends after he broke up with Judith for covering for my cheating mom.

“Come here sweetheart,” Roberta said to me as I walked over to her and sat beside on her on the couch. “Guys, why don’t you leave me and Steffie alone for a little,” she said as my dad and uncle Walter walked out to the backyard.

“Steffie, do you want to talk to me about what happened?” she asked as I quickly shook my head. Truth be told I couldn’t describe the emotions I was feeling and even if I could I couldn’t talk to Roberta about it. I liked her and all, but I didn’t feel close enough to her to tell her what I was feeling even if I could describe it.

I couldn’t make sense of what I was feeling as that Friday began and was coming to an end. My dad slept on the floor of my room every night since as I couldn’t bring myself to feel safe while I was alone at night without him there. I couldn’t bring myself to talk to anyone about what I was feeling. Not my dad, uncle Walter, Roberta, Gina, and even Nancy.  When my dad knew that I couldn’t even talk to Nancy about what I was feeling I knew he was becoming distraught.

That night during dinner my dad looked at me and said, “I’m really worried about you kid. I can understand you now wanting to talk about what happened but when you can’t even bring yourself to talk to Nancy…” he said without finishing his sentence.

“I need you to do something for me and you” has said with concern.

“What daddy?” I asked.

“I want to bring you somewhere tomorrow morning,” he said.

“Where do you want to bring me?” I asked with curiosity.

“You need to talk to someone who can help you” he replied.

“Like who?” I asked with intrigue.

He smiled warmly and replied, “Be ready to go by 9 AM tomorrow morning,” he said as he cleared the table.

The following morning, I did as I was told. By 9 AM I was dressed and ready to go. I got into the car without knowing exactly where but soon realized we were heading into Milwaukee. A short time later my dad pulled his car into a driveway of a large home in Bradford Beach. I didn’t question where we were or why but followed my dad to the front door. My dad rang the bell to the home and a few seconds later the door slowly opened.

A woman, somewhere in her twenties opened the door and smiled. I remember my first thoughts of seeing her for the first time. She was beautiful, had a warm smile and trusting eyes. She was about five feet six inches tall, had long straight brown hair with light brown eyes.

“You must be Mr. Meadows and you must be Steffie. My name is Kara and I’d like to welcome you both, so welcome,” she said warmly.

My dad replied, “Please call me Xavier and thank you for having us” he said with a huge smile on his face.

“Please come in,” she said and continued, “Dr. Scott is waiting in his office.”

Dr. Scott? Who the hell is Dr. Scott and why did my dad bring me all the way to Bradford Beach to meet with Dr. Scott? We walked into the palatial waterfront home and were seated on a large couch at the front of the house. I looked around and realized immediately that this was Dr. Scott’s home but also his office.

My dad looked at me and said, “You need to talk to someone and he’s a friend of Walt’s. Please just talk to him. I promise if you don’t feel comfortable I’ll find someone else” he said.

“What am I here?” I asked with curiosity and concern.

“You’re here because you're going through something that you won’t let anyone help you with, honey,” he said with concern.

Kara returned a few minutes later and took a hold of my hand. “Come with me, Steffie,” she said warmly as I walked with her into a large office with French doors. Kara smiled as she seated me in a large comfortable seat in front of a desk. She let go of my hand and said, “I’ll be just outside with your father” as didn’t know what to think. As I scanned the room I saw shelves filled with books and picture frames affixed to the wall. I looked at the desk to read, “Bryce Scott M.D.” on a small desk plaque.

Not even a minute later, an extremely large man came walking into the office through sliding doors from outside. He had to be at least six feet three inches tall and was large. He had a huge belly that hung over his pants. He had slicked back and white thin black hair and a huge beard that was mostly white but had streaks of black in it. He had rosy cheeks which in combination with his beard made me think of Santa Claus which brought a quick short smile to my face.

“Good morning. Steffie” he said as I replied, “Good morning.”

He smiled and took a seat behind his desk. “Please don’t be nervous,” he said as I thought to myself, “How does he know I’m nervous.”

“My name is Dr. Bryce Scott, but I much prefer Bryce. May I ask you a question?” he asked as I nodded my head.

“Do you trust your uncle Walter?” he asked.

“Yeah, I do” I replied with a low tone of voice.

He smiled warmly and replied, “Your uncle Walter is very worried about you but not as much as your father is. Your uncle and I work together quite often, and I consider him a friend so when he told me his niece needed my help I was more than happy to oblige.”

“What kind of work do you do with my uncle?” I asked.

He chuckled and replied, “Fantastic question. I’m a trained psychiatrist but am more so a therapist. I assist certain people that Detective Rodgers has contact with at work.”

“My uncle is a homicide detective” I replied with curiosity and concern.

“He indeed is, a very good one at that. I assist the Milwaukee Police Department with helping those in grief and those who have experienced traumatic events in their life such as you” he replied.

“How does this work?” I asked with hope.

“It’s rather quite simple. You have feelings that you need to come to terms with. It’s my job to help you identify those feelings and to help you understand certain feelings and overcome others” he said with an assuring voice.

“I don’t know what it is I’m feeling. I don’t understand why I feel the way that I do” I explained.

“That’s quite alright. If you feel comfortable with me I can help you, but you need to want my help” he explained.

“I don’t know” I replied as he smiled and replied, “That’s quite alright as well. You need to trust me yet you nothing of me. If there’s anything you would like to know in an effort to know me better, so you can reach a decision one way, or another ask, and I will answer.

I sat in silence for a moment and thought. “How old are you?” I asked as he replied, “Fifty-nine.”

“Are you married?” I asked as he replied, “Going on twenty-five years now.”

“Do you have kids?” I asked.

“Two both on their own now. My daughter lives in California and my son lives in Arizona.”

“What’s your wife’s name?” I asked as he chuckled and answered, “Henrietta.”

“Do you work from home?” I asked as he smiled and replied, “Not so much. I have an office, but I do meet with certain people here at my home.”

“Who is Kara to you?” I asked.

“Kara is my personal assistant and my niece. She came to live with me after the untimely death of her parents, my brother and his wife many years ago. In fact, she couldn’t have been much older than you at that time” he replied.

“How old was she?” I asked with intrigue as he replied, “Fourteen.”

I don’t know why I spoke, but it just came out of me. “I’m twelve. I’ll be thirteen this Wednesday.”

“What will you do on your special day?” he asked as I replied, “I don’t know. Maybe go out to dinner with my dad or something.”

“Splendid” he replied with a chuckle.

“Is there anything else you would like to know?” he asked.

“I don’t know, Dr. Scott” I replied as he shook his head and replied, “Please call me Bryce.”

I spent hours talking to Bryce that day. He was so easy to talk to. Not once did he question me about what happened. I talked about my dad, my grandparents, uncle Walt, Roberta, Nancy and Nancy’s family. He talked to me about his wife, kids and why he became a psychiatrist. It was close to noon when I finally walked out of his office.

My dad and I went out to lunch that day. As we sat earing my dad looked at me and asked, “So what do you think. Maybe you want to see Dr. Scott again?” with a combination of hope and concern.

I smiled and replied, “Yeah, I’m good with seeing Bryce again” as my dad looked relieved.

Thinking back, I have nothing of fond and happy memories of Bryce. He not only helped me emotionally, but he taught me so much about people. I used to think that he was some sort of magician when he would look at me and be able to dissect how I was feeling. I learned over time that the slightest movement could tell so much about a person. After a was as if that was all we talked about. I was so intrigued. The batting of an eyelash, the way a person stood and the way a person talked to another. The tone of a person’s voice and the common things people did when they were nervous, scared, curious, happy and sad. He was more of my mentor than my psychiatrist and therapist.

I had been seeing Bryce every week for a little over a year. I was about to become fourteen and my dad would soon become thirty when I noticed a drastic change in my dad’s behavior. I hadn’t seen him happy is so long that it was jarring to me. He smiled more than usual and carried himself with a confidence that I had never seen. He had this swagger about him that I had never seen. I had no idea what had brought it all about. That was until a day I overheard what was supposed to be a private conversation.

I was supposed to be staying at Nancy’s that Friday night, but she wasn’t feeling well. She had a twenty-four-hour virus that made her incapable of holding anything she ate or drank down. It came out of nowhere and I knew that if I stayed over and attempted to make her feel better I was going to become the next victim.

Instead of staying at Nancy’s I went home. The light to the living room was on as I walked into the house. I started walking to my bedroom when I heard the laughter of my dad and uncle Walt emanating from the backyard. I thought I should tell my dad that I was home but as I approached the slightly ajar sliding door from the kitchen that leads to the back deck I heard my dad say, “I don’t know bro.” It wasn’t what he said but how he said it that made me want to stay put and listen as opposed to going outside and letting him know I was home.

“What don’t you know?” Walt asked him.

“I’ve never felt like this before. It’s crazy. No matter how bad of a day I have just hearing her voice makes me feel better” my dad replied.

“Just admit it, dude. You’re in love” Walt said with confidence.

“Is it even possible to fall in love in three months?” my dad asked Walt with sincerity.

“I fell for Roberta a couple of weeks after meeting her. You know I didn’t tell her until much later but that’s how I felt” he replied.

“Bro, what do I do? Do I tell her, do I wait? What the fuck should I do?” my dad asked as I heard the opening of cans.

“Do what you feel is right man, that’s all I can tell you. If the moment is right just tell her” Walt replied.

“I can drink to that” my dad laughed as I heard the clanging of cans.

“I have only one question?” Walt asked my dad. “Are you sure it’s not just the sex you’re in love with?” he asked jokingly.

My dad laughed and replied, “The sex is great but it’s more than that. You know how many girls I’ve been with but with her it’s different.”

“Yup, you’re in love, bro” Walt replied.

Does my dad think he’s in love? He’s been dating her for three months, yet I had no clue that he was even dating?! If he feels this way about this woman, why haven’t I met her? Why hasn’t he said anything to me?! Is she the reason why he’s been so happy?! Part of me was so happy for him but part of me was upset. I thought he would talk to me about anything, but he didn’t once even mention her. Why?! I calmed myself down and realized that my dad had always dated but I had not met one of the women. He always told me that if things were to get to a point where he thought it was getting serious that I would meet her. Yet here he was telling my uncle that he thought he was in love which meant It was serious, but I didn’t even know he had been seeing anyone?!

“When are you seeing your lady love again?” Walt asked.

“Tomorrow night after I close up the dealership” my dad replied. “If I have the balls to tell her and it goes well I’m going to tell Steffie” he continued.

“Must be love if you’re going to tell Steffie” Walt replied with sincerity.

I felt bad for eavesdropping, so I went into my bedroom and decided to watch television. About an hour later my dad walked into my room and asked, “What are you doing home? I thought you were staying at Nancy’s.”

“She’s not feeling well, and I didn’t want to catch what she has” I explained. I then smirked and said, “We haven’t hung out much lately. Why don’t we catch a late movie after you’re done with work tomorrow?”

“Sorry kiddo, I have plans” he replied.

“With who?” I asked curiously.

“A couple of guys from work” he replied.

“Some other time, then,” I said sadly.

“Next weekend, it’s a date. I promise” he replied as I cheered up.

After he left my bedroom I couldn’t help but be a little upset. Why didn’t he tell me he had a date and why did he lie to me? Why was he being so secretive?

When I awoke the next morning, I went straight to Nancy’s. I said good morning to her mom and dad and went straight into her bedroom where she sat on her bed wrapped in a large towel.

“How are you feeling?” I asked as she smiled and replied, “Much better. I thought that I was going to die last night” she laughed.

Here I’ve been talking for all this time, but I haven’t told you anything about Nancy other than she’s my best friend. She’s about an inch shorter than me, has long black hair and hazel eyes. She’s a complete health freak but does enjoy getting wasted which just makes her become a bit nuttier with her health regimen afterward. She works out daily, doesn’t drink soda and never eats candy, cake or anything that can put on pounds. She also doesn’t drink beer. When she does drink its booze on the rocks. She is as outgoing as I am, but people can be easily offended by her. She has no filter. Don’t ever ask her opinion about anything unless you’re looking to get absolute truth. For example, “Hey Nancy, how does my mascara look?” I may ask her. She’ll reply, “It makes you look like a street walker” or something similar. Her straightforwardness is probably why other than me she has less than a handful of female friends which includes her sister, Molly. I hate to admit it, but I know that for as close as I am with her, she’s closer friends with Molly.  Molly is just a tad taller than me but is extremely hot. Long blonde hair, light blue eyes and fit. She’s not as blunt as Nancy but can sometimes be depending on her mood.

That morning I told Nancy about the conversation I had overheard between my dad and uncle.

“What’s the big deal? You keep telling me he’s been unusually happy lately and now you know why” she replied.

“That’s not the point. The point is that he hasn’t said anything to me about her at all” I said to her.

“He’s your dad and he has his reasons. Stop being such a spoiled brat about it” she said to me. All I could do was shake my head.

Nancy and I spent the day together and as I had planned to do the night earlier I stayed at Nancy’s after texting my dad. “Where’s Molly?” I asked as Nancy replied, “Out on a date.”

“Your parents are letting her date?” I asked as Nancy laughed and replied, “Of course not.”

We watched a couple of movies and called it quits a little after 1 AM. For whatever reason, I couldn’t get comfortable. I was tossing and turning for hours and when I did fall asleep it was in twenty-minute increments. A little past 6 AM I gave up and told Nancy that I was heading home and would call her later.

I made the short walk from Nancy’s to my house and walked inside. I really needed to use the bathroom but when I went to the bathroom door I thought I heard my dad inside. I knocked on the door and said, “Dad, hurry up! I really need to go!” I said loudly.

“Steffie is that you?!” I heard my dad exclaim as his bedroom door swung open. A was confused for a moment. If my dad just opened his bedroom door then who was in the bathroom? My dad looked panic as he stood in his doorway looking at me.

The bathroom door slowly opened as I stood before it with a combination of excitement and curiosity. Within seconds, there she was. She was wearing one of my dad’s tee shirts and a pair of basketball shorts. Kara? “Kara, what are you doing here?” I asked and within seconds answered my own question.

“Kara it’s you! You’re the woman my dad’s been dating?!” I said with excitement and happiness. Kara smiled at me and nodded her head.

I laughed and looked at my dad. “Last night must have gone really well,” I said jokingly as his eyes got big and wide.

“You’ve been dating and you’re in love with Kara!” I exclaimed with glee as he closed his eyes and looked down at the floor. He slowly raised his head and opened his eyes as he walked toward me and Kara.

I looked at Kara who was no standing in front of me with her right hand over her mouth.

“Xavier, you love me?!” she exclaimed.

What did I just do?! When I saw her, I assumed that the reason she had stayed over was that my dad told her how he felt, and he was going to tell me when I got home from Nancy’s. Instead, I accidentally had told Kara that my dad loved her before he did. I felt like I wanted to die.

I slowly stepped aside as Kara exited the bathroom and met my father in the middle of the living room. She looked at him and asked, “Is it true? Are you in love with me?” It wasn’t what she said, it was how she said it. Her voice was quivering, and she looked nervous.

My dad placed his hands on her hips and nodded his head. “Yeah, it’s true. I’m in love with you. I love you” he said with his voice wavering. I had always thought him to be so confident but here he was a nervous wreck as to what she was going to say.

“I love you too!” she exclaimed as she kissed him and hugged him tightly. It was like I was watching a romance movie. It’s to this day one of my favorite moments in my life.

“Daddy, I’m so sorry…I didn’t mean…I mean I thought…” I stumbled with my words as he looked at me and smiled. “It’s okay, honey,” he said with a warm smile.

Out of nowhere, I blurted out, “If you’ve been dating Kara why didn’t you tell me?!”

“I was going to, I just wanted to be positive that we were going to work” he explained.

I ran into the living room and hugged Kara tightly. “This is so awesome. You and my dad are a couple. You Kara and my dad are a couple” I said with genuine happiness as she hugged me and replied, “I’m happy you approve.”

How could I not approve? It was Kara. For over a year I had seen and talked to her every week, sometimes for over an hour as I waited for Bryce who seemed to always be running late. She was so warm and caring and as time went on I looked forward to seeing her. I kind of felt that Kara was almost becoming a big sister to me.

As we sat at the breakfast table with my dad and Kara sitting across from me that morning I couldn’t wipe the smile off my face.

As a now twenty-one-year-old woman, I’m so grateful and feel blessed that Kara is my life and she is indeed more of my big sister than my mom. We’re only eleven years apart as she’s four years younger than my dad but as he, when she feels it necessary to pull the mom card she does without hesitation. I love her so much for not only the person she is to me but for how happy she makes my dad. It’s like they were always meant to be together. They have disagreements as all couples do but I’ve never heard them argue, not once, the way my dad used to with my mom. 

It was now a few months after my fifteenth birthday, and I had faithfully gone to see Bryce for what was now going on a little over three years. This day would be one of the saddest of my life.

“May I ask you a question, my Steffie?” Bryce asked me.

“Of course, my good doctor” I replied with a giggle.

“We don’t seem to be talking about any of your issues. In fact, we haven’t for quite some time, yet you still see me weekly.”

“I know. I don’t need to talk about those things anymore” I said proudly.

He smiled warmly and replied, “So we seem to have fixed what needed to be fixed, haven’t we?”

“Yeah, but aren’t we friends?” I asked with concern.

“Yes, my dear we are indeed friends but it’s important for me to know that you no longer are in need of my assistance,” he told me.

I could feel myself becoming upset. “Do you not want to see me anymore?” I asked.

“Don’t be upset my Steffie. It’s not that I don’t want to see you anymore as I more than look forward to our time together, but all things must come to an end eventually.”

“What are you saying to me?” I asked as I could feel tears begin to form in my eyes.

“I’ve helped many people in my career, but I am most proud of helping you. I’ve been doing this for a very long time and as I said, all things must eventually come to an end. How I have loved helping people but it’s now time to help myself” he said with sadness.

“Are you sick?” I said with a tear falling from my eye.

He smiled with his warm smile and shook his head. “No, my dear, but it’s time for me to retire. Truth be told the only reason I’ve continued my practice was because of you. You no longer need me, so I may now ride off into the sunset better knowns as Boca Raton” he said with a laugh.

“You’re leaving?” I said as I wiped the tears from my face.

“Come here my sweet Steffie,” he said as he arose from his chair as I did the same. He hugged me tightly as I hugged him back.

“Is this goodbye” I cried as I hugged him.

“For now. I will of course visit with Kara from time to time and when I do I’ll also be able to visit with you. Besides, technology has come a long way. Should you feel it necessary to chat we can Skip” he said as I laughed and replied, “It’s called Skype.”

Had I know it would be the last time I would ever see him I would have said more but no one ever knows when it’s their time to leave. Doctor Bryce Scott, the man who helped me so much, the man who taught me so much. The psychiatric therapist who became like a second father to me passed away a short seven months later. Kara was devastated when he passed away, but it was like I morphed into the good doctor in her time of need. He’s the reason I decided to minor in psychiatry. When I think of him I have nothing but fond memories and when I find myself becoming sad I hear him say in my head, “All things must eventually come to an end” among his other sayings.

“Many people live behind masks of uncertainty and doubt for nothing other than fear”, “One cannot reason with the unreasonable”, “Intelligence is a gift”, “Love is the most powerful emotion of all” and “One cannot be honest with others until one is honest with oneself” are my favorite Doctor Bryce Scott sayings.

Like I told you earlier I’m not going to get into the whole how I realized I was a lesbian thing, but I will get into the whole coming out thing. I am what you would call a late bloomer. I used to vent to Nancy who developed much earlier than myself that I didn’t feel like a girl because of my physical development. I thought for a while that my body was my body and the way I looked physically was just going to be the way it was going to be. That was until the summer between my sophomore and junior year of high school. I know it didn’t happen this way, but it felt like I went to bed one night and when I awoke I was a different person. It was like my boobs doubled in size and I developed curves as if I had been drawn by someone.

I had dressed the same for my entire life but when I physically developed my dad turned into crazy dad. I was starting to get noticed by the opposite sex and my dad more than noticed me getting noticed. Thank God for Kara who had an uncanny ability to calm him down most of the time anyway. “What are you wearing?!”, “Where do you think you’re going dressed like that?!, “You've lost your mind if you think I’m letting you go out in public like that?!”, and, “No!” while shaking his head with anger becoming more and more commonplace. Something as simple as me and Nancy going to party led to an inquisition. Who, what, where, when and why?! “Who is going to be at the party?”, “What is the party for?”, “Where is the party?”, “What time does it start?”, “What time does it end?”, “Who is going to be there?” “Why is there a party?” had to be answered every time.

It was a Saturday night. Nancy and I had plans to go to a beach house party that was being thrown by one of the boys on the football team. It was going to be the party of the summer, but I knew if I told my dad the truth there was no way that he would let me go. I wanted to go badly, especially since I knew that my super crush, Amanda Harper, was going to be there. No one knew I was a lesbian and I knew she was straight, but I enjoyed looking at her and using my imagination. I put a bikini in my backpack along with a half shirt, sandals and a pair of tight and high shorts. I dressed in a baggy tee shirt, to the knee shorts and sneakers with ankle socks. I walked out of my bedroom and into the living room where my dad and Kara were getting ready to hang outside together in the backyard.

“Where are you going Steffie?” my dad asked me with curiosity.

“I told you, I’m staying with Nancy’s tonight” I replied.

“Are you sure you’re staying with Nancy?” he asked as Kara looked at me with a pained look on her face.

“Yeah, daddy, I’m staying with Nancy” I replied with building anger.

He looked at Kara and shook his head and then looked at me.

“Last chance kiddo, where are you going?” he asked calmly.

“God! I’m staying with Nancy!” I screamed out. “Why is it I have to be interrogated every time I want to go out?!” I screamed.

“How is it that you’re staying with Nancy when Nancy is staying with Rita?!” he exclaimed. “I didn’t want to believe it, but you’ve turned into a lying teenager right before my very eyes!” he yelled out with anger.

“I didn’t lie! I didn’t say I was staying at Nancy’s, I said I was staying with Nancy!” I exclaimed.

My dad looked at Kara as if he couldn’t believe what I had just yelled out. My dad looked at me with daggers in his eyes and replied, “Semantics. Your using semantics to lie to me?”

“You asked me a question and I gave you an honest answer!” I vented.

“Give me your backpack now!” he seethed as I looked at Kara in a way that screamed, “Help me!” Kara continued to look at me with the same pained looked on her face.

My dad practically ripped my backpack off me and quickly unzipped it. He quickly grabbed every item from my backpack and tossed it to the floor, one by one. “Bikini, flip-flops, short shorts, half shirt, gum, and mouthwash. You wouldn’t happen to think you were going to Victor Manning’s beach house party, did you?” he asked with pride.

“How did you even know about that?!” I screamed out.

“I’m your father and it’s my job to know, especially since my daughter apparently can’t be honest with me anymore,” he said with disappointment present in his tone.

“I wasn’t even going to drink,” I said with despair.

“Oh, my sixteen-year-old daughter wasn’t going to drink yet has a pack of gum and bottle of mouthwash in her backpack,” he said with amazement.

“That was for my friends!” I yelled out.

Me, my dad and Kara stood in the living room. I could tell by Kara’s body language that she was uncomfortable. I could tell she wanted to say something but didn’t feel that it was her place. My dad, on the other hand, looked upset. As I continued to look at him I could also see worry present on his face.

“Daddy?” I asked as he looked at me and said, “What, Steffie?”

“You don’t have to worry about me so much. I know what you’re thinking. I’m the same age that you and mom were when you two first got together. Her life is not going to become mine. You’ve raised me better and I’m smarter than that, okay?” I said with sincerity.

The way my dad was now looking at me made me realize that my words just had the opposite effect of what I had intended. “Are you sexually active?!” he yelled out.

“No, daddy!” I screamed out.

“Smarter than that?! You’re sexually active, aren’t you?! Did you just try and tell me that you’re using birth control to make sure you don’t get pregnant?!” he barked out as Kara yelled out, “Xavier!”

“This is why you’ve been acting the way you have been? You’re worried that I’m going to get pregnant and screw up my life?!” I seethed.

“Look at you, Steffie. I see the attention you get!” he screamed out.

I felt like a volcano about to explode. He’d been acting like an overprotective crazy dad for no other reason than my body finally developing and seeing the way boys reacted to me! What did it matter?! He should trust me!

“I’m a guy Steffie, and I know how guys are. You’re going to find a boy that you like and he’s going to pressure you into doing something you’re not ready to do” he said with conviction.

Pressure me into doing something I don’t want to do?! He had to be joking! Like I could ever be pressured into doing anything I didn’t want to do! The volcano had now erupted.

“You should know me better than to think that I could be pressured into anything! I wasn’t pressured into trying to go to the party, I wanted to go! I wanted to go out with my friends and have fun, but I was forced into trying to sneak away to it because I know if I had asked you would have said no! I didn’t want to be dishonest with you but you’re making me act like this!” I yelled out.

With every word, I felt myself become angrier. We had always been so close, and he had always trusted me. Just because my looks changed meant that I was no longer trustworthy?! When my tits grew I suddenly became a different person?! I felt a combination of anger and betrayal consume my thoughts. He thinks he has something to worry about, but he doesn’t! I screamed into my head.

“You know what daddy?! If you’re worried about me becoming pregnant you don’t ever have to worry about that! For me to become pregnant not only would I have to be sexually active, but I would have to be sexually active with a boy! That’s never, ever going to happen because, newsflash, I don’t like boys! I like girls and unless you failed health class or live in some sort of alternate universe, a girl can’t impregnate another girl!” I yelled out with fury.

My dad now looked at me expressionless as Kara glanced at him. Kara looked away from my dad and then became fixated on me. She smiled and raised her eyebrows.

What did I just say? What did I just do? In anger did I just tell Kara and my dad that I’m a lesbian? As the sky is blue I knew the answer. My anger and fury were now immediately replaced with fear and anxiety. I slowly walked backward, spun around and ran into my bedroom.

How did this just happen? What is my dad thinking? Is he going to be upset? Is he going to be angry? Is he disgusted? What about Kara? Will she no longer want to be close to me because I confessed that I’m a lesbian? My hands began to shake uncontrollably, and my entire body soon followed. I slowly walked to my bed and threw my face into my pillow as I began to cry uncontrollably. At that moment I wanted to take back what I had said but I knew I couldn’t. There was no going back. As time went by I would momentarily remove my face from my pillow to watch the time change. I texted Nancy to tell her that I had been busted only to find out that she too had been busted and couldn’t go either. A little over an hour later I heard a knock on the door as my door slowly creaked open.

“Steffie, can we talk? I heard Kara ask.

I removed my face from the pillow and rolled over. I sat up leaning my back against the wall and raised my knees almost to my face as I looked at her with fear in my eyes.

“Can I sit down?” she asked as I nodded my head. She sat down next to me on the edge of my bed and smiled.

“Did you say what you said to us earlier because you want your dad to stop worrying so much or were you just being honest?” Kara asked me.

“Being honest,” I said with my voice wavering as again began to cry.

“Steffie, please don’t cry,” she said as pulled me into her and hugged me tightly.

“What do you think of me?” I asked Kara as I continued to cry.

“I think that you’re an amazing girl. You’re smart, outgoing and a great person. Most important is that you and I are friends and I hope someday that we’ll become family. No matter what I’m going to love you just like your dad will love you no matter what” she explained with a soothing and calming voice.

I pulled away from her slightly as she wiped the tears from my cheeks. I looked into her eyes and asked, “What do you think about what I said to you and daddy?”

She smiled with her warm smile and replied, “That doesn’t change anything between us or anything between you and your dad. You may wish that you said was said in a different way or time, but I promise you that nothing is going to change between any of us.”

“How long have you’ve known?” she asked as I replied, “I’ve always known. I wanted to talk to Bryce about it, but I was afraid, and the timing never seemed right.”

She began to gently rub my back and smiled. “If there is one thing that I knew about my uncle is that he loved you very much. It wouldn’t have mattered to him either.”

“I miss him,” I said as I began to cry which made Kara begin to cry as she replied, “Me too.”

“How is my dad taking this?” I asked with fear as she wiped her face with her hand and smiled. “Your dad is taking it really, really well,” she said.

We walked out of my bedroom and out into the yard where my dad was grilling steaks on his grill, listening to music while drinking a beer. He looked at me and made believe the beer bottle was a microphone as he lip-synched the song into the bottle which brought a smile to my face. He placed the bottle of beer onto the side of the grill and walked to me. He hugged me tightly, kissed me on my forehead and said, “I love honey. Let’s not argue like that anymore. You maybe want to catch a Brewers game with me next weekend?” I nodded my head and replied, “Yeah, sure daddy, sounds like fun.”

To this day, my father and I never had a conversation about my sexuality, not once. It wasn’t until years later that I realized how consumed with worry he had been with the thought of me reliving my mother’s life. That when I came out he knew that there was no possibility of that ever happening. You read and hear of these horror stories that gay people live through when coming out. The anger and disownment from family but my dad was relieved and Kara as she promised treated me no different than she had before. As far as my mom was concerned, it didn’t matter one way or another what she thought or how she felt. She wasn’t a part of my life and it was because that’s the way I wanted it to be.

That night the fear and anxiety I had felt over coming out to my dad and Kara vanished and then reappeared as I thought about Nancy. What was she going to think? If I told her would it lead her to end our friendship? I didn’t want to go back to school without her knowing. Part of me felt like I needed her to know so I decided that I was just going to tell her. If it mattered to her so much that she would throw away our life-long friendship because of my sexuality it would mean that she was never the best friend I thought she was.

As soon I awoke the next morning I went straight to Nancy’s house where I found her in the family room watching MTV. “My night sucked big time but at least we weren’t at the party,” she said.

“Why is that a good thing?” I asked with confusion as she smiled and replied, “The party was over before it got started. A neighbor called the cops and it got raided” she explained with laughter.

“Can we talk?” I asked her as shrugged her shoulders and replied, “I thought we were talking?”

I shook my head and said, “I need to tell you something in private” as she looked at me with confusion and responded, “Let’s go to my room.”

As we entered her room I locked the door closed behind us. “Many people live behind masks of uncertainty and doubt for nothing other than fear,” I said as she looked at me as if I had lost my mind and asked, “What in the hell are you talking about?”

I didn’t feel as I thought I would. I wasn’t afraid, and I wasn’t nervous. I looked Nancy right in the eyes and said, “I’m a lesbian” as I gave her a complete and total play by play about what happened last night between me, Kara and my dad.

Nancy looked at me and asked, “Are you sure? I mean how do you know if you haven’t kissed a guy or had sex yet?”

I smiled and replied, “How do you know you don’t like girls when you haven’t kissed a girl or had sex with one yet?”

She laughed and replied, “I just know, Steffie” as she realized she had just answered her own question.

“You’re not going to tell me you’re in love with me and want to have sex, are you?”

I laughed and responded, “No, Nancy. You’re not even my type.”

“Well what is your type?” she asked curiously as I smiled and replied, “Amanda Harper.”

“Amanda Harper?” she shrieked with laughter and continued, “She’s a pretentious cheerleader for God’s sake.”

“Not her personality, her looks” I explained.

Nancy shrugged her shoulders and asked, “What do you want to do today?” which completely took me off guard.

“What?” I asked with confusion as she glared at me and said, “Did you coming out make you lose your hearing?” as I shook my head.

“That’s it. I tell you I’m a lesbian and you ask me what I want to do today?” I asked.

“Well what the fuck would you like me to say?” she asked.

“I don’t know” I replied as I felt like I had just been slapped with an imaginary hand. I glared back at Nancy and asked, “Why aren’t you surprised that I’m gay?”

“I am surprised…wow, you’re gay…thank you for telling me” she said with her fake voice.

“Nancy!” I yelled at her.

“Okay, you’re my best friend…” she began to say as I cut her off and said, “Molly is your best friend.”

“You’re my best friend who’s not my sister,” she said through clenched teeth. “As I was saying before I was rudely interrupted, you’re my best friend and to be completely honest with you I may have had a suspicion about your sexuality,” she told me.

“Suspicion?” I asked her as she smiled and nodded her head. “You not once ever played with Ken when we played Barbie” as I looked at her and asked, “Really?”

“Really and you love everything Jessica Alba,” she said as a matter of fact.

“I really like Jessica Alba” I replied as she laughed and asked, “Why is that? It can’t be for her amazing acting skills” as I became insulted and replied, “I enjoy her movies and she’s hot.”

“Thank you for making my point,” she said with a smile. “Listen if you’re looking for me to freak out or anything it’s not going to happen. I don’t care that you want a girl to go down on you and stuff as I’m sure you don’t care that I would love for Steven Sanderson to bang the brains out my head” she said to me.

“You want Steven Sanderson to bang your brains out?” I asked with shock as she smiled and replied, “So bad. Anyway, you’re my best friend who happens to be gay. Now get over yourself and tell me what you want to do today.”

“We’re good then?” I asked as she replied, “When have we not been?”

“My house?” I asked as she smiled and replied, “Sure.”

When we got to my house Nancy had to be Nancy. When she saw my dad, she smiled at me and then locked onto him. “Xavier, you’re like my second dad and I want you to know how cool it is that you’re okay with Steffie being gay. I think I should tell you that I’m also gay and have the hots for your daughter. She just came out to me and I confessed my feelings to her. We’re now a couple so we’re just going to head into her bedroom and watch television if you know what I mean” she said with a serious voice.

“What?!” my dad yelled out in horror as Nancy began to hysterically laugh and said through tears of laughter, “You should have just seen your face. I wish I had a camera. I’m straight though, but If I was gay I would be gay for Steffie.”

Just as my relationship with my dad and Kara didn’t change neither did my relationship with Nancy. Truth be told it brought us closer together. My junior year of high school was difficult for me. I was getting a lot of attention due to my newly developed physique and was constantly being asked out which I always politely declined. I felt like I was a walking, talking and living lie. How many excuses could I and would I have to come up with? “My dad won’t let me date” was starting to become a running joke amongst the boys and girls who I was once friendly with weren’t as friendly. If it weren’t for Nancy I don’t know how I would have gotten through the year, but I did.

Two weeks before the senior year of high school was to begin, Nancy had a serious talk with me and told me how worried she was about me.

“Steffie, you can’t go through a senior year like you did this past year. We have a senior week, senior trip and a prom this upcoming year. What girl doesn’t want to go to the prom and what dad wouldn’t let his daughter go?” she said to me.

“I don’t know what to do,” I said with sadness.

“I’ve been doing a ton of thinking and I have an idea. We’re probably never going to see most of these people after we graduate. I’m sure there are girls and boys that are in your situation. Why not just be honest and come out. It could inspire others to do the same” she said.

“What are you getting at?” I asked her as she slid my laptop across my bed. “Summer of coming out. Post it on Facebook and by the time we go back to school, everyone will know. When everyone knows you don’t have to feel like your hiding anymore. Senior year only happens once.” she explained.

“I don’t know, Nancy. What does it matter anyway?” I asked.

“Exactly my point, Steffie. What does it matter? If people don’t want to associate with you any more than fuck them. At least you’ll be free to be who the fuck you are. Honestly, I don’t want to see you go through our senior year the way you went through last year.”

She was right. Why was I hiding and who was I hiding from? Myself! The most important people in my life didn’t care and if kids at school cared then forget them.

“You’re right, no more hiding,” I said with passion as I logged into my account.

“Only by speaking out can we create lasting change. That change begins with coming out. I’m a lesbian and I feel so much better every time I say it. I’m saying it to not only free myself but to free others who may find themselves hiding who they truly are. Be strong, be proud and love yourself for who you are and not for who you try to be for others” I wrote into my status. I clicked the update button and then changed my profile picture to the gay pride flag.

With seconds I heard Nancy’s phone go off with an alert. She smiled and hugged me tightly. “I’m so proud of you,” she said as she went into her account and published, “I’m not gay but my best friend is. If you have a problem with her, you have a problem with me so go f**k yourself if you do.” She also changed her profile picture to the gay pride flag.

Nancy and I spent the day reading comment after comment as they poured onto my wall. I hadn’t known what to expect but I didn’t expect the number of positive comments I received. Not all were, of course, positive, some were downright mean and disgusting but I felt free. “No straight girl would turn me down for a date” Sammy posted on my wall as Nancy replied, “Really?? Ask me out then.”

I remember walking to my locker on the first day of my senior year with Nancy walking beside me. It was like time was moving slowly and Nancy and I were walking in slow motion. As I scanned the faces that looked at me I saw different things. Smiles, the shaking of heads and frowns from boys. I also saw the shaking of heads and frowns from girls but some of the girls smiling took me off guard. Especially when I glanced at Regina Lance. She had a serious look on her face and then smiled at me as she brushed her long black hair over her right ear and smiled at me.

The first few weeks of school was eye-opening to me. Some girls that I had been friendly with I was no longer on speaking terms with. Others who I had never been friendly with I found myself speaking to. However, the most eye-opening experiences were those of “tells.” A quick glance, making eye contact and having a girl nervously look away, the slumping of shoulders as I had a conversation with a girl and the smiles. Different people do different things when they’re nervous and uncomfortable. However, there are a few things that people tend to do in these situations.

One is the crossing of arms. People tend to do this as I way to calm themselves, kind of like a self-hug. Others tend to run their hands across the front of their legs. This tells me that they feel like their hands are becoming uncomfortably sweaty and they want to dry their hands off. Another is being fidgety. For example, hands are in constant motion.

As the year progressed I can’t tell you the number of girls who I caught staring at me in classes and walking the hallways. It was only a little over a month into the school year when I noticed the things that Regina Lance was doing. She always seemed to be somewhere close to me. At lunch, a couple of tables away, at my locker a few lockers down, when changing classes a few feet behind me. She was never in front of me but always behind me. When we talked it seemed like she kept trying to keep whatever conversation we had going. She had a boyfriend the year before, but they had broken up during the summer. Regina was my type of girl. She had long black hair, light brown eyes and didn’t wear much makeup. She was petite and had a great smile.

“I think Regina is into me,” I said to Nany one night after school in her room.

“Isn’t Regina straight? She was dating Derek Antonio last year” she said to me.

I smirked and replied, “Only one way to find out.”

My dad was taking Kara away for a romantic weekend and I had the house to myself. The next day at school I was at my locker at the end of the day as I again found Regina at her locker fumbling around her bookbag. I walked right up to her and asked, “Do you have any plans for this weekend?”

“No, I don’t but why?” she asked as she crossed her arms.

“I see the way you look at me and I thought that we could hang out at my house so we can get to know each other better,” I said flirtatiously.

“I don’t know what you mean,” she said with a quivering voice.

I smiled at her and replied, “Yeah you do” as I handed her my cell phone with her name already typed in. She took my phone, typed in her number and handed the phone back to me.

“I’ll text you tonight with my address,” I said confidently.

As I told her I texted her with my address along with a time of 9 PM for Saturday night. She hadn’t texted me back, so I had no idea if she was going to show up or not. That was until a little past 9 PM when my doorbell rang.

She looked great in a pair of tight blue jeans and a light sweater that rested a little below her shoulders. “I didn’t think you were coming over,” I said to her as she replied, “I wasn’t sure if I was.”

I smiled and replied, “There’s no reason to be nervous around me” as she smiled and nodded her head. “Sorry,” she said as I smiled in reply.

We hung out in my living room and watched reality television as we made small talk. After a while, she looked at me and said, “The way you came out was so brave” with admiration.

“Thank you, Regina,” I said with happiness.

“Can we talk?” she asked as I asked in return “About what?”

“About how you knew,” she said with her voice quivering.

As we sat next to each other, I told her all about how I knew from a very young age and went on to say how I accidentally come out to my dad and his girlfriend in a fit of rage. I told her about why and how I told Nancy and Nancy’s reaction. How it was at Nancy’s suggestion that I came out the way I did.

“The thing is I don’t know if I am or I’m not,” she said with confusion.

“It’s pretty simple. Ask yourself if you’re attracted to girls” I said with an assuring voice.

She smiled and looked at me. “I’m, here aren’t I?” she said with nervousness ever present in her voice.

“Yeah, you are,” I said seductively as I leaned in and felt her lips with mine. Regina Lance had officially become the first person I had ever kissed. I remember thinking about how soft her lips were. As I removed my lips from hers she grabbed the back of my head and pushed my face toward her. Her tongue was now in my mouth. When my tongue touched hers, I became excited. We made out for a while as she looked at me with concern. “You’re not going to tell anyone about this, are you? She asked as I shook my head.

We began to French kiss and then I felt her hand go underneath my shirt and bra. When she touched my breast, I let out a gasp as she kissed me even more passionately. Before I knew what was happening my bra and shirt were off and so was hers. As we continued to kiss and touch each other’s breasts my entire body felt like had electricity running through it.

She got off the couch and got on her knees as she looked at me with lust in her eyes. As she stood on her knees she pushed me back onto the back of the couch. She slightly rose and placed her mouth over my nipple and begin to gently lick it. I grabbed the back of her head and moaned in pleasure. As she licked my nipple I felt her undo the button on my jeans and slowly unzip my zipper.

Is this really happening? I asked myself. As I questioned myself Regina pulled my jeans off as I was now on the couch in nothing but my panties. She kissed my vagina over my panties and then looked at me with the same look of lust she had previously. “Promise you’re not going to tell anyone,” she said as she breathed heavily.

“I promise,” I said as she slid my panties away from my crotch to the side. Is she about to do what I think she’s going to do? I asked myself as I answered my own question as said, “Yeah, she is” as I felt her tongue lick my vagina. As she licked me she started tugging on my panties. She stopped licking me as I slid my panties down to my ankles. Regina pulled my panties away and tossed them aside as she again licked my vagina.

My legs were now resting on her back as she wrapped her arms around my legs and licked me over and again. I thought we might hook up, but I never thought what was happening was even a possibility. As she licked me she began to rub my clitoris. She then started licked from my clitoris down and back up again. Up and down she continued until she inserted a finger into me. As she licked my clitoris she gently moved her finger in and out of me. I closed my eyes and became lost in the feeling. I began to rub my own breasts and gently pull on my nipples until I had the most intense orgasm of my life. I had given myself orgasms before, but I never had anyone else give me one.

She stopped licking me and wiped her face off with the inside of my leg. “I’m definitely not straight,” she said with a giggle as she glanced at the time on the cable box. “Shit…I need to go. My dad will murder me if I miss curfew” she said with panic. She kissed me and quickly put on her bra and sweater. “Can I see you again?” she said as I smiled and nodded my head.

Regina Lance was now not only the first girl I kissed but also the first girl I ever French kissed, the first girl who ever went down on me and the first girl who gave me an orgasm. I remember how happy I was. I was attracted to her and she was attracted to me. Whatever little doubt had existed in my mind over my sexuality would forever be gone from that moment on.

I know I had promised Regina I wouldn’t tell anyone, but I, of course, needed to tell Nancy the next morning. Regina should have known better. Like I wasn’t going to tell my best friend. 

“You slut,” Nancy said with laughter as I laughed and said, “What happened doesn’t make me a slut.”

“Whatever whore,” she said laughingly as I shook my head and asked, “What do you think this means between me and Regina?”

“How the hell should I know? She wants to see you again, so I guess she’s more than into you.

Nancy was right. Amongst the things that Regina was to me sexually she also became the first girl I ever fingered, went down on and gave an orgasm to. The thing about that time with Regina was that it was all about sex, nothing more. We didn’t show affection toward one another in school and were never seen together in public. We snuck around at night and fooled around wherever we could. We had sex whenever we could sneak it in at each other’s houses but that’s all it would ever be.

A month later I saw her making out with Derek Antonio in front of her locker. When he left to get his car to pick her up outside she walked over to me and said, “I just got back together with Derek. I can’t see you anymore.” I wasn’t hurt or even upset. I smiled and replied, “I’m happy for you. Guess I’ll see you around” as she smiled at me and said, “See you around.” As I went to walk away she grabbed my hand and gave me a tight hug. “Thank you,” she said with sincerity as I replied, “Thank you too.”

I was sexually attracted to her and sexually compatible but that’s all it was. Not once I had I looked at her and questioned what I felt toward her emotionally. I didn’t have to, I knew that there was nothing there. Regina was my first lover and for that, I will always think of her fondly, but it was Regina who taught me a very important lesson…sex doesn’t equate to love.

It felt like my senior year came and went in a blur. I wound up hooking up with three other girls but didn’t come close to doing anything close to what I did with Regina. Nancy and I were heading off to college after the summer, so I didn’t see a point in trying to start a relationship with anyone before leaving. Nancy on the other hand finally got her wish and had her brains banged out of her head by Steven Sanderson.

“It didn’t last long the first time around but the second and third time…holy shit” she had told me with an ear to ear smile. She told me she wanted to get serious with him but couldn’t bring herself to get there. She too came to the realization that trying to establish a relationship when leaving for college was pointless. She told him that they were through the day after prom. Poor Steven cried like a baby and told her that he would do whatever she wanted but she told him what she wanted most was to go their separate ways.

I fell in love with the University of Wisconsin-Madison on my campus visit and so did Nancy. Her parents were so happy that she was going to attend college and not follow in Molly’s footsteps that they were happy to pick up most of the rent on our off-campus apartment which was only a few minutes of walking distance to campus.  I had never seen my father cry before, but he cried like a baby the day he dropped me off at school. He didn’t cry in front of me but when he got into the car and thought I was out of sight I could see him bury his face in his hands and his shoulders move up and down. Kara jumped out of the passenger seat, walked across the front of the car, opened the driver side door and helped him into the other side of the car. I remember being sad and happy at the same time. I was sad that my dad cried but I felt happy that he loved me that much that he did.

I knew that there were more girls attending my school than guys I just didn’t expect the number of good looking, girls. Walking across campus and to classes was like walking through the halls of my high school but so different at the same time. There were so many girls that it made my head spin. It took me a few weeks to get used to it. It seemed like no matter where I was or where I looked there were girls. Even more so at night outside of campus. I felt like a kid in a candy store who had an infinite amount of money.

The first time Nacy and I used our fake id’s, to get into a bar I picked up a girl without even meaning to. She wasn’t even the one I was after! There was this amazing looking girl that was hanging out in front of the bar all night. She kept looking over at me and the more drinks I drank it felt the more she looked my way. She was tall, blonde and had an amazing body. I finally decided to make my move. I walked over to her and said, “You’re hot, we should hang out.”

“I’m sorry, what?” the girl said to me as I smiled seductively and repeated what I had said.

“Hang out how…I don’t even know you” she said to me as I smiled and said, “Hang out so we can get to know each other better. You know like a date?” confidently.

I watched her cheeks become rosy as she looked at me and said, “I’m flattered but I’m not into girls.” I was confused and asked, “Why were you looking at me all night?” as she replied, “I was looking at you look at me. I’m sorry.”

I laughed and said, “Not as sorry as I am. Sure I can’t change your mind?”

She laughed and replied, “Positive” as I began to walk away in defeat. That’s when I heard a girl say, “I’m jealous.”

I quickly turned my head to see a beyond cute girl with curly brown hair and black eyes gazing at me as she held a drink in her hand.

“Jealous? What are you jealous of?” I asked as the girl replied, “That you went after her and not me.”

“I’m Steffie,” I said as she smiled and said, “I’m Brenda.”

“Can I get you a drink?” I asked as she giggled and replied, “You must be a freshman. Girls who look like us don’t have to pay for drinks” she said with confidence.

“What do you mean?” I asked naively.

She spun her head around and said to a random guy. “Would you like to buy me and my friend a drink?” as the guy responded, “Why would I want to do that?”

“We’ll make it worth your while,” she said flirtatiously as she placed her hands on my hips and gave me a peck on my lips. The guy quickly brought us two drinks and we made out in the packed bar in front of him.

As soon as I finished my drink she said, “Let’s get out of here” as I replied, “I can’t I’m here with my friend.”

Brenda looked at me and said, “Let’s find her” as she grabbed my hand and we went looking for Nancy. We didn’t have to look long as Nancy was being hit on by a guy. From the look of things, I knew she didn’t mind.

“I’m leaving,” I said to Nancy as she smiled and said, “Me too. You have my number Carl so make sure to use it” she said as she gave him a kiss on the cheek.

As soon as we got outside it was as if the air made me realize how drunk I was. As Brenda grabbed my hand and tried to pull me toward her, Nancy grabbed my other hand and pulled me toward her. I looked at Brenda and said, “Give me a minute” as she let go of my hand.

“I’m going with her,” I said with a smirk as Nancy shook her head and replied, “Where is that?” I shrugged my shoulders and looked at Brenda. “Where are we going?” I asked as she quickly replied, “My place.”

Nancy looked at me and shook her head. She gripped onto my hand more tightly and said, “If you want to hang with her you have to come to our place.”

“Why are you being such a cock blocker?” Brenda blurted out. Nancy let go of my hand and looked at Brenda with daggers her in eyes. “You would need a cock for me to block your cock and since you don’t have a cock it just makes you a cunt!”

“Are you going to let her talk to me that way?!” Brenda yelled out. All I could do was laugh as Brenda looked at me with disdain and walked away from us.

“I could have had sex with her,” I said to Nancy as Nancy replied, “Or wound up in a fucking ditch. Smarten up, Steffie, we’re not at home anymore.”

When we got back to our apartment I was a little pissed off but quickly came to my senses. Nancy was right. I had no idea who Brenda was or even if that was her real name. I had no idea where she was going to take me, but I was going to leave with her. Nancy was into that guy at the bar but instead of rushing things, she gave him her number and told him to use it. As I felt myself drift off to sleep that night I said to myself, “Smarten up, Steffie.”

When I awoke in the morning I went into my desk and pulled out a marble notebook. On the front cover, I wrote the letters L.L. for Lessons Learned. I began to write sentence after sentence, “Sex does not equate to love. No need to rush things. Alcohol and attraction is a dangerous mix. Never leave the place with the person unless you know for a fact where you’re going.  Get their phone number or give them yours. Later is always okay.” When I started my L.L. marble notebook I had no idea the path I was about to travel. In fact, I wouldn’t truly know until my junior year of college.

As my freshman year progressed I added more sentences to my notebook. “Ask how many drinks they’ve had. Ask if they’re in a relationship. Ask who they’re in a relationship with. Even when you think you’re in love, know you’re in love before you say anything.” Four sentences added to my notebook due to three different girls.

I picked up a girl name Josie at a bar one night and took her back to my apartment. I had thought she may have had too much to drink but knew for a fact once she puked all over me in bed as she laid on top of me hence ask how many drinks they’ve had. Henrietta was a girl who I picked up at a coffee spot close to campus. She was sexy, funny and witty and very engaged hence ask if they’re in a relationship and with who. During my second semester of freshman year, I met a girl named Kelly who I thought was the total package. We had a class together and were becoming friends. She was gorgeous, intelligent, funny and I was attracted to her. I really liked her and thought about getting serious with her, but the sex was terrible. When I say terrible I mean terrible. She was like a dead fish in bed. She just laid there. I wanted to end things with her but felt bad about doing it. That was until she told me she loved me out of the blue one day. I made her realize that she didn’t love me when I berated her with question after question. Questions such as, “What’s my favorite color, what’s my favorite food, my favorite movie and so on. When she could answer even when I broke it off by saying, “How could you possibly love me when you don’t even know me?” By the time my freshman year ended I had pages of lessons within my marble notebook with sentences devoted to the girls that I had experiences with.  Carl did call Nancy and they went from hot and heavy at the beginning to flame out by the end of the year.

The summer between my freshman and sophomore year of college was amazing and began shortly after Kara picked me up from school at drove me home. As we pulled to the front of the house, in the driveway sat a cherry red 1969 Chevrolet Chevelle Super Sport. My dad was talking to an older guy and the discussion looked serious. I looked at Kara who was fixated on my dad. When I went to get out of the car Kara grabbed my arm and shook her head. “Let them finish,” she said nervously. I couldn’t hear what my dad was saying but the result was a giant smile on his face as he and the man shook hands and the man wrote a check while leaning on the roof of the car.

The man got into an SUV and drove off as Kara clapped her hands and excitedly ran out of the car and into the driveway. She jumped into my dad’s arms as he hugged her and kissed her lips. I got out of the car and asked, “Daddy, what’s going on?”

“A $35,000 profit is what’s going on!” he exclaimed and continued, “I love this!”

“What are you talking about?!” I exclaimed as my dad smiled and replied, “Let’s get your bags out of the car and then I’ll fill you in.”

My dad explained that he was getting burned out after so many years selling cars. He told me that on the way home after he and Kara dropped me off they stopped to get something to eat. He parked in the back of a diner and there stood a beat up 1969 Chevrolet Chevelle Super Sport with a for sale sign. He called the number on the for-sale sign and waited over two hours until the owner showed up. He gave the man a low-ball offer, the man accepted, and he spent months fixing the car.  “$20 grand all in and I just sold that bad boy for $55,000!” he said with glee. He walked to the garage and opened the garage door where a gleaming Trans Am sat.

“1977 Pontiac Trans AM that I sold online. Transport carrier will be here tomorrow for pick up. $15,000 profit and all I did was gave it a paint job.

That summer my dad quit his general manager’s job at the dealership to start his own business, “Xavier’s Classics.” That summer Jeffrey Weinstein, Esq. was arrested for five counts of sexual abuse when a thirteen-year girl confided to her mother that Jeff had sexually assaulted her at his office after a “Legal Eagles” meeting, a non-profit that Jeff operated for young girls interested in becoming lawyers. That summer my dad proposed to Kara and that summer I met Nicole Crisci.

I was at the mall with Kara the day after my dad proposed and she obviously accepted. I went shopping for clothes at a store that was going out of business as Kara went to get her hair done. The store was a zoo! Out of the corner of my eye, I saw the leather jacket that I wanted but couldn’t afford for 70% off. One left and in my size! I sprinted to the jacket. I felt satisfaction as I reached out to pull it off the rack. I grabbed hold of it but when I tried to take possession I felt resistance. What the hell?

“I was here first, it’s mine!” I heard a girl’s voice yell out.

“Bullshit, it’s mine!” I yelled back as I turned my head in the direction of the voice.

There stood the most attractive girl I had ever seen. She was a little taller than me, had long black hair and the most amazing gray eyes I’ve ever seen to this day.

“I have all day. I don’t have a thing to do other than hold onto this jacket until you tap out” she said with confidence.

“Let’s see how long it takes me to tap out then,” I said with venom.

We both held onto the jacket and glared at each other.

“I’m sure your boyfriend won’t care if you get this jacket or not,” she said sarcastically as I snapped, “I don’t have a boyfriend. I ‘m into girls that look like you.”

“Are you saying that to freak me out, so I let go?” she asked with an expressionless face.

“Just being honest but if you are freaked out then great, just let go” I replied as I blew her an air kiss.

“So, you like girls who look like me?” she asked again with no expression.

“Do I ever” I said in a seductive voice.

“Let go of the jacket and I’ll give you my number,” she said as she raised and lowered her eyebrows.

“Like I would fall for that? You can easily give me a fake number” I replied coolly.

“Why would I do that?” she said with a laugh.

“I guess you want the jacket that bad” I replied with a laugh of my own.

“How about, you let go of the jacket and we go on a date?” she said with a smirk.

“As I said, I’m not falling for a fake number trick!” I fumed.

“No tricks. You let go of the jacket and we can go on a date now” she said with an ear to ear smile.

I gazed into her eyes and by her body language, I knew she wasn’t lying. I did want the jacket but not as much as I wanted to get to know this girl.”

“Fine, I’m Steffie,” I said with a smile as she quickly replied, “Steffie for Stephanie?” as I shook my head and responded, “Steffie for Steffie.”

“I’m Nicole. Nice to meet you Steffie” she said with such a sincere voice I loosened my grip on the jacket.

“As soon as I let go of this jacket you’re out of here, right?” I asked as she giggled and replied, “Yeah with you.”

“I’m here with my dad’s fiancé. I don’t have a ride home” I said to Nicole as she smiled and said, “Lucky for you I have my aunt’s car. I can drive you home.”

“Why would you want to go on date with me?” I asked curiously as she gazed into my eyes and replied, “I think you’re really pretty and I’d like to hang out.”

The look on her face, the look in her eyes and her posture made me trust her. I let go of the jacket as she smiled and spun around with the jacket.

“Thank you,” she said with a smile and a giggle as she put her right hand out. I took hold of her hand and walked with her to the cashier. She paid for the jacket and asked, “So where are you taking me?” as I laughed and replied, “I have no clue.”

As Nicole and I gazed into each other’s eyes outside the store along came Kara.

“Ready to go?” she asked.

“Actually, I’m going to hang out with my friend Nicole. I hate to bail but I haven’t seen her in a while” I said to Kara.

I knew that Kara knew that I had just met Nicole, but she simply smiled and replied, “Not a problem. Call me later if you need a ride” as she slowly walked away from us. As she walked she turned her head, made eye contact with me and smiled.

“Your dad’s fiancé?” Nicole asked as I replied, “That was Kara.”

“So, my long-lost friend, where are you taking me?” she asked with humor as I looked at my watch and replied, “The beach.”

“There are beaches in Wisconsin?” she asked with amazement.

“Beaches and parkland are Wisconsin,” I said to Nicole as she laughed and responded, “I had no idea.”

“I take it you’re not from here. Where are you from?” I asked.

“New York…Queens to be exact” she answered.

“You don’t have an accent,” I said with bewilderment.

“Accents are Brooklyn and Staten Island. I’m from Queens so I speak normally” she said with what I knew as a New York accent. I couldn’t stop myself from laughing.

“I like your laugh,” she said to me as I smiled and replied, “How about this laugh?” as I laughed with a weird nasal sound.

“No, not so much” she laughed.

I had never hit it off with someone so quickly. We spent hours walking on the beach and talking. I learned that her parents had just moved to Wisconsin for her father’s job and that she would be going back to New York at the end of the summer to live with her grandparents where she would continue attending college. I also learned that she was an only child and although she had toyed with the idea of moving with her parents she couldn’t bring herself to part with her friends and the only life she has ever known.

It was getting late and the sun had already gone down. I looked at her and said, “I like you.”

Nicole smiled and responded, “I do too. It’s always nice to make a new friend.”

I gazed into her eyes and said, “I was thinking I like you as more than a friend.”

Her eyes opened wide as she replied, “Oh, I’m sorry, did you think this was really a date?”

My heart felt like it sank, and I got this weird feeling in the pit of my stomach. I looked at her and replied, “Yeah…you was the one who said I could take you on a date.”

She looked at me with a mischievous look and laughed. “I’m sorry, I just felt like messing with you.” 

We closed the distance between us and kissed. As we kissed I couldn’t help but think that the entire not was damn near perfect. All I did was try to buy an on-sale jacket and now I was at the beach kissing this beautiful girl I had met because of it.

As damn near perfect that night was, so was the rest of that summer. Nicole and I were together every day. Although Nancy was spending the summer at Molly’s apartment in Milwaukee and helping her with her blossoming career in real estate, we still were able to hang out a few times a week. Nicole and Nancy for whatever reason hit it off from the start. Nicole told me that Nancy had a New York attitude and Nancy said I looked happy which made her happy.  My dad and Kara liked her, and her parents liked me. Nicole hadn’t come out to her parents, so I played along as if we were nothing more than friends even though it was the furthest thing from the truth.

Nicole and I had hung out for three weeks straight before we became intimate. I drove her to my off campus, apartment and showed her around campus and the area. I took her to the club where Nancy and I partied most and had an amazing time. We arrived back at my apartment dripping with sweat from spending most of the night dancing.

“I need a shower in the worst way,” I said out loud as Nicole looked at me and replied, “Me too.” She extended her right hand and asked, “Shall we?”

We began to passionately kiss. We continued to kiss as we both entered the bathroom. I stopped kissing her only long enough to turn the shower on as we caressed each other. As we French kissed we slowly undressed each other. She had the most amazing body I had ever seen. Her breasts were perky, and she has perfect small pink nipples. She was shaven bare below. We entered the shower as I turned my back to her and now faced the front of the shower wall, directly underneath the shower head. As the water crashed over my body Nicole kissed my necks and began to rub my breasts and nipples. I moaned with pleasure as I felt her hand reach around my leg and touch my crotch. I turned my head back toward her as we again began to kiss and then she touched me. It wasn’t that she was touching me that turned me on so much it was the way she was touching me. It was soft, sensual and it was like she was in my head. It was as if she was reading my mind. I felt connected to her as I had never been connected to another. I don’t remember how long she touched me, but I do remember having the most intense orgasm of my life up to that point in time.

After I had the orgasm I turned around and we French kissed. As we kissed we switched positions and I washed her entire body, from head to toe. We again switched positions and I turned the water off as we kissed. Neither of us dried our bodies as we exited the shower and walked into my bedroom. As we again kissed I gently pushed her onto my bed and placed my body on top of hers. As we kissed, and I gazed into her eyes I knew exactly what she wanted. I slowly kissed and licked her nipples. I slowly kissed down the middle of her stomach and then tasted her. She had the most unique taste. She was tangy but more so sweet. As I went down on her she gently swayed her hips into my face as I soon become drenched in her juices. I wanted her to feel the way she had made me feel earlier and I knew that I had as soon as her body began to convulse. She was the opposite of a screamer. Had it not been for the jerking of her body and the way she gripped the back of my head I wouldn’t have known that she had an orgasm. I removed myself from in between her legs, kissed up her stomach and then kissed her passionately.

That was the first time Nicole and I had become intimate, but it would be far from the last. We couldn’t get enough of each other and I loved every moment of it. I had plenty of sex up until my time with Nicole, but it just wasn’t sex between me and her. It was something so much more. As the days of summer dwindled all I knew in my heart was that I didn’t want her to leave. It was like hearing Bryce talk to me. “All things must eventually come to an end” I heard play in my head over and again and of course it did. She went to community college in New York because her dad simply couldn’t afford private college. Transferring to my school wasn’t a possibility due to the cost and I couldn’t just up and transfer to a school in New York with my dad’s approval which I would have never have received.

Nicole and I agreed that when it was time for her to leave that we shouldn’t stay in touch. I would be in Wisconsin and she would be in New York. Staying in touch would only make it more difficult to go on with our separate and apart lives and it wouldn’t be beneficial to either of us. Her dad would only be in Wisconsin until the end of the year and would then be transferred to California which meant she wouldn’t ever be in Wisconsin to visit with her parents. When would I ever visit New York? I had no family living there so when it was time for things to end they did.

I didn’t think saying goodbye to Nicole the day before she was flying back to New York would be as difficult as it was. We both knew the day was coming but it didn’t prevent either of us from crying and holding each other tightly as we lightly kissed each other’s lips. As I gazed into her eyes that day I knew what I felt for Nicole was something I had never felt before. I know for certain that I wasn’t in love with her, but I do think that I could have had we spent more time together. At the end of the day, it didn’t matter. When I awoke the following morning, I knew her plane was in the air and I would probably never see or hear from her again. I was sad, depressed and a bit angry. That morning I opened my L.L. marble notebook and entered the sentence, “Timing is everything.”

I hate to admit this, but I may have Facebook stalked Nicole for a few weeks after returning to college. That was until she made her profile private. We had agreed to go our separate ways and to not stay in touch so sending her a friend request was out of the question. For a little over the first month of school, I didn’t feel like partying much and had no desire to even try to get with another girl.

“Steffie, we’re in college. We’re here to have fun and party. After this is all said and done we’re never going to be able to do this again. This is once in a lifetime so stop moping over a girl you’re never going to see or hear from again” Nancy said to me on Thursday night. She was right, going away to college wasn’t ever going to happen again. I could continue to sulk over Nicole or I could seize the opportunity before me. I was there to have fun and party and did I ever!

I was a non-stop party machine! I went almost every night of the week and I was on a hot streak. I can’t tell you for certain what the actual percentage of lesbian or bisexual girls there are in the world, but I can tell you that at my college it felt like they all converged into one place just for me. I had some great times and some not so great times. There was this girl who I had my eye on for a while that year and when I finally got with her it felt like I had just climbed Mt. Everest. I worked overtime on this girl. What was her name again? Something with an A. Ashley, Abby, Ailene? Oh, I remember now, Ana! Long story short I finally got her back to my apartment. We got all hot and heavy and I went down on her. After she had an orgasm she looked at me like she wanted to die, literally die. She put her hands over her face, yelled out, “I can’t believe that just happened!”, started to cry and put her pants on leaving her panties behind. Needless to say, I never hooked up with her again and she never even made eye contact with me again no matter how many times I saw her.

I wish I could say that was the only time things like that happened, but it wasn’t. I had a class with this smoking hot girl named Jasmine. She gave me every cue in the book. She looked away when I made eye contact with her, blushed when I flirted with her and told me she was straight even though she would flirt back. Long story short again, we wound up spending close to a month having a sexual relationship when out of nowhere one day she told me she couldn’t see me anymore because she was straight and was just experimenting.

That year my life consisted of partying like a Rockstar and hooking up with one girl after the next with none of my hookups meaning anything. It wasn’t that I wanted this to happen. All I really wanted was to find my perfect someone but deep down inside I felt that I had already met and parted with the one person in the world who I was meant to be with, Nicole. I thought of her often and still do, although not as much. I would find myself wondering where she was, what she was doing and if she thought of me as much as I thought of her. I can’t tell you how many times I went to bed imagining that we were living happily ever after.

The summer following my sophomore year was much the same as the previous year. Nancy again spent the summer with Molly in Milwaukee but unlike the previous summer, we barely saw each other although we of course talked and texted all the time. Unlike the previous summer, I didn’t have Nicole either. I didn’t have anyone special in my life and I was okay with that. I spent the summer hanging out with my dad whose business was beginning to boom as well as with Kara. That summer I felt closer to Kara as I ever had. She was indeed like the big sister I never had and never knew I wanted.

At the start of my junior year of college, I would go down a path I never thought I would have that would forever change my life. By this time, I was practically broke even with the money my dad gave me for helping him with his business. I knew I couldn’t party like I had the year before and that I had to get a job! I was in despair. I would have to get some crappy minimum wage job which would cut into my personal party time and if I was lucky I could make enough to go out for a cheap lunch or dinner and maybe party once a week. That was until it felt like fate intervened.

I was walking across campus to one of my classes when out of the corner of my eye I saw this ridiculously hot girl out of the corner of my eye. As I walked I spotted a bench and decided to take a seat so I could get a much better look at her. Yup, I wanted her! I stared at her until she made eye contact with me directly across from where I was sitting, and she was standing. She had just finished having a conversation with a guy who gave her a kiss on the lips and walked away. When we locked eyes, I gazed at her expressionless as she looked at me in the same way. I waited for a signal, any signal as my mind went through my imaginary filing cabinet. There it was! A quick smile and a look at the floor. She knew I was looking at her and she liked it.

I calmly walked over to her and handed her my cell phone.

She looked at me with confusion and said, “Why did you just hand me your cell phone?”

I smiled and replied as a matter of fact, “So you can give me your number.”

“Why would I do that?” she asked with nervousness as I smiled at her seductively and replied, “Because you want me to take you out on a date.”

She laughed and replied, “I’m sorry but I have a boyfriend.”

I giggled and replied, “I’m sure he wouldn’t mind” as she shook her head and responded, “I don’t think so” as she handed me my cell phone and continued to ask, “Why do you want my number anyway?”

I smiled with lust in my eyes and replied, “I think you’re extremely beautiful and I think you think that I’m at minimum cute.”

She laughed and replied, “Yeah, you are cute but I’m straight so…” as I cut her off and said, “You think I’m cute but don’t yet understand what it is you’re feeling right now which is more than okay. You may think you’re straight but the fact that you’re talking to me right now and want to give me your number has you a little freaked out.”

She looked at me curiously and asked, “Why would I be freaked out?”

I smiled and let out a small laugh. “You’re freaked out because you think you’re straight but since you want to give me your number you’re realizing that you may be bi which is also okay. I mean we’re in college and if not for college where would enjoy all these new experiences” I answered as I again handed my cell phone to her.

She bit her bottom lip and typed her phone number into my cell phone. I smiled as she handed me back my phone and said, “Nice to meet you April, I’m Steffie” as I extended my right hand and she shook it while blushing.

“Nice to meet you to Steffie, but if I don’t go now I’m going to be late for class” she replied.

“I wouldn’t want that to happen, so I’ll call you and we can make plans, April,” I said with confidence as she smiled as nodded her head.

April did give me her number that day, but I wasn’t going to call her. I already knew that the guy she had kissed on the lips earlier was her boyfriend and she told me she was straight. All this could ever possibly be is us maybe fooling around me going down the same path I didn’t want to travel yet again. At the end of it, she would tell me she was straight or experimenting and I would have wasted my dwindling time on a girl where things would eventually wind up going nowhere.

As she walked away I placed my cell phone into my back pocket and started to walk toward my class as I heard a voice yell out, “That was fucking amazing!”

I quickly spun my body around in the direction of the voice as I found a cute guy now standing within inches of me.

“What was amazing?” I asked as he excitedly said, “That girl shot you down like four times and you still walked away with her number.”

I laughed and replied, “You think that was amazing watch this” as I texted April a simple, “Have a great day” as I received a reply in seconds that read, “Thanks, you too” and showed it to him.

“Teach me!” he yelled out as I laughed.

“Why would I do that? At the end of the day, I’m a girl and the last thing us girls need is another asshole trying to get into our panties. Have a nice day” I replied.

As I began to walk away he jumped in front of me and blocked my path. “I’ll pay you!” he yelled out as I shook my head.

“Like I said, not interested” as he quickly replied, “It’s not for girls it’s for one girl.”

I looked at him with disbelief and replied, “Nice try” as I attempted to walk around him as he again blocked my path.

“Please, I’m desperate,” he said as I laughed and responded, “That’s your first problem. You’re a good-looking guy. Gain some confidence and I’m sure you can bang her brains out.”

“I don’t want to bang her brains out…yeah, I do but it’s more than that. I want to be with her and I don’t know how to make it happen, please” he said with desperation.

He looked so desperate and powerless I couldn’t bring myself to walk away. “What’s your name lover boy?” I asked as he quickly replied, “Danny, I mean Daniel.”

“Look, Danny, If I don’t start walking to class now I’m going to be late and if I’m late Professor Franklin won’t let me in, so I need to go,” I said to him.

“Not a problem. I’m finished with my classes for today, so I’ll walk with you” he replied as I looked at his hopeful face and said, “Fine.”

As we walked I told Danny, “Tell me about her” as his face lit up.

“She’s the most beautiful girl I’ve ever seen. She’s smart and she’s so nice. When I hear her voice it’s like my heart skips a beat. I want to ask her out, but I can’t. I get all tongue tied and scared” he explained to me.

“Does she even know you’re alive?” I asked comically as he nodded his head.

“Have you ever hung out with her?” I asked as he shook his head and replied, “No, but I really, really want to.”

“What’s her name?” I asked with curiosity as he replied, “Skyler.”

As we walked I couldn’t help but think that Danny looked familiar. As we continued to walk I said, “Take off your glasses” as he immediately did what I said.

“Aren’t you in my Sociology class?” I asked as he smiled and replied, “Professor McVey on Wednesday’s?”

“Skyler? Skyler Donovan? She’s in our class too, isn’t she?” I asked with amusement as he smiled from ear to ear and nodded his head as I already knew the answer to my own question.

“Describe her. Does she have huge boobs and a fat ass?” I asked him again with amusement.

“I don’t know! She has normal sized boobs and a nice butt” he replied with exasperation.

“So why her of all girls?” I asked seriously.

“I’m drawn to her. She has the most amazing eyes. When she looks at me I can’t describe how I feel. She has these amazing lips and the cutest smile. When she smiles she has a small dimple that forms only in her left cheek” he answered me.

I again asked, “Why her?” as he quickly replied, “Because I need to know. She could be the love of my life, but I’ll never know because I’m too much of a pussy to ask her out. If she were to shoot me down, I’d want to take a long walk off a short pier. If I got together with her and didn’t work out for whatever reason I could live with that, but I just want a chance to find out.”

“I don’t know Danny. What do I get out of this?” I asked.

“As I said, I’ll pay you!” he said with excitement.

“What it’s worth to you lover boy?” I asked comically.

“You tell me” he quickly replied.

I stopped walking and stared at his hopeful and desperate face. Skyler Donavan? I asked myself. She wasn’t my type at all but apparently, she was Danny’s type. Skyler was all of five feet two inches tall if that although she did have huge boobs and a voluptuous butt. She had long red hair that ended just past her shoulders and beautiful green eyes. All in all, she was a small hot package. If I was into redheads and short girls I would have approached her myself but since I’m not I never did.

Danny was cute, tall, had short dark black hair and light brown eyes. He was fit and dressed well. I thought for a moment and decided to throw out what I felt was a ridiculous figure. He didn’t need my help, he just needed confidence. This would be easy. All I needed was for him to get her number and have her agree to a date.

“Five hundred bucks, cash and one week of training, no refunds” I blurted out as he balled his hands into two fists and replied, “Not a fucking problem!”

I was floored! I took Danny’s cell phone number and somehow managed to make it to class on time. I waited until we had a Sociology class together until I gave him an answer. I sat in the back of the room and looked around as I watched Skyler take a seat toward the front of the room in the second row. I quickly removed myself from my seat and took a seat in the front row toward the right side of the room so I could get a full view of her.

Danny walked into the classroom with a baseball cap pulled over his eyes so far down the brim hit the top of his glasses. He smiled at Skyler as he walked passed her as she smiled back. This is going to be the easiest five-hundred dollars of my life I thought to myself her body language said to me. Sit next to her! I yelled out in my head as Danny instead took a seat in the very last row. I again quickly removed myself from my seat and took a seat next to him.

I hit his arm and said loudly, “Danny you’re so funny” with a giggle as I watched Skyler spin her head around and look at me and Danny.

“What?” he asked in a low voice as I replied, “Danny! If you’re going to flirt with me at least do it after class or at my place” I said in a loud enough voice, so the room could hear.

It took him a minute to catch on, but he did. “Sorry,” he said with a laugh as I made eye contact with Skyler and winked at her. She looked like she wanted to murder me! Her nostrils were flared, and she took a deep breath. She exhaled and quickly turned away from us in disgust.

I smiled at him and said, “As I said, five hundred cash and I come to you tonight for training.”

“You got it,” he said in a low voice but body language that read “I’m so excited my head may explode.”

Danny lived on campus and gave me his location and room number via text after class. As we had agreed I showed up to his dorm room a little past 8 PM.

As soon as I walked in, Danny handed me an envelope with five crisp one-hundred-dollar bills. I smiled and nodded my head. “Let’s get this started,” I said with confidence. It was indeed the easiest five-hundred dollars I ever made. He was quick to catch on and all it took for me to give him the confidence he needed was to say to him, “Look at you, you’re hot. All you need to do is wear your contacts, comb your hair like you’re out on the prowl and sit next to her in class. Man up, look her dead in the eye and hand her your cell phone. All you need to say is give me your number, so I can take you out and you’re exactly where you need to be” I said with conviction.

The following Wednesday, Danny did exactly as I had instructed him, and Skyler did exactly what I expected her to do. Like I said, the easier five-hundred dollars I ever made. A little over a week later, on a Sunday morning, Danny texted me with the words, “I need you to come over now!” I was still drunk from Saturday night but managed to roll out of bed, throw on a pair of sweatpants, a tee-shirt and walk out of my apartment.

By the time I made it to Danny’s dorm room, I felt like I wanted to puke and die at the same time. Danny was waiting for me outside of his dorm room with a look of complete and utter happiness.

“You look like a truck ran you over” he laughed as I replied, “I wish.”

We went into his dorm and he closed the door behind him. “What’s the 911?” I asked as he smiled at me and pointed across the room. “I need you to do for him what you did for me!” he exclaimed. I looked in the direction of his pointed finger and laughed hysterically.

“What’s so funny?” Danny asked me with concern.

“With you, I had something to work with. I can’t do anything with that!” I laughed with my inner Nancy coming out as I looked at the slightly overweight sad looking boy who was in desperate need of a haircut.

“I told you Danny…” the boy said.

“Who’s that?” I asked Danny as he smiled and replied, “My roommate Brandon.”

“I’m here on a Sunday morning still drunk for what?!” I exclaimed as Brandon shyly said, “For me.”

I opened my mouth wide and looked at Danny. “What in the hell did you tell him?!” I asked with anger.

“All I told him was how you helped me. He wants you to help him too” he said with hope.

I shook my head and replied, “With you, I had something to work with, with that there’s not much I can do.”

“Please, Steffie!” Brandon said out loud as I snapped my head and became affixed to his face.

“You helped Danny. Please help me” he said with sadness.

Danny looked at me and said, “Tell him what he needs to do, and he’ll do it. He’s all in.”

“Seriously?” I asked Danny as he smiled and nodded his head.

“Why?!” I yelled out.

Danny looked at Brandon and said, “Tell her.”

“I can’t stop thinking about her. She’s my dream girl but she won’t ever look at me in the way that I need and want her to” he said with such sadness that I felt like I wanted to cry. Probably because I was still drunk, but I still felt like I wanted to cry.

“Does she know you’re alive?” I asked as he quickly replied, “I tutor her.”

“So, she's paying you to help her with a class?” I asked as he smiled and replied, “No, I tutor her for free.”

I couldn’t help but laugh. “Why would you do that?” I asked as he quickly replied, “How else could I spend time with her?”

“Fine, tell me about her?” I asked with dread.

“She’ so hot! She has long blonde hair, light blue eye, and an amazing body!” he yelled out with excitement as I looked at Danny and shook my head.

“Tell her why Daphne” Danny said with all seriousness.

“It’s Daphne. She such a good person but her she keeps choosing guys that treat her like crap. She’s so naïve, it’s like she needs to choose one dick after another when the only guy who could ever make her happy is right in front of her. I know we’re meant to be together but she’s her and I’m me” he said with such sadness it almost broke my heart.

“Do you have a picture of her?” I asked curiously as Brandon nodded his head and smiled. He grabbed his cell phone and handed it to me.

I took one look at the picture on the phone and then looked at Brandon again. “I’m sorry but there’s only so much I can do. I’m sorry Brandon but a girl who looks like that and a guy who looks like you just isn’t going to happen” I said with sincerity.

“I told you this was a waste of time Danny,” he said with an upset voice.

Danny looked at me with hope and said, “Please, Steffie.”

“Get out of bed and come here!” I yelled at Brandon. He quickly jumped out of bed and looked at me as he stood in a pair of tight briefs and a stained tee-shirt.

“What the hell is that on your shirt?” I asked with disgust as he smiled and replied, “I was eating Cheese Doodles last night.”

What the hell? You must be kidding me?! “Is that what I think it is?!” I seethed as he quickly covered his crotch and smiled awkwardly. “Sorry, it’s really early and you’re really pretty.”

“Nope, not a damn chance. You might as well as take five-hundred out of the bank and burn it. Thanks, but no thanks!” I yelled out.

“I’ll pay you two-thousand dollars!” Brandon yelled out.

Two-thousand dollars?! Did he just say two-thousand dollars?! I smiled and replied, “You have my attention.”

“So, we’re good, then?” he asked.

“Nope, we’re far from good. You need to make some big-time changes and unless you do exactly what I say as I say it the deal is off! By the way, all in cash and no refunds. Dismiss what I say once, and you’re out of luck” I said as I looked at Danny and mouthed, “I’m going to kill you.”

“Thank you!” Brandon exclaimed as he attempted to hug me. “Thanks, but no thanks,” I said sarcastically as I continued, “I’ll be in touch” as I snapped a picture of Brandon on my cell phone and told him to text me the picture of Daphne.

I looked at Danny and said, “Take him shopping, get him a haircut and take him to the gym with you” as Danny nodded his head in agreement. As I left the dorm and walked back to my apartment all I could to myself was what did I just get myself into?

As I recovered from my night of partying in my apartment I looked at the picture I had taken of Brandon and the picture of Daphne that Brandon texted me with. Based on looks alone I felt there was no way that I could do anything to help Brandon. I printed the pictures and placed the images next to each other. I heard Nancy come home and I called her into my bedroom.

“Nancy, look at these two people and tell me if it’s possible for the two to be dating,” I said to her.

She looked at the pictures and smiled. She shrugged her shoulders and replied, “Maybe. I mean is he a nice guy?” she asked.

“I’m not sure” I replied.

“If the roles were reversed I would say no but girls just aren’t as shallow as boys. Besides he’s not terrible looking. If he lost a few pounds and get rid of the mop on his head, she may think he’s cute or something” she said to me.

“Why are you asking anyway?” Nancy asked me.

“He wants me to set him up with her” I replied.

“Do you think she’ll go for it?” she asked me as I shrugged my shoulders and responded, “I guess I’m about to find out.”

At that moment I heard the buzzer to the apartment ring. “Are you expecting someone?” I asked Nancy as she replied, “It’s just Kevin.”

I liked Kevin. He was cute, tall, a bit of a nerd but a great guy with an awesome sense of humor. Kevin and Nancy became fast friends as they both shared the same major and had a ton of classes together. They became study buddies and good friends. They became such good friends that when Nancy had a bad date or was seeing someone that she liked that didn’t work out she would tell Kevin as well as me all about it.

When Kevin arrived, I took both pictures and showed them to her. “I know her,” Kevin said to me.

“What’s she like?” I asked.

“She’s really nice and super shy,” he told me.

“Super shy?” I asked with shock.

“She has a boyfriend?” I asked as he thought for a moment and replied, “I think she was seeing someone, but I don’t think she is anymore.”

“You ever think of asking her out?” I asked Kevin.

He smiled and replied, “She’s not my type.”

“She’s not your type? She looks like everyone’s type” I said with humor as he looked at Nancy and asked, “Ready?”

Nancy nodded her head and responded, “Yeah, let's get this done” as they entered her bedroom.

I felt that Kevin was into Nancy, but Nancy wasn’t into him at all. Besides Kevin was officially in Nancy’s friend zone. It’s easy for a guy to enter the zone but difficulty to exit. Was Brandon already in Daphne’s friend zone? If he was my job was going to quickly become mission impossible.

I quickly texted Brandon and asked, “Does she know how you feel about her?” A few seconds later I received a reply of, “No!” which made me relax. There’s no need to rush this I thought to myself. That day I put a plan of action together and met with Brandon a few days later to go over it. “No contact for one month!” I exclaimed to him.

“A whole month? Why?” he asked me with despair.

I smiled and replied with confidence, “Shock and awe buddy.”

The plan of action was quite simple. By Daphne not seeing Brandon for a month she would more than notice his changes. She’ll be able to see that he’s been working out, that he dresses better and that he cares about his personal appearance. Step one was to establish physical attraction. Step number two was to establish that he was interested in being more than friends. Ask her out, take her out and make her realize what a great catch he was. Physical attraction, clear intentions and then nature takes its course.

“I can’t guarantee that she’ll fall head over heels in love with you Brandon. All I can guarantee is that I can open a door for you. Once you walk through that door the rest is up to you” I told him as he handed me an envelope with twenty, one-hundred-dollar bills.

To his credit, Brandon did exactly what I told him to do. He stayed away from her for a month, went to the gym religiously, dressed well and carried himself with confidence. To my credit, the plan worked! Two months later Brandon and Daphne were a couple.

Three months into the school year, I had helped two guys land their dream girls and made twenty-five hundred dollars in the process. With a little over a month to go before winter break, I was watching television in my apartment as Kevin and Nancy studied in her bedroom.

I heard the buzzer to the apartment ring. “Steffie, let Hunter in” she yelled out. I disliked Hunter more than words can describe. Nancy had been dating him for a few months and was really into him, but I had no clue as to why. He was arrogant and had no sense of humor. He was tall, handsome and ripped to shreds. He was good looking, knew it and carried himself as if she were God’s gift to girls. I was convinced that had it not been known that I was a lesbian who would have put the moves on me!

I opened the door and looked at Hunter as I rolled my eyes. “Nancy!” I yelled out as I walked away from him and went back to the couch and began to watch television again. Nancy ran out of the bedroom, jumped into his arms and gave him a big kiss.

“Let’s go,” he said to her as she smiled. Kevin walked out of the bedroom and looked at Hunter.

“What up Kevin?” he asked as Kevin replied, “Nothing, just helping Nancy with an assignment.”

“Thank you for the help, Kev,” Nancy said as she continued, “Have to run but I’ll call you” as she grabbed her jacket, gloves and walked out hand in hand with Hunter out of the apartment.

Kevin walked back into her bedroom as I continued to watch television. I soon realized that it had been close to an hour and Kevin was still by himself in Nancy’s room. I walked into her bedroom and asked, “Kevin?”

There he was sitting on the foot of her bed with his backpack leaning against his leg with tears streaming from his eyes. “Are you crying?” I asked with concern.

He quickly wiped his tears from his face, got to his feet and draped his backpack across his shoulder. “Forgot where I was…sorry,” he said apologetically.

“What’s going on Kevin?” I asked him already knowing the answer.

“Don’t worry about it” he replied and continued, “Not like I have a chance anyway.”

“You really like her,” I said to him with sadness as he responded, “No, I’m really in love with her.”

I knew he liked her, but I didn’t think it was that serious. I felt terrible for him. Kevin was such a good guy and Hunter was such a douche I felt compelled to do something.

“Does she know?” I asked. He looked at me with such sad eyes and replied, “I asked her out at the beginning of the school year. She was clear that she just wants to be friends. I just thought that if I kept talking to her I could convince her but I’m getting nowhere fast.”

Friendzone! I exclaimed in my head. Kevin was deep in Nancy’s friend zone and the quickest way to fail in getting out of the friend zone is by trying to talk your way out of it!

“Actions speak louder than words Kevin,” I said with confidence as he looked at me with confusion.

“Why did you love Nancy?” I asked with sincerity.

He smiled and replied, “She’s beautiful inside and out. There’s nothing fake about her, she’s the most real person I’ve ever met. We have so much in common. I know I can make her happy, but she won’t even give me a chance. I don’t know what to do. I want to be with her so bad, but she wants nothing to do with me. She wants Hunter. She’s so perfect” he said with an upset voice.

I put my hand on his shoulder and replied, “She’s my best friend and I love her, but I can tell you that she’s far from perfect.”

“Anyway, I think I’m going to go out, get wasted and cry myself to sleep tonight,” he said with certainty.

“Why yes Kevin, I would love to hang out with you tonight,” I said with a smile as he looked at me with beyond confusion.

“Okay?” he replied as I said, “You’re buying.”

Instead of going out, Kevin bought a case of beer that he put into his backpack and we went to the off-campus apartment he shared with two roommates.

We drank a couple of beers and talked. As we talked Kevin’s cell phone went off. He smiled and as he went to respond to the text I ripped the phone from his hand.

“Hunter and I had a huge fight and Steffie’s not home. I need to talk!” the text from Nancy read.

“She needs to talk,” he said with a smile as I shook my head and put his cell phone in my front pocket.

“Give me my phone!” he exclaimed as I laughed and replied, “You’re in desperate need of my help.”

“Help?” he asked curiously.

“You’re a great guy and you’re in love with my best friend. Luckily for you, I think you’d be good for her so I’m going to help you escape from her friend zone.”

“You are?!” he exclaimed with excitement.

“I am but you need to do exactly what I say and it’s not going to be easy. Step one for today is ignoring her text” I explained to him.

“Ignore her?” he replied with shock.

“Kevin, if you want to escape the zone you need to change how she sees you. If you keep doing the same things over and again you’re only going to spin your wheels. You are no longer the shoulder to cry on, that’s my job.”

He pounded a beer and opened another. “Okay, what else?” he said with fear.

“Tell me everything and anything about your relationship with her,” I said with an expressionless face.

He took a deep breath and began, “Well we have two classes together. I normally get to class early so I can save a seat for her next to me. We text throughout the day and I normally talk to her before I go to sleep so I can say goodnight to her. We meet up at least four times a week to exchange notes and I can help her with anything she needs help with.”

I smiled and nodded my head. “You’re going to stop all of that crap. You’re going to get to class right before it starts and sit as far away from her as possible. You’re going to stop responding to her texts with lightning speed. You’re going to stop buying her things and you’re going to tell her you're seeing someone” I said with pleasure.

“I don’t want to see anyone,” he said to me as I laughed and replied, “It doesn’t matter if you are seeing someone or not. You need to make her think that you’re moving on even if you aren’t. When she asks you about who you’re seeing or what you did on your date just tell her that you don’t want to talk to her about it. If you want to escape the friend zone you need to stop being the same friend. When you change your way’s, you’ll change the way she looks at you. Make her miss you.”

“This is going to make her fall in love with me?” he asked with hope as I shook my head.

“All I can do is to help you get out of the friend zone and open a door. What you do once that door opens is all on you.”

I removed his cell phone from my pocket and replied to Nancy’s text, “Can’t talk on a date” as I handed the cell phone back to him.

By the end of the night, I was so drunk I could barely walk straight. When I walked into my apartment there was Nany sitting on the couch with tears streaming out of her eyes.

I smiled at her and said with slurred speech, “Hunter is an asshole. You should break up with him” as she looked at me and replied, “No need to. He broke up with me” as she began to cry hysterically. Inside I was ecstatic, but I knew she needed me. I sat down next to her, hugged her tightly and listened to her vent.

A couple of weeks later I knew Kevin was doing what I had told him to do as I could see Nancy becoming increasingly upset.

“Fucking Kevin!” she exclaimed one night as I looked at her with a quizzical look.

“What’s up with Kevin? I haven’t seen him around here much” I said to Nancy.

“He’s acting so different. He used to save a seat for me in class but not anymore. I text him and he texts me back hours later if at all. I think he’s seeing someone” she said with an upset voice.

“So, what? You two are just friends anyway” I said with conviction.

“Yeah I know but it’s like he doesn’t even want to be friends anymore,” she said with her voice quivering.

“It’s not like he asked you out or anything and you shot him down,” I said coyly.

“He did, and I did” she quickly replied.

“So, he was interested in you and you weren’t interested in him. You wanted to be friends, but he wanted to be more than friends. Maybe he’s just moving on is all” I said as a matter of fact.

“Maybe so,” she said sadly.

With a few days left to go before we were to head home for winter break, Nancy was beside herself as she arrived at our apartment after class.

“What’s wrong with you?” I asked sarcastically as she snapped at me and replied, “Kevin.”

“What now?” I asked with annoyance.

“I asked him to hang out tonight and he said he had plans as some big booby bitch slipped her number into his front pocket right in front of me” she seethed.

“So, what?” I said as I shook my head.

“When the bitch walked away I asked him why he was treating me so differently. He told me he didn’t think it was a good idea for us to be friends anymore” she said with an upset tone.

“That sucks but it is what it is,” I said as a matter of fact.

“What the fuck do you mean by that?!” she snapped.

“You knew he liked you and you told him that you didn’t like him that way. He’s moving on so get over yourself” I said coldly.

“You’re supposed to be my best friend!” she yelled out as I laughed and replied, “Molly is your best friend but since you are my best friend all I’m doing is being honest with you. He’s moving on and you’re pissed off because he’s not sweating you anymore. That’s all it is, Nancy.”

“The other day I was going to the gym and he was walking out,” she said as I looked at her with confusion.

“He looks good,” she said as I shrugged my shoulders.

“I guess that’s why the girl with the big boobs gave her number to him” I responded.

“What does it matter, you don’t like him like that anyway,” I said to her as she looked at me with disdain and walked into her bedroom.

She returned a few minutes later and said, “Let’s go out and get white girl wasted” as I smiled and replied, “Oh yeah.”

Nancy and I went to our usual spot and to my surprise I saw Brandon with Daphne. Brandon looked so different to me. His demeanor and his disposition were different. He looked confident and over the moon with happiness. Daphne was all over him and he looked like he was enjoying every second of it. I went to the bathroom and texted Kevin to show up where Nancy and I were. As I exited the bathroom and began to walk back toward Nancy, Brandon blocked my path. He hugged me so tight that I could barely breathe as he lifted me into the air. He put me down and looked me directly in the eyes. “Thank you so much,” he said with joy as I smiled at him and responded, “You’re very welcome.”

Close to an hour later I watched Kevin walk in and head straight to the bar. He looked muscular and confident. Within minutes a girl walked over to him and they started talking. From the girl’s body language, I could tell that she was interested in Kevin.

“Is that Kevin at the bar?” I asked Nancy as she looked over to the bar to see Kevin talking to the attractive girl.

She shook her head with disgust and quickly finished her drink. She grabbed my hand and walked me over to the other side of the bar, almost directly across from Kevin and the girl. For almost two hours Nancy drank drink after drink and was fixated on Kevin and the girl. When the girl pressed herself against him Nancy slapped the top of the bar and grabbed my beer.

With my beer in hand, she walked over to Kevin and said something to him as the girl looked at Nancy. Nancy poured the beer over Kevin’s head and ran out the front door as I chased after her. We walked back to our apartment in silence as Nancy seethed.

Not even ten minutes later, the buzzer to our apartment sounded. “Who is it?” I asked. “Kevin, let me up please,” he said as I buzzed him in.

As soon as I opened the door and Kevin walked in Nancy lost her mind!

“What the fuck are you doing here?!” she seethed.

“What the fuck just happened at the bar?! Why did you pour a fucking beer over my head?!” he yelled at her.

“Look at you, suddenly God’s fucking gift to girls!” she yelled back at Kevin.

“Why do you care anyway?! You made it clear that you just wanted to be friends!” he exclaimed.

“You made it clear that you don’t want to be friends anymore!” she screamed.

“Excuse me for living my fucking life!” he screamed back.

“The only reason I wanted to just be friends is that your friendship meant that much to me! Now you don’t want to be my friend, but you feel it necessary to flirt with girls right in front of my damn face?! Fuck you Kevin!” she yelled out.

“What are you saying Nancy?” he asked with confusion.

She walked over to him, grabbed his head and began to kiss him as he kissed her back. She took him by his hand and walked him into her bedroom. The door slammed, and I heard it lock behind her.

I awoke early the next morning to find Kevin exiting her bedroom with a look of complete joy on his face. He looked at me with an ear to ear smile that he couldn’t wipe off his face even if he wanted to. He let out a laugh and nodded his head as he walked out of the apartment.

A few minutes later out walked Nancy we a look of complete and utter satisfaction. “Oh my God, Steffie,” she said to me.

“Kevin was amazing,” she said with glee.

“You slept with him?!” I asked her with shock.

She laughed and nodded her head. “We didn’t do much sleeping,” she said with happiness.

“What the hell happened. How did you go from just wanting to be friends to having sex with him last night?” I asked with curiosity.

“I’ve always liked him. I was just scared to admit it. I thought I would rather be just friends than to get involved. When he told me, he didn’t want to be friends anymore I realized that I had nothing to lose” she explained.

Apparently, Kevin wasn’t as deep in the friend zone as he and had I thought. I was happy for them both. I knew that Kevin already was in love with her and she was on her way to falling in love with him.

Kevin’s parents lived in Milwaukee, not too far from Molly’s apartment. I didn’t see much of Nancy at all during that winter break. I remember thinking that Danny had Skyler, Brandon had Daphne and Nancy had Kevin. They were all so happy and I was so lonely. How could I be so good at getting people together but couldn’t do it for myself? At that moment the only person who I could think of was Nicole. I knew it was brief, but she made me so happy. I wanted to have that feeling again but I didn’t think I ever would. “Those who can’t do teach,” I said out loud to myself not knowing how very true that sentence would soon become.

The rest of my junior year seemed to be flying by. Nancy and Kevin were inseparable, and I was growing tired of being the third wheel. Then again, I didn’t feel like myself anymore. I didn’t feel like partying much and I had little interest in hooking up not that I didn’t. It just wasn’t as fun as it had been.

A little over a month into the second semester of junior year, Danny showed up at my apartment out of the blue. He looked a bit pale, but I didn’t know why. I was about to find out.

“What’s up Danny,” I said with surprise. “Is everything okay with Skyler?”

He nodded his head and replied, “Yeah. Everything is great, but I need to talk to you about something” nervously.

“Okay…what is it?” I asked curiously.

He rubbed his forehead with his hand and looked at me.

“What Danny?” I asked.

“I know you told Brandon not to say anything to anyone about how you helped him with Daphne but he kind of did,” he told me.

“Do you like Brandon?” I asked him sarcastically.

“Yeah of course I do. Why are you asking?” he asked nervously.

“I was just wondering if you were going to miss him when I kill him!” I said with anger. I took a deep breath and then said, “Whatever, I don’t care. I’m not doing that again for another person.”

Danny looked at me with a pained look on his face. “How about thirty people?” he asked.

“Thirty people! Have you lost your mind!? How did Danny wind up telling thirty people?!” I lashed out.

“It was actually more than thirty but thirty want in. We were at a frat party and Danny was wasted. It wasn’t a well-kept secret that he wanted to be with Daphne so when he showed up with his arm around her guys started asking questions. He pulled a bunch of them into one of the rooms and told them that there was a girl who helped him for a fee” he explained.

“Danny, I didn’t do much of anything. All I did was get him to dress better, groom himself, lose some weight and stay away from her for a while” I told him.

“I know but he did what you said and now they’re a couple. I did what you said and now I’m with Skyler” Danny replied with confusion.

“Danny that was easy. Skyler was already into you. All I did was give you some confidence” I replied with amusement.

“What? I paid you five-hundred dollars and you’re telling me that had I asked her out without you she would have dated me anyway?” he asked with exasperation.

I laughed and replied, “You wouldn’t have asked her out so as I said, I gave you the confidence to do it.”

“So how did Brandon get Daphne?” he asked with confusion.

I smiled and replied, “Girls aren’t as shallow as guys. I mean she’s hot as hell and he’s…he’s…he’s Brandon. I personally didn’t think he had a shot at all, but I really needed the money. She must have liked him already for whatever reason. I think all I did was give him confidence too. I don’t have a magic wand that makes a specific girl have feelings for a specific boy.”

Danny began to laugh and said, “I guess not but I did watch you get a straight girls phone number after you swung and missed a bunch of times.”

“That’s what I do” I replied with a sense of pride.

“I know that’s why there are thirty guys in need of your help,” he said with hope.

“I told you that I’m first and foremost a girl and I would never have helped you if it was just about getting laid!” I said with fury.

Danny put both of his hands up and quickly said, “I know but how is a guy supposed to find a girlfriend if he’s too scared to approach girls? How is a guy supposed to find a girlfriend if he’s attracted to a girl but can’t even get her number to take her on a date?”

“This is about what? A bunch of guys who want to find girlfriends?” I asked.

“That’s exactly what this is about. I knew I wanted to be with Skyler. Danny knew he wanted to be with Daphne but what about guys who don’t know? What about those guys who want girlfriends but don’t have anyone in mind? What about the guy who sees a girl in passing but wonders what her voice sounds like and wished he would have had the guts to approach her, so he would know? Maybe that guy never comes across that girl again and maybe that was the girl for him and the guy for her” he said with sincerity and passion.

“So, this is not about a bunch of horny college guys looking to get laid?” I asked with sarcasm.

“I was attracted to Sky the first time I saw her. I didn’t have the balls to ask her out, but I at least had the balls to talk to her. You’re right, all you did was give me the confidence to ask her out and things are great between us but what if it weren’t? What if we dated and it didn’t work out or whatever reason? Does what you did for me somehow become wrong because Sky and would have had sex and things didn’t work out?” he asked me.

I thought for a moment. Is what he’s asking me to do for guys any different from what I do for myself? Physical attraction and sexual compatibility are the main ingredients to a healthy and happy relationship. It’s up to the girl if she’s going to put out or not. If all I had to do is teach a bunch of guys how to get a girl’s phone number what would be so wrong about that? It would be much easier to teach the art of getting phone numbers than to do what I did for Danny and Brandon either way. I wondered how much I could make.

“Okay, I see your point but how much would a guy be willing to pay just for me to teach them how to get a girls phone number?” I asked curiously.

Danny smiled and replied, “60/40 split. 60% for you, 40% for me. The fee would be $1,250 of which I get $500 and you get $750.”

I laughed hysterically and said, “You’ve lost your mind. No guy is going to pay $1,250 just to learn how to get phone numbers. That’s absurd.”

“It may be absurd by I have twenty-eight guys who are ready to pay up,” he said with a smile.

“I thought there were thirty?” I asked.

“Two get the service for free. One who’s going to build the website and take care of the maintenance and the other who’s going to film and edit the videos.”

“I need to think about,” I said to Danny as he smiled and replied, “I thought you were going to try and kill me.”

“Why would I kill you? Brandon’s the one who opened his mouth” I said with confusion.

“Yeah but I vouched,” he said as he let out a small laugh and ran out the door.

As I sat in my room that night my mind was going in all sorts of different directions. The more I thought about it the more it made sense but the more I thought about it the more I realized that this was no small undertaking. It wasn’t like you could approach anyone you found attractive and simply get their phone number. There was a lot that went into it. Approach, eye contact, body language, tells, rebuttals, when to pull back and when to plunge ahead. Other things like how you to dress, personal hygiene, when to call, when not to call, where to go on the date and what felt like a never-ending list that ran through my head.  I was mentally exhausted and about to call it a night when a final thought came into my mind. Guys are paying to learn how guys pick up girls not how lesbians pick up girls. My approach as a girl would be different if I were a guy as would be the interaction itself.  Guys watching a girl pick up girls would be pointless. I knew what to do and what to say but a guy needed to be the star of the videos. That guy had to be Danny!

The first thing I did when I awoke in the morning was to call Danny.

“Danny, I did a lot of thinking last night…” I began to say as he cut me off and said, “So you’re in?!”

“I don’t know…can I just come over?” I asked as he replied, “Yeah, sure.”

I walked to Danny’s door, the door opened and out walked Danny hand in hand with Skyler. They kissed goodbye and she walked in the opposite direction of where I was walking.

“You two look cute together,” I said to Danny as I approached him.

He smiled and replied, “I’m going to marry that girl one day” as I smiled at his reply.

“You’re in, right?!” he asked with excitement.

“Yeah but this isn’t going to be easy. It’s going to take a lot of planning and there is a major issue” I said to him.

“What’s the issue?” he asked with concern.

“The interaction between me and a girl I’m trying to pick up is way different from the interaction between a guy and a girl he’s trying to pick up. As soon as a guy approaches a girl, her guard is up” I explained.

“I don’t understand” Danny replied.

“If guys are paying over a thousand dollars to learn to pick up girls I can’t be the star of the videos. The last thing a girl is thinking when I approach her is that I’m trying to get her into bed.  That’s why we need a guy to be the star of the videos. That guy needs to be you” I continued to explain.

“Me, why me?” he asked with panic.

“We’re in this together. If you’re not the one in the videos than there’s no deal” I said forcefully.

“Steffie, I don’t know the first thing about picking up girls. Why can’t Brandon do it?” he asked with fear.

“Brandon?” I asked with laughter. I shook my head and continued, “It has to be you. You’re good looking but not completely hot. You’re fit but don’t look like a muscle-bound goon. You’re a cute normal guy and girls like cute normal guys.”

“Wait, I’m not completely hot?” he asked comically as I replied, “You are to Skyler.”

“There’s no way I can do this. Skyler would freak out” he said as I smiled and responded, “All you need to do is ask her. I’m sure she wouldn’t care so much if some of that $14,000 you’re going to make would be set aside for a special piece of jewelry that sits on a girl’s left hand.”

His eyes almost popped out of his head as he yelled out, “I said I would marry her one day not now!”

“I don’t know Danny, you need to think of something. She’s your girlfriend, not mine so unless you can be the star neither of us makes a dime.”

“Okay, let me do some thinking so I can figure out how to get this done” he replied as I nodded my head in agreement and went about my day.

A few days later Danny showed up at my apartment like me, Nancy and Kevin watched television in the living room.

“Can I speak to you in private?” Danny asked as I nodded my head and walked him into my bedroom.

He looked at me with excitement and said, “Let’s do it!”

“Skyler is good with this?” I asked with amazement as he smiled big and bright and said, “Yeah” and continued, “She’s good with it as long as she’s present when we film.”

“Why?” I asked with a quizzical tone.

“Just hear me out. I told her about how you gave me the confidence to ask her out and how you helped Brandon with Daphne. She was a little upset at first but then I told her how much money I can make with this and how I could use that money to get us an apartment. She told me that there was no way she would move in with me because her parents would freak out. Long story short we’re engaged” he said with a smile.

“I thought you said you weren’t ready to get married?!” I exclaimed with laughter.

He laughed and replied, “She isn’t either, but we agreed that if this works, we’ll make it official after graduation and agreed on a two-year engagement. She’s going to vouch for the service. It will be known that Sky and I are an item and only because I used what I’m going to teach on the videos.”

I thought for a moment and replied with excitement of my own, “This is perfect!”

That day Get That Dream Girl, LLC was established. “I’ll teach you how to open the door to get the girl of your dreams” became the rallying cry. It took us a little over two months to create the course, film the videos, get the website designed and edit the videos. I had a huge issue with teaching guys to simply pick up girls and get them into bed going in which Danny tried to talk me into when I had an epiphany.

With well over five thousand colleges in the United States and matriculation of over ten million, there had to be thousands if not hundreds of thousands of guys who had a specific girl in mind, the girl of their dreams. Instead of teaching guys how to pick up random girls I would teach guys how to open the door and get an opportunity with the specific girl of their dreams. We created videos on “Escaping the Friend Zone”, “Does She Know You’re Alive?”, “Appearance is Everything”, “Reading Body Language” and numerous others.

Being a pickup artist is indeed an art. An art that I crafted and honed for years. There was no way that I was going to reveal my system to horny guys across the country. All I needed to do was fine-tune things and key in on boys who wanted a specific girl. I knew that I was going to limit the market potential but all I really wanted to do was to assure that I could graduate as debt free as possible.

We made it so that the system was only available by referral. This would be an exclusive club! If it works for one it could work for all but more likely not for everyone. All that mattered to me was that I could sleep at night thinking about boys I didn’t know even being able to get that one date with that one girl of his dreams. I could easily live with that and enjoy the money as a result.

In March of my junior year of college Nancy and I went to our usual watering hole on a usual Thursday party night, but this night would be far from the normal. This is the night that I met Abigail Sinclair. I took one look at her and was immediately attracted to her. She was hot! Long dark brown hair, light brown eyes, and a tight firm body. As Nancy and I partied and drank across from her I watched her turn boy after boy away as she sipped her drink, looked at me and smiled.

“Is it okay if I leave you alone for a few minutes?” I asked Nancy as she laughed and replied, “Kevin is on his way so yeah, not a problem.”

I walked directly to Abigail and said, “I couldn’t help notice you noticing me and decided to introduce myself to you since you haven’t introduced yourself to me. I’m Steffie” I said with confidence as she took the last sip of her drink and asked, “Steffie for Stephanie?” as I quickly replied Steffie for Steffie.”

She smiled exposing light dimples in her cheeks and giggled. “Why do I think I was noticing you?” she asked with amusement.

“Let me see…I’ve watched you, turn away at least ten guys and each and every time you looked at me unless I’m imaging things?” I said with conviction as she giggled again and smiled at me.

“Well Steffie, my name is Abigail and you’re right. I’ve been trying to think of something to say to you before I walked over to you for like over an hour but I’m completely blank right now” she said to me.

“Besides, how is a girl supposed to approach a girl with her girlfriend standing next to her?” she asked in continuance.

I laughed hysterically and replied, “She’s my best friend, not my girlfriend. Anyway, can I buy you a drink?”

“Sure” she smiled with her cute light dimples as I proceeded to order her another drink.

“Thank you,” she said as she took a sip as I smiled and replied, “You’re welcome.”

That was the start of it. After my junior year of college, I decided I wanted to stay at my apartment as opposed to spending another summer at home without Abigail. I promised my dad and Kara that I would visit but knew that this was going to be my final year of pre-adulthood. I tried to talk Nancy into doing the same, but she told me that she had promised Molly that she would spend the summer helping her get to the next level in her real estate career, so I understood.

I thought Abigail could be my special someone. We were both sexually attracted to each other and the sex was amazing. We had the ingredients, sexual attraction, and sexual compatibility. She got along well with Nancy which made me like her that much more and she also got along with my inner circle. I found myself wanting to be with her constantly. When I wasn’t with her, I wanted to be with her and when I was with her, I was content.

“Get That Dream Girl, LLC” started slowly with drips and drabs of sales slowly coming in. However, a short month later it exploded and became successful beyond my wildest dreams. By the time summer break came around the money was pouring in. From the time we went live until the 4th of July came around, we had made a little over three hundred sales. I remember sitting at my laptop and gazing at the account balance as if frozen as I looked at the number $366,461.90. $219,877.14 for me and $146,584.76 for Danny. After crunching the numbers for some reason, I became uneasy and nervous. Even after paying taxes I was assured to graduate student loan debt free and have plenty of money left over. I could have pulled the plug and walked away but the more money that came in the more money I wanted to come in. It was intoxicating and addicting at the same time.

I spent practically every day with Abigail that summer except for a few trips back home to see my Dad and Kara, a few weekends hanging out with Nancy, and a few weekends with Nancy and a few of our mutual friends from high school. I often wonder had I known then what I know now would I have continued my course or did things completely differently. Then again, I think that if any of us had a choice of a do-over about certain life events most of us would choose the do-over.

When classes started for my final year of college our company continued to rake it in. I remember the first-time seeing Danny in person at the beginning of the school year. He had changed drastically. He had a swagger and a confidence about him that had never been present before. He was ripped to shreds and dressed in expensive clothing.

“Danny is that a Rolex?” I asked him with a stunned tone to my voice.

“Yeah it is, baby!” he replied with a sense of accomplishment. Baby? I thought to myself.

“How’s Skyler?” I asked him as he shrugged his shoulders and replied, “Same as always.”

“Are you two good?” I asked with concern as he replied with a laugh and replied, “Oh yeah, we’re great.”

“Excuse me for a moment,” he said to me as he removed his sunglasses and replied with a smile at a pretty brunette who smiled at him. I stood there in complete and utter shock as Danny flirted with the girl a few feet from me, handed her his cell phone, said something to her and then returned to me.

“What was that?” I asked in terror.

“What?” he replied with confusion.

“What the hell did I just watch you do?” I asked with fear in my voice.

“Just keeping the skills sharp is all baby” he replied with a smile as he gave me a hug and said, 
“I have to run. Have places to see and people to do” with a laugh as I felt a cold shiver run up my spine.

What the hell was happening with Danny? Was it the money? Was it the training? Was it a combination of the two? Skyler was supposed to be the girl of his dreams and he was with her, yet I watched him get another girls phone number. Was he really trying to keep his skills sharp or did he want her number? Why would he need to keep his skills sharp? We hadn’t planned on making any more videos for the course. I wasn’t sure what to think or what to do so I decided to keep a close on him.

“Steffie? I need to talk to you about something” Abigail said to me on a cool October Wednesday night.

“What’s up, Abby?” I replied.

“We’ve been together for a while now and I want you to meet my parents,” she said with a nervous voice.

“Why do you want me to meet your parents. It’s not like you’ve met my dad or anything” I replied.

“How long have we been together?” she asked.

I thought for a moment and replied, “I don’t know a couple of months?”

She looked dumbfounded. “A couple of months? Steffie, I’ve been seeing you since last March. We’ve been together for close to seven months” she said with concern.

“Okay, …what are you getting at?” I replied with confusion.

“What are we doing? Where are we heading?” she asked me with a combination of annoyance and concern.

“Abby! I didn’t go home last summer so I could spend time with you!” I exclaimed.

“I know that but what happens after graduation?” she asked me with her voice breaking.

“I don’t want to talk about this right now,” I said as I shook my head.

“Now or ever? You never want to talk about it!” she yelled out.

“What do you want me to say?!” I exclaimed.

“I want you to say you want a future with me! I want you to want to meet my parents! I want you to want me to meet your dad and his fiancé! I want you to say that you love me! I want to not have to ask you to want these things!” she screamed out as tears rolled from her eyes and down her cheeks.

“Abby why can’t we just keep going the way we have been? Why can’t we keep taking things slow?” I asked firmly.

“Slow? We can’t move any slower! You haven’t told me you love me because you don’t, do you?”

“Abby? I…I…” I began to say as she began to hysterically cry.

“I love you, Steffie. I knew months ago that I was in love with you, but you don’t have the same feelings for me, do you?” she said as she placed her right hand over her mouth.

Her words took me completely off guard although they shouldn’t have. Deep down inside I knew how she felt about me but hearing the words was a confirmation I didn’t want.

“I don’t know what to say Abby” I confessed.

“You’ve said enough. At least I know for sure now. I just wish that I would have had the guts to have this conversation with you sooner” she cried out.

“So now what?” I asked knowing full well what was going to happen next.

“Now I say goodbye” she cried out as she slowly opened the door, walked through it and slowly closed the door behind her.

I didn’t say a word. I didn’t try to chase after her and truth be told I didn’t want to. I loved her for the person she was. I loved spending time with her, laughing, watching movies and going out. I loved being around her, but she was right, I wasn’t in love with her. I wanted to have those feelings for her, but I just didn’t, and I didn’t quite know why. She was everything a girl could ask for yet those feelings I wanted to have for her never came to fruition. I don’t think I ever felt as bad as I did that night. I broke her heart.

In seven months, the feelings I wanted to have for Abigail never came to be yet had I been able to spend as much time as I did with Nicole as I did with Abby, I could have seen myself falling for Nicole but then a scared feeling engulfed my body. Would I have fallen for Nicole or we would have wound up ending as me and Abby ended?

I remember feeling completely numb. I sat alone in the living room in complete silence and stared at the floor for what seemed like an eternity. The complete silence was broken as Nancy walked into the apartment.

“Are you okay?” she asked me with concern as I slowly nodded my head and then shook my head and shrugged my shoulders.

“Where’s Abby?” Nancy asked as I looked up at her and replied, “Abby and I are no more.”

Nancy looked sad and said, “I like her” as I replied, “Yeah I do too but I don’t love her.”

“I would like to say I’m surprised but I would be lying. I saw this coming a mile away. To be honest, I thought this was going to happen months ago” she said confidently.

“You did?!” I asked with shock as Nancy simply nodded her head.

Nancy sat next to me on the couch and said with sincerity, “You can’t force yourself to love someone. You either love someone or you don’t.”

“I’ve never been in love. What’s wrong with me?” I asked wanting to hear what Nancy would say.

“Some people just aren’t built for relationships as it’s close to impossible to fall in love with someone if you’re not built for relationships” she explained.

“Are you saying what I think you’re saying right now?” I asked with disbelief.

“You’re my best friend and I love you but yeah, you are not a relationship type of girl,” she said with assuredness.

“I was with Abby for seven months,” I said defending myself.

Nancy laughed, shook her head and responded, “No you spent seven months hanging out with Abby. The only person in a relationship was her.”

I could do nothing but stare at Nancy blankly.

“Face facts Steffie. You’ve never fallen in love because you don’t want to. What you love is the thrill of the hunt. Once you’ve conquered it’s time to move on” she said with certainty.

“That is so not true. I want to meet that special someone. I want to be in a relationship and fall in love. I want those things I really do” I said with conviction.

“A Tiger doesn’t change its stripe, Steffie,” she said to me.

I let out a small laugh and responded, “I’m not a tiger, Nancy.”

“My bad, tigress,” she said with amusement.

“Whatever. Anyway, where’s Kevin tonight?”

“Guys night out,” she said with a smirk.

“I’m in no mood to go out tonight” I replied knowing full well the meaning behind her smirk.

“Well you can stay here and sulk or join me and Skyler tonight” she replied.

“Skyler? You’re going out with Skyler tonight?” I asked.

“Yeah, Kevin is hanging out with Danny and a few other people. Like I said, guys night out.”

“I think I’d rather sit here and sulk,” I said to Nancy as she smiled and replied, “Do as you want.”

I remember how much my conversation with Nancy bothered me. No other person on Earth knew me better than Nancy and that’s how she viewed me. A girl who never fell in love because she didn’t want to fall in love. A girl who loved the thrill of the hunt, a tigress.

As the first semester of my final year of college was coming to end, I wanted nothing more than to go home and spend time with my family. It was our last Thursday night party night before school ended for winter break.

Nancy was always excited about going out but even more so on this night for some reason. She was downright giddy with excitement but wouldn’t let the cat out of the bag as to what. I would find out why a short hour later.

Nancy and I were standing in the kitchen doing a few pre-party shots before heading out when the buzzer to our apartment went off. Nancy smiled at me, hit the buzzer and then looked at me.

“I need to visit the little girl’s room,” she said with a smile as she left me alone in the kitchen. Less than a minute later I heard a knock on the door.

I left the kitchen, went into the living room and opened the door. Holy shit! There she was, Molly Cone!

“Oh my God! Molly” I exclaimed as she smiled at me with her infections beautiful white bright smile and said, “Wow, you look amazing Steffie!”

“Thank you but so do you!” I exclaimed with excitement. I wasn’t lying. She looked even more beautiful in person than she did in the pictures of her in Nancy’s room. It had been so long since I had seen her.

“What? No hug for your besties big sister” she said with laughter as I hugged her tightly and she hugged me in the same manner.

As we let go of our embraces in walked in Nancy from the bathroom and said, “There’s my favorite real estate agent” as Molly laughed and replied, “You mean favorite real estate broker!”

“You passed! Yes! I’m so happy for you!” Nancy yelled out as Molly smiled and responded, “Thank you but be happy for us!”

Nancy was smiling ear to ear and replied, “I stand corrected. I’m happy for us. Anyway, you two play catch up while you, Molly, literally play catch cup. You’re at least three shots behind. I’m going to get Kevin. Be back in twenty minutes” as she hugged Molly on her way out the door.

“What are we doing shots of?” Molly asked as I replied, “Fireball.”

“Great, let’s do it,” Molly said as we walked into the kitchen and I poured her a shot. “Cheers,” she said as she quickly downed the shot.

“I can’t believe you’re finally here,” I said with glee as she smiled.

“I know. I should have been here all the time but weekends are my busy times and when you work full time getting drunk at college isn’t the wisest decision” she explained.

“So why the change of heart?” I asked with intrigue.

“Well, you two are graduating this year and what kind of sister would I be if I didn’t at least visit once” she replied.

“This is going to be your one and only visit?” I asked with disappointment.

“No. I have an open house this Sunday. I hopefully get it sold and then I’m out on my own” she said with pride.

“You’re doing it. You’re going into business for yourself” I said with envy.

“No, I’m going into business with Nancy. It’s going to take some time to get up and running but all I have is time so no big deal” she said as I poured her another shot.

She drank the shot and smiled at me. “How long has it been?” she asked me.

“How long has what been?” I asked her with confusion.

“When was the last time we saw each other?” she asked with me quizzically.

I thought for a moment and then replied, “I’m pretty sure it was the summer between high school and my freshman year of college.”

“Wow! Why? Why didn’t you ever come to visit me with Nancy all these years?” she asked me.

“I didn’t want to intrude on you and Nancy time. After all, you two are besties” I explained which made her laugh.

“You are her bestie. I’m her sister and my bestie has and always will be Brenda” she replied with amusement.

“Oh my gosh, Brenda. How is she?” I asked with excitement.

“She’s great. She’s an accountant and just got engaged” she replied.

“Brenda is an accountant? Really?” I asked with amazement and amusement.

“Indeed, she is. Who would have thought it?” she asked as I giggled and poured her another shot.

As we continued to talk, I couldn’t keep my eyes off her. It was as if I reverted to junior high school in an instant! She was so much more beautiful than I remembered. She was still the same but also different at the same time if that makes sense. Her blonde hair was much longer than I remembered, and her blue eyes looked so much lighter. She was thinner, more fit and seemed more confident than I remembered her to be.

“So, my sister tells me you’re quite the entrepreneur these days,” she said with a smile.

“I guess so” I responded with a giggle.

Amazing! My crush on Molly had subsided over the years but now back as it if had never left. I can’t tell you how many times I thought about being with her in my teenage years.

Almost twenty minutes later to the second in walked Kevin and Nancy.

“Let’s go, bitches!” Nancy screamed out as she took hold of Molly’s hand and we all left the apartment.

It was an amazing night. I couldn’t remember the last time I had so much fun. I can’t even begin to tell you exactly how many guys approached Molly at the bar that night. What I can tell you is that she had a way of looking at guys with a gaze the said, “Fuck off” without her having to say the words, “Fuck off.”

What I can also tell you is that I felt like I had an out of body experience that night. I was at the bar with Molly as we talked and sipped on our drinks when a cute guy walked over to me.

“Do you go to school here?” he asked as I smiled and nodded my head.

“I’m sorry. I know you’re having a good time with your friend and all, but I was hoping you could help me with something” he said.

“What would that be?” I replied.

“I love Mexican food, but I can’t find a good place. Where can I get the best Mexican food around here?” he asked.

“I’m not really a fan of Mexican food but my roommate swears by Gloria’s Mexican Restaurant” I responded.

“Great. Thank so much. I think I’ll give that place a try. By the way, what would you say is your favorite…” he began to ask me and as if time froze our interaction seemed oddly familiar! I thought for a moment and then it hit me like a ton of bricks.

This guy was trying to pick me up using my own system! I smiled smugly as I cut him off.

“What’s your favorite type of food considering you don’t like Mexican all that much? I reply and you say how rude it is for you not having introduced yourself. You introduce yourself, give me your name, ask my name and say how nice it is to meet me. That you would like to take me to my favorite, Italian, French or whatever type of food I replied with and ask for my number” I said to the guy who immediately turned pale.

“Thanks, but no thanks,” I said to the guy as he quickly walked away from me and Molly full of embarrassment as Molly began to hysterically laugh.

“That was the best thing I’ve seen in a long time” Molly laughed.

I shook my head as an extremely wasted Kevin walked over to us with his arm draped across Nancy’s shoulder.

“I love you so much,” Kevin said to Nancy as she giggled and said to Molly and I “Romeo here has had way too much to drink. Let’s get out of here so I can put him to bed” as Kevin giggled drunkenly and said, “Only if you’re joining me, my goddess.”

Molly looked at her watch and then looked at Nancy with her mouth wide open. “It’s not even 10 PM yet and we’re heading back?” she asked with disappointment.

Nancy looked at me and grinned. I laughed and said, “Really?” as Nancy immediately replied, “Really. We’re not ever going to have another December in college ever again and it’s been a long time.”

“Yeah, it has been. Okay, let do it…BYOB night!” I yelled out.

“BYOB night?” Molly asked with confusion.

“Bring your own booze open house party” I answered Molly.

“Open house party? Can’t that get out of control really fast?” she asked Nancy and me with concern.

Nancy smiled and said, “It’s open in the sense that it’s open to our friends and friends of friends” as Molly shrugged her shoulders and replied, “Sounds like fun.”

Was it ever! Nothing says great time than more free booze and fifty or so friends living it up for the last BYOB open last December of college ever party.

We had put Kevin to be shortly after arriving back at our apartment, but he awoke a little past 2 AM and joined the festivities. When the party ended it was close to 6 AM and only Molly, Kevin, Nancy and I remained. Our apartment looked like a hurricane ripped through it.

I don’t know if it’s possible, but it was as if I had drunk myself sober. I was by far in the best shape out of the four of us.

Kevin was snoring on the couch in a seated position as Nancy sat next to him as Molly and I sat across from them.

I had a beer in my hand but couldn’t bring myself to raise it to my lips as Molly sipped on a beer and Nancy drank a mixed drink.

With slurred speech, Nancy asked Molly, “I meant to ask you earlier but how’s Andy?”

Molly took a sip of her beer but didn’t reply.

“Molly, I asked you a question. How is Andy?” Nancy asked her sister.

Again, Molly took another sip of her beer and out of nowhere burst into tears.

“Molly?!” Nancy yelled out which awoke Kevin only for a few seconds before he was again snoring in his seated position.

“We’re over” Molly cried.

“What? Why?” Nancy asked her with ever-growing concern.

“We’re over. Why? Her name is Gabrielle” Molly answered with tears streaming from her face.

“When?” Nancy asked.

“Two weeks ago. I knew Andy was acting different and I thought it was all in my head. That was until I walked in on Andy and Gabrielle in a compromising position” she explained through tears.

“Molly, I’m so sorry,” Nancy said as she too began to cry.

“It’s okay. It really is. At least I only lost a little over two years being with the wrong person. It’s for the best. I mean I love Andy and Andy is in love with Gabrielle” she said as she again began to cry hysterically.

“Gabrielle? Gabrielle the florist?” Nancy asked through tears.

“Yeah, Gabrielle the florist” Molly cried as Nancy jumped out of her seat and embraced her older sister.

“I’m so sorry Molly. I’m going to give you two some alone time and head to bed” I said as I arose from my seat and went into my bedroom. Within minutes I succumbed to the call of sleep.

I was the first to awake later that day but was soon joined by Kevin, Nancy, and Molly. I remember looking at Molly who had just rolled out of bed wearing sweatpants, a tee-shirt and a Brewers hat and thinking how it was possible for Molly to look so pretty when she was a complete and utter mess.

Winter break was exactly what I needed. It felt so good to be back home and spend time with my dad and Kara. My little company was rolling in a tremendous amount of money, I was a semester away from graduation and would soon enter a new chapter of my life. What the chapter was going to be was way beyond me. To be truthful I was scared about what the future held but also excited about the unknown.

Watching my dad and Kara together made me want to find my special someone that much more. My dad’s classic car restoration company was doing well, and they were in great financial condition and so in love, it was ever present on their faces. I wanted what they had but was Nancy, right about me? Was the love between Kara and my dad possible for me? I didn’t know.

I was a few weeks into my final semester at college when I was approached by a hot guy as I walked out of one of my classes.

“Sorry to bother you but I’m completely lost. Can you please tell me where Agricultural Hall is?”

“Yeah, not a problem. It’s at the top of Henry Mall” I replied.

“Henry Mall?” he asked me with confusion.

“Between Linden Drive and University Avenue,” I answered.

“I’m sorry I just transferred here and have no idea where those places are. Would it be too much to ask if you could maybe show me?”

“Yeah it would be but head in that direction and you’ll be fine,” I said to him.

“Yeah, great. By the way, my name is Devin and you are?” he asked.

As if reliving the same experience, I had at the bar when the guy approached me as I drank with Molly it was as if time froze. Another guy trying to pick me up with my own system?!

“Nice to meet you Devin but I’m fully away of Get That Dream Girl. Have a great day” I replied as I rolled my eyes.

“What in the hell is Get That Dream Girl?” he asked in a manner that almost made me question myself.

“GTDG.com dude. You know, where you learned about your pick-up techniques” I replied sarcastically.

“GTDG.com? You mean PUA.com right?” he asked me with confusion.

“No, I mean GTDG.com” I replied with an eye roll as he walked away with embarrassment and confusion.

What is PUA.com? I wondered. As soon I arrived back at my apartment I went to my laptop and typed in the domain name PUA.com. I can’t even describe the emotions I felt as I watched an introductory video starring one Daniel, “Danny” Mastrangelo.

“I used to be like you. Lonely, pathetic and unsure of myself. I was a complete and utter loser and every night was a lonely night. That was until I decided to change myself for the better. I can’t divulge how I created the system, but I can share it with you for a one-time fee of only $995” the video stated as I pressed pause and felt my blood to begin to boil.

I took a deep breath and clicked on the play button on the video. “Anyone can talk the talk but I’m going to show you how to walk the walk with the talk right now.”

I watched in horror as Danny approached a pretty girl, gave her my slick lines and walked away with her number.

“Guys I can teach you all you need to know to pull smoking hot girls like Dana just like I did. It’s all in my system which is all yours for the low one-time price of only $995. Get the number, get the date, get the panties, it’s that easy and that’s why I’m the Pickup Artist and you can become one too” the introductory video ended. Danny even had testimonial videos from guys talking about how well the system worked for them!

I was beside myself! He used everything I taught him from Get That Dream Girl to rebrand it as he wanted originally which I refuted. I thought we were friends. How could he stab me in the back this way?

That night I went to Danny’s apartment to confront him, but I wasn’t prepared for what was about to unfold. I knocked on the door and waited for a few seconds until the door opened.

“Hey, Daphne is Dany around?” I asked as she smiled and nodded her head.

“Here seeing Brandon?” I asked as she shook her head and looked at me with an odd look.

“Babe, Steffie’s here for you” she yelled out as Danny walked over to her, they kissed, and Daphne said to Danny, “See you tonight babe.’ She smiled at me and walked down the hallway and into the elevator.

“What the hell is going on here?!” I asked in confusion and concern.

“Same as usual, Steffie” Danny replied.

“You and Daphne are together?! What about Skyler and Brandon?!” I exclaimed.

“Yeah, Daphne and I are a couple. Skyler and I ended over winter break” he explained.

“I thought Skyler was the girl of your dreams. You asked me to help you because you needed to be with her!” I yelled out.

“I did, I was and now I’m not. Now I’m with Daphne” he responded smugly.

“How could you two do this to Brandon? He’s your friend.” I asked with a sick feeling coming over me.

Danny let out a small laugh and responded, “No, he was my roommate and now he’s not. Daphne is way too hot for him anyway.”

“You are disgusting! How could you be with a girl who slept with your roommate?!” I fumed.

He laughed and replied, “That would be disgusting if I was getting Brandon sloppy seconds but no need to worry. They never slept together.”

“Let me get this straight. You and Skyler broke up over winter break and then you stabbed Brandon in the back and stole his girlfriend?!” I yelled out.

“No. I ended things with Skyler for Daphne. Sky is a nice cute girl and all, but Daphne is more my type. I mean Daphne is way hotter than Sky.  I didn’t steal Daphne from Brandon, she was never his” he explained as a matter of fact.

“Care to explain PUA.com?!” I screamed out.

“Not much to explain. I told you that this was the way to go from the beginning, but you didn’t want to play ball. Granted none of this is possible without you and I would never forget that. That’s why I’m setting aside ten percent of the profits for you. I consider it kind of like a franchise fee” he replied.

“I can’t believe you. What you’re doing is wrong!” I screamed out.

“Don’t do that, don’t be a hypocrite. I’m not doing anything that you haven’t done yourself. I have big plans. I have merchandise designs all set and ready to go, you know, tee-shirts, hats and things like that. PUA is going to make way more money than Get That Dream Girl could ever” he said with pride.

“You know our partnership agreement states that would can’t open competing services right?!” I said with conviction.

Danny laughed and replied, “It’s not a competing service, it’s an entirely different service, at least that’s what my lawyer said. PUA is not going away Steffie, it’s just getting started” he said with a disgusting grin on his face.

“You used to be a great guy. I helped you get the girl of your dreams and you break up with her for a prettier girl? You go behind my back and kill our business without saying a word and then open a new business? I don’t know who you are anymore, and I don’t know what happened to you” I said with anger and emotion.

He grinned and then let out a huge laugh as he replied, “What happened to me? You happened to me.”

As if I was a volcano about to erupt, with all my might I slapped him across his face. That was the last time I had any sort of interaction with Danny.

Get That Dream Girl, LLC was done not even a year from when we started it. A little over 750 sales for an income of a little over $350,000 to me after merchant fees, Danny’s cut, and Uncle Sam. I had set out to do something special. I wanted to help guys land their special someone. When I logged into my email account, I had close to a hundred thank you emails from guys all across the country who expressed their gratitude.

It was bittersweet. I hadn’t known what to expect when we started but I didn’t expect it to end this way. I felt betrayed and angry at the same time. I thought that Danny was my friend but was he playing me the entire time? I thought I helped him for a noble cause but at the end of the day what I accomplished was help Danny hurt both Skyler and Brandon. How many more girls would be hurt because of Danny? I didn’t know what to do, after all, what could I do?

I know I had hurt plenty of girls through my own actions, but I don’t think I truly understood the feeling of hurt until Danny. It made me feel terrible even more so when I thought about Abigail. I didn’t want his ten percent royalty payments, I just wanted to be done with him. Danny was now dead to me.

Thinking back Danny did more than betray and hurt me. He ruined the final months of my college experience. It was until Nancy and I was cleaning out our apartment when the finality of it all hit me like a ton of bricks.

No more classes, no more books, no more papers, no more partying. Goodbye to the friends we had made, some of them for forever. A new chapter of my life, the next chapter. What was that chapter? I had no clue what I was going to do with my life. When Nancy and I closed that apartment door for the final time I didn’t feel excited about what the future held, I was terrified of the unknown.

A few days after coming back home my dad coordinated with Nancy’s parents. They threw us a huge graduation barbeque party. It was a great time. Nancy’s brothers, Derek and Daniel were even there along with my grandparents on both sides, uncle Walt, uncle Walt’s wife Roberta and a bunch of friends from high school. It was great to see Molly again. She had promised Nancy that the time she visited us at school wouldn’t be the last time, but it was. She had a lot on her plate and opening her own real estate brokerage become an almost impossible task with her suffering set back after set back.

“How’s the brokerage coming along?” I asked Molly.

“Thankfully I should be open in a couple of months. I’ve had the worst luck imaginable.”

“I know, I’m so sorry that your office burnt down,” I said to her.

“Not a big deal. I like my new location better but dealing with the insurance company and getting them to pay me was like pulling teeth. Anyway, what’s the plan now that you’re done with college?” she said to me.

“I have no idea. I guess I’ll start looking for a job next week and see what’s available” I explained.

“You’re going to stay here in Brookfield?” she asked with surprise as I nodded my head and replied, “Where else would I go?”

“I thought that maybe you would move to Milwaukee with my sister. You're more than welcome to stay at my place with her until you both get settled” she said to me with a smile.

“Thanks, but I think I’m going to give it a go here. Besides I know my dad and Kara could use my help for a little while with his business” I replied.

“It’s a standing offer so if you change your mind just let me know,” Molly said.

Granted my dad and Kara appreciated my help but really didn’t need it. Job prospects were non- existent. I couldn’t imagine joining the grind for fifteen bucks an hour after spending over one hundred thousand dollars on my college education. I was twenty-one and had over two hundred thousand dollars in the bank after paying off my student loans, buying a new car and going on a shopping spree. Flush with cash I was in no rush to work for someone else.

After a month of being home and helping my dad with his business, it all became crystal clear. I too wanted to be my own employer. My dad was doing something he loved, and he said time and time again that when you do something you love for a living it never feels like work. I just didn’t know what I was passionate enough about that I could do for a living.

It wasn’t until I went to a Nike Outlet store in Johnson Creek that a lightbulb went off in my head. I was at the register when the guy behind the counter asked if I would like to give them my email address for an additional ten percent off my purchase just as Nancy sent me a text message. I gave the guy a bogus email and exited the store. I thought to myself, why are they collecting email addresses? They should be collecting cell phone numbers. Cell phone numbers

I entered my car and stared at my cell phone and the text notification. My mind started racing like never. The possibilities were practically limitless. I needed a programmer asap and I knew just who I could trust to get what I needed to be done, Kevin!

I drove home like a bat out of hell and started researching. Casual fast dining, salons, spa’s, auto service, cafés, and so many other opportunities. This could be a gold mine!

I grabbed my cell phone and called Kevin.

“Kevin, I need to run something by you,” I said with excitement as he replied, “Sure.”

“I want to create an SMS and MMS text notification system for small to medium size businesses. I need to the system to be able to capture birthdays, location, appointment dates and times and a bunch of other things. Can I email you what I need?” I asked.

“Of course,” he replied.

“How long do you think it would take to create the site?” I asked.

“I could probably have it done within a month depending on the functionality you need” he replied as a matter of fact.

“Thank you so much. I’ll, of course, pay you just let me know what you need” I said with excitement.

“I don’t want to charge you. What are friends for anyway?” he asked.

“I insist. Anyway, we can talk more about it when you come to Milwaukee next month” I said to him.

“I take it you haven’t talked to Nancy recently,” he said with a sad voice.

“She texted me earlier, but I got caught up with things. I’m going to give her a call in a few” I responded.

“I have another call coming in. Just email me and we’ll take it from there. Talk to you soon” he said as he ended the call.

I didn’t think much of the conversation until I called Nancy.

As soon as she answered she said, “Can you please come and see me like now…please.”

“What’s wrong?” I asked with concern.

“I don’t want to talk about it on the phone. I need you, please.”

“Are you okay Nancy?” I asked with a combination of fear and concern.

“No, I’m far from okay. Please, Steffie, I need you now. Please…” she said as I could hear her begin to cry.

“Text me Molly’s address. I’m going to pack a bag and I’ll be there as soon as I can, okay?” I said to her with growing concern.

“Okay…” she replied through sobs.

I packed a small bag, entered Molly’s address into my GPS and drove to Molly’s as fast as I could. A little over a half an hour later I arrived at Molly’s luxury apartment on North Water Street.

As soon as I got off the elevator there was Nancy waiting for me. I took one step toward her and she hugged me tightly, put her head on my shoulder and cried uncontrollably on my shoulder.

I walked her to Molly’s door and entered the apartment, closing the door behind us.

“What’s going on Nancy? Talk to me” I said with as reassuring a voice as I could muster.

“Kevin…Kevin…” was all she could say.

“I just talked to Kevin. I told him I would see him next month when he came in from Minneapolis to see you” I said with concern.

“He’s not coming,” she said as she did her best to gain her composure as I wiped the tears from her face.

“Nancy, what is going on?” I asked having no clue as to what she was going to tell me.

She took a few deep breaths and exhales and took a seat on the living room couch as I took a seat next to her.

“Why isn’t he coming? I thought he was coming down to see you next month and to sign the employment contract with that tech firm” I inquired.

“That was the plan, but the plan changed. He got recruited by this start-up software development company. They're offering him an insane salary, bonuses, stock options, full health benefits, one month of vacation, company car and an apartment” she explained.

“That’s amazing,” I said not knowing why this was an issue.

She looked at me with her tear-filled eyes and said, “The job is in Austin, Texas.”

“Austin, Texas? But what about you two?” I asked fearing the words that were to come.

“There’s no more us,” she said as she again began to cry and rested her head on my shoulder.

“He doesn’t want you to go with him? Did he end it with you?” I asked with shock.

“No, he does want me to come and I ended it,” she said which took me back.

“But you love him. Why wouldn’t you go with him?” I asked with bated breath.

“I do love him, but my life is here. How can I leave you, my family and my business here with Molly for Austin? The plan was always for him to move from Minnesota to Wisconsin after graduation” she said.

“As you said, the plan changed” I tried to explain to her.

“He changed the plan. When I said I couldn’t go he became upset. He even told me that he would pass on the job and take the job here for me” she explained to me through tears.

“What did you say?” I asked.

“Steffie, how could I expect him to pass on a life-altering opportunity? Had I said I wanted him not to take the job and he wasn’t happy here he would spend the rest of his life resenting me. I can’t go to Austin. I have responsibilities here. I didn’t want to do it, but I knew I had to. I told him I loved him, said I was sorry, but it was over. There’s no way to make it work with him in Texas and me here in Wisconsin” she cried.

“You should go. Molly will understand” I said to her.

She shook her head and looked at me with sadness. “I love him, but I don’t want to move to Texas,” she said with sadness in her voice.

“I’m so sorry,” I said to her as I hugged her tightly.

“Thank you for coming,” she said as I smiled and responded, “No need to thank me but you’re welcome.”

“Does Molly know anything about this?” I asked as she nodded her head and replied, “Yeah, of course. She said the same thing that you did, I should go.”

“You should lay down,” I said as she looked at me with sadness and asked, “You’re not going to leave, are you?”

I smiled and replied, “No, I promise. I’ll be here for as long as you need me.”

“I love Steffie,” she said as I replied, “I love you too.”

Nancy arose from the couch and went into the bedroom. A few minutes later in walked Molly.

“Hey, what are you doing here?” she asked with confusion.

“Nancy said she needed me” I replied as a look of relief seemed to come over her as she said, “Thank you. I didn’t know what to do.”

“Not a problem. What do you think about this situation?” I asked.

“I think she should go. It would change things a bit for me, but I can make it work even without her here. Besides I don’t know if we’re going to have a company anyway.”

“Why?” I asked with concern.

“I need a drink. You want one?” she asked as I nodded my head.

She mixed two drinks as we both took seats at the island in her kitchen.

“Why? I may have miscalculated things a tad bit when I made my business plan. I thought I would be up and running by April but when the fire happened it, of course, pushed things back a bit. I got most of the money back from the insurance company, but I didn’t have receipts for some things, so I did take close to a ten thousand dollar hit. Here we are in June and I have no income coming in, have already dipped into my reserves and have eaten up most of my marketing budget on renovations to my new location and construction supplies. I have no idea what I’m going to do” she explained as she sipped her drink.

“I’m confused. Why do you need construction materials for a real estate brokerage?” I asked with intrigue.

“Great question. My real estate brokerage was going to be like no other. Anyone can get a listing, charge a commission and make a sale, well most agents anyway. A brokerage can charge a maximum fee of six percent which most homeowners don’t want to pay so many brokerages reduce their commission to get the listing and put more money into the homeowner’s pockets. However, my fee isn’t negotiable, it’s six percent” she said with a smirk.

“If most homeowners don’t want to pay a six percent fee why would they pay you six percent?” I asked curiously.

“Another great question but a very simple answer. My brokerage will renovate whatever the house needs in order to list and sell at the highest possible price. Even with paying me a six percent commission I’ll have increased the value of the home so much that the homeowner will walk away with more money even had they paid a three percent brokerage fee” she said to me with an ear to ear grin.

“What if the homeowner doesn’t have enough money for the renovation?” I asked.

She laughed and replied, “We do the renovation with no out of pocket cost. We get paid when we sell the house.”

“Isn’t dealing with contractors a major pain? I mean what happens if you get screwed by the contractor?” I asked with growing curiosity.

“That’s not an issue when you own the renovation company. Materials aren’t all that expensive. What’s expensive is the labor cost. If you control the cost of labor, you have complete control” she said with a wink.

“You own a renovation company?” I asked as she smiled and replied, “Not completely. I have a partnership in a renovation company.”

“So, what’s stopping you right now?” I asked as she shook her head and let out a sigh. “Working capital. I’ve thought of everything and I’m down to desperation mode. I going to have to max out all my lines of credit to get off the ground. It’s risky but the only option I have” she said.

“What kind of profit are you looking at with each house sale?” I asked with intrigue.

“At minimum thirty thousand a house. I have no doubt I can move fifty houses per year” she said brimming with confidence.”

“That’s $1.5 million a year in revenue,” I said with admiration.

“Easily three-quarters of a million in profit. Then I can get into what I really want to do, buy, fix and flip.”

“Can I see your office?” I asked with excitement.

“Sure, but tomorrow if you don’t mind. I need a hot shower in the worst way” she replies as she kicked off her shoes and went into her bedroom.

Molly’s apartment was amazing and decorated flawlessly thanks to Nancy. It was late and I was exhausted, so I decided to call it a night and head to bed.

I didn’t get much sleep that night. Nancy tossed, turned and cried for most of the night. When I finally decided to get out of bed a little past 6:30 AM my eyes were burning as Nancy finally went into a deep sleep.

To my surprise, Molly was dressed and going through messages on her cell phone while sipping a cup of coffee while standing in the kitchen.

“Early riser I see,” I said with disbelief as she laughed and replied, “Early bird gets the worm.”

I remember looking at her standing in the kitchen and thinking how beautiful she looked. I’ve seen her less than a handful of times over the previous four years but all those feelings I had for her when I was a teenager were as present as if they had never left. At twenty-one years of age, I was again crushing on my best friend’s sister.

How could I not? She had the face of an angel and the body of a devil. She was sweet, beautiful, funny and caring. She was confident, driven and had an edge to her. I couldn’t help but laugh to myself as I took a quick shower and brushed my teeth how absurd it was for me to have a crush on my best friend’s straight sister.

Molly and I left the apartment as Nancy slept and headed to her office. I was taken by surprise when Molly stopped her cargo van in front of a warehouse type of building. When she turned the van off and smiled at me, I was beyond confused.

“This is your office?” I asked as she nodded her head and smiled.

She punched in a security code on the small keypad and opened a large steel door.

“It is now,” she said with a laugh as she shook her head.

We entered a small room with a reception desk, couch and a large flat screen television on the wall. There were two small offices next to each other on the right side of the room.

“I don’t get it, why here?” I asked.

“Follow me,” she said as she opened a large steel door on the left side of the room. As she walked passed the door, I heard rows of lights turn on with a kind of popping sound. I couldn’t believe my eyes!

It was a warehouse large enough to house jumbo jets! It was filled with sheetrock, wood, tools, and row upon row of furniture. Dressers, tables, end tables, wardrobes, bedroom furniture, living room furniture and more.

“How…did…you…what…” I stammered as she laughed.

“Before you are over six years of hard work. Believe it or not, I found a lot of this stuff in the trash. However, most of it is from yard sales, estate sales and Craigslist” she said with a giggle.

“Guess that’s why you drive a cargo van,” I said with a giggle of my own.

I was amazed. “How can you afford this?” I asked.

“I got most of this stuff at a steal” she began to explain as I shook my head and said, “No this” as I pointed around the large warehouse.

“My grandfather on my dad’s side owned this place. He left it to my dad in his will when he passed, and my dad reluctantly agreed not to sell it for me.”

“You have enough furniture in here to stage like twenty houses!” I exclaimed as she smiled and winked at me.

“I couldn’t have done any of this without Nancy’s help. She has an amazing eye. I don’t know what I’m going to do with her in Texas” she said.

“She’s not going to Texas,” I said defiantly.

“Yeah she is because you and I are going to talk her into it,” she said with conviction.

“You know how stubborn Nancy is. Once she makes up her mind it’s over” I said.

“Don’t I know It, but I can tell you she hasn’t made up her mind. She’s just scared. She thinks if she leaves, she’s screwing me over and I’m done” Molly explained.

“Well, are you done without her?” I asked.

“Up shits creek with no paddle. I need her to do the staging and the design for the renovations. I’m am screwed without her” she said with a pained look on her face.

“I thought you said you could figure it out?” I asked with confusion.

“Yeah I thought about it, last night and I’m blank,” she said with the same pained look on her face.

“Can’t she design and stage remotely?” I asked.

“Sure, if we had a computer program and measurements for every piece of furniture in this warehouse along with the measurements for the rooms of the house we’re working on,” she said without hesitation.

“Thankfully I know an amazing programmer,” I said with excitement.

I immediately called Kevin, but my call went to his voicemail. I sent him a text to call me and eagerly awaited his call as Molly and I went to grab, a quick breakfast.

When we arrived back at Molly’s to both our surprises there was Kevin talking to Nancy as she sat on the couch.

“Kevin! What are you doing here?!” I yelled out with surprise.

“Trying to talk some sense into Nancy,” he said with a coy smile.

“When did you get into town?” I asked as he again looked at me with the same coy smile and replied, “Last night. I drove to Brookfield and arrived here about ten minutes ago.”

“Steff and I are going to head into my room to give you two some privacy,” she said to Kevin as Kevin smiled and replied, “Nice to see you, Molly.”

Molly took me by my hand and raced us into her bedroom. She grabbed her cell phone, plugged in earbuds, placed a bud, in her ear and handed me the other.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“I have a security system with sounds in this place,” she said with a grin as I placed the earbud into my ear.

“Nancy, I love you. If you don’t want to move to Texas fine, I’ll pass on the job and come here like we had planned” Kevin said.

“I can’t let you do that. You’re going to wind up hating me, so I don’t see the point.”

“I won’t wind up hating you. If I must make a choice between my career and you, I’ll choose you every time!” he yelled out.

“What were you doing in Brookfield last night?” she asked him.

“Don’t worry about it” he vented.

“No, what the hell were you doing in Brookfield? I want to know” she said with annoyance.

“I went there to talk to your parents, okay!” he yelled out.

“My parents? What did you need to talk to my parents about?” she asked with shock.

“Nancy, listen to me. I love you and I know you love me. I can’t and I don’t want to live without you. I don’t care if it’s in Austin, in Milwaukee or on the other side of the Earth. I just need you to be with me forever” he said.

I looked at Molly with my eyes wide open as she looked at me in the same manner.

“Is he going to do what I think he’s going to do?” Molly asked as I slowly nodded my head and replied, “I think he is.”

Molly and I watched the screen on her cell phone as Kevin dropped to a knee, removed a jewelry box from his pocket, open it and say, “Nancy Cone, I love you and want to spend the rest of my life with you. Marry me.”

Nancy raised both her hands to her face.

“Fuck this” Molly said to me as she removed her earbud and handed me her cell phone. I, of course, removed my earbud, threw the phone onto the bed and walked out into the living room right behind Molly.

“Nancy, I’ll be fine. Look at him not me and answer him. Not for me but for you” she said passionately.

“You need me,” Nancy said as tears flowed from her eyes.

“Nancy! I’ll be fine. Answer Kevin for you and you only” Molly said with the same passionate voice.

Nancy looked at Kevin, nodded her head and screamed out, “Yes!” as she jumped off the couch and into his waiting arms.

It was the most beautiful thing I had ever seen in my life and I couldn’t stop myself from crying.

Through my tears, I said to Kevin, “Forget that thing I wanted you to work on. I need your help with something else for your future wife and future sister in law.”

Molly and I explained to Kevin what Molly needed and how this would allow Nancy to still work with Molly no matter where she was.

“That’s so easy to do. I can have that done in like three days. I just need the measurements of the furniture.”

“Guess I’m moving to Texas!” Nancy yelled out as Molly laughed and said, “Yeah you are but not until you help me measure everything out. That goes for you too future brother in law.”

“I’ll help too,” I said with excitement.

It took us almost a week to measure every piece of furniture in the warehouse and it was a relief when we were finally done. It took Kevin four days to create a computer program, but it was amazing.

We all went out to a farewell dinner that night. Kevin and Nancy were heading to Brookfield early the next morning to say goodbye to her parents, grandparents, and brothers and would be flying out to Austin late that night.

Kevin and Nancy called it an early night leaving Molly and me together as we drank and chatted.

“I guess with Nancy leaving in the morning you’ll be heading back,” Molly said.

I looked at Molly and said, “I’ve been doing some thinking. I would hate for you to max out your credit lines just so you can get your business up and running. I’d like to help if you’ll let me.”

She looked surprised as she said, “Have an extra hundred thousand dollars laying around the house?” and laughed.

I took a sip of my drink as I smiled and replied, “No, a little over double that.”

“Seriously?!” she exclaimed with a stunned tone.

I took another sip and replied, “Seriously.”

“I couldn’t let you do that,” she said as she shook her head.

“Does your offer still stand now that Nancy’s Texas bound?” I asked.

“Yeah of course it does,” she said.

“Well, I can lend you the money. You pay me back at ten thousand a sale if you can, no rush and I’ll help you with your business until I figure out what I’m going to do with my life” I said to her.

“Really. This is what you want to do?” she asked with surprise.

“Yeah, for now anyway, I mean unless you don’t need or want my help,” I said with raised eyebrows.

“No, that would be great!” she yelled out as she hugged me and gave me a kiss on my cheek.

“No wonder my sister loves you the way she does. You’re a good person” she said with a smile.

“I don’t think I am but I’m working on it,” I said with a smile of my own.

It’s been three months since I’ve been living and working with Molly and I love it. I don’t know what I love more, the wonderful world of real estate or spending so much time with Molly.

Today is a big day! Molly is closing on the first house sale of her new company and the first project couldn’t have gone any better. A super quick sale and a profit of over forty thousand dollars.

I’ve done all her marketing and the leads are pouring in. It’s almost like I’m her personal assistant but I don’t mind at all.

I’m sitting in the office and just finished setting a listing appointment for Molly when she walks in bright-eyed and smiling from ear to ear.

“Congratulations!” I exclaim as she does a curtsy and replies, “Thank you, thank you. I couldn’t have done it without you” as she opens a folder and hands me a check for ten thousand dollars.

“You didn’t have to give me so much back so soon. Five would have been fine” I say to her.

“A deal is a deal. I wish it were more. You’re helping me for free and I feel bad” she says to me.

“Don’t feel bad. I rather like it” I explain which brings a smile to her face.

“Do I have anything for tomorrow?” she asks as I shake my head.

“Perfect! We’re are going out to celebrate tonight!” she exclaims.

We close the office early and head over to a bar restaurant within walking distance to Molly’s apartment.

We have dinner and begin to party with shots and drinks at the bar. It kind of feels like I’m back at school.

Molly laughs and then grins at me.

“What are you grinning at?” I ask as she smiles and says there’s a cute girl on the other side of the bar that seems to have eyes for you.”

I look across the bar and see what Molly sees. The girl is beyond cute. The old me would have made a beeline toward her and struck up a conversation but I have no desire to.

“Not your type?” Molly asks.

“I wouldn’t say that but I’m kind of off the market right now” I explain which seems to surprise Molly.

“You want to get out of here?” I ask her as she replies “Yeah sure. Let’s take the party back to my place.”  

I’m feeling good and working on drunk as Molly grabs and opens a bottle of wine.

“Care to imbibe?” she asks as I reply, “Of course” as she pours two glasses of wine and hands me one as she takes her glass and the bottle of wine to the outside deck with me following behind.

“None of this is possible without you,” she says with a thankful tone to her voice.

“I’m just happy to help” I reply with a smile.

“I need to change,” she says as I say, “Sounds like a good idea” as we both enter our respective rooms, change and meet again on the deck.

How is it possible for her to look so good in pajama bottoms and an oversized tee shirt? I think my crush has gone from a crush to super crush!

“So why didn’t you do anything about that cute girl at the bar?” she asks with a quizzical tone.

“I don’t know what I’m doing or where I’m going. If I’m being honest, I guess I may have gotten it all out of my system in college” I say to her.

“My sister told me that you were a stone cold player in your college years,” she says to me with amusement.

“Yeah, I guess I was, but I didn’t mean to be. I went in trying to find my special someone, but it didn’t quite work out. I may have lost my mind just a tad bit” I said with laughter which makes Molly laugh.

She has a devilish grin on her face for some reason. “What’s your number?” she asks.

“You have my number” I reply as she shakes her head and responds, “Not that number. What’s your number?”

“No way. If you want to know it that bad you need to give yours up first” I say calm, cool and collected.

She shakes her head and replies, “I would but I don’t want you to judge me.”

“I won’t judge you,” I say as if she’s lost her mind.

She seems unsure if she should tell me or not. “Promise you won’t judge me,” she says as I smile and say, “Cross my heart.”

“Okay, before I divulge my number, I need you to know that I went through a little period of time where I was kind of free with my body if you know what I mean,” she says which makes me laugh.

“Spit it out!” I exclaim with laughter as I raise my glass to my lips.

She had a pained look on her face. She looks at me and says, “Seven!”

I can’t stop myself from bursting out in laughter. “Seven? Did you just say seven?”

“You said you wouldn’t judge me!” she says seriously.

As I laugh, I reply, “I’m not. It’s just that I had a month where I think I had sex with ten or more girls” which makes her eyes seem like they’re going to pop out of her head.

“In one month?!” she exclaims as I reply, “Yeah, in one month.”

“What is your number?” she asks with intrigue.

“To be honest I’m not sure. It’s not like I kept a running count or anything” I respond.

“You have no idea? Seriously?” she says with amusement.

“Seriously. I had one year where I went totally overboard” I explain.

“How about a range?” she says with laughter.

I think for a while as I sip my wine. “More than thirty less than fifty,” I say even though I’m not quite sure.

“Wow!” she exclaims.

“Now I feel like your judging me,” I say with a deflated tone to my voice.

“I’m not, it’s just wow!” she says as she bursts into laughter.

“Yeah it is like wow but that was the old me. The new me is trying to change her ways and herself for the better” I say to her.

“I would say the new you is a great person even though I kind of knew the old you and thought the same thing,” she says with a smile.

“Thank you” I reply.

“Have you ever been in love?” she asks as I shake my head.

“Nancy thinks I’m incapable of being in a relationship. She called me a tigress” I say with disgust for myself.

“Ouch, that’s kind of brutal,” she says with compassion.

“What about you? Have you ever been in love?” I ask.

“Yeah, once. I was totally in love with Andy” she says in a manner that tells me she still hurting.

“I’m sorry,” I say to her as she smiles and nods her head.

“That’s ancient history anyway. I would never go back” she says with a tone of certainty.

“Have you spoken to Andy since you two broke up?” I ask with curiosity.

“No, but Andy does send texts and leaves voicemails to this day. Somehow there is no realization that it’s over, but it so is, on my end anyway. Besides, I’m not the one who fucked it all up. I’m not the one who cheated. I thought we were good, but we weren’t. What I can say that it was the worst pain I have ever felt. I’m kind of thankful over it though” she says.

“Thankful? Why would you be thankful for having your heart broken?” I ask.

“I sometimes thought we weren’t right for each other, but I fought myself over it. Had I listened to myself I would never have been so naïve and been hurt so badly” she says in reflection.

“I know exactly what you mean. I had this kind of girlfriend between my junior and senior year of college that I totally fucked over. I wanted to be in love so badly that I strung her along not once taking her feelings into consideration. I hope I did for her what Andy did for you. At least that way I can stand myself more than I do” I said to her meaning every word that had left my mouth.

“We all make mistakes you know,” she says to me as I nod my head in agreement.

“Don’t I know” I reply.

As the night continues Molly opens yet another bottle of wine.

“How many bottles is that?” I ask as she holds up four fingers and pours two more glasses.

“Who was your first?” she asks.

“Regina Lance” I reply with a smile.

“Regina Lance? Nice choice, very pretty” she says with laughter.

“You remember her?” I ask with amazement as she nods her head and smiles.

“I know who your first was,” I say in a teasing voice.

“Nancy told you?!” she asks as I just smile.

“Of course, she did. She tells me everything, but you can’t ever tell her I told you that she told me” I say to Molly.

“Cross my heart but she doesn’t tell you everything,” she says as she sips her glass of wine.

“Yeah, she does,” I say with conviction as Molly shakes her head.

I let out a small laugh and reply with a conviction of my own, “Yeah she does” as Molly again shakes her head.

“What didn’t she tell me that you know that I don’t know?” I say calmly.

“How about that Kevin told her that the reason they’re together is because of you,” she says with a wink and a smile.

“What?!” I reply in terror.

“Loverboy confessed that he was head over heels for her and you helped him without him asking you to. That you told him what to do to get her to notice him” she says laughingly.

“Was she mad?” I ask.

“Mad? Fucking furious!” she says laughing so hard she has tears streaming from her eyes. “I honestly thought she was going to murder you,” she says trying to control her non-stop laughter.

“She never said a word to me,” I say with disbelief.

“You’re welcome,” Molly says as I reply, “Thank you.”

“I can’t drink anymore. I hear my bed calling me” she says as I say, “Yeah me too.”

The next morning, I awake with my head throbbing and my mouth feeling like I sucked on cotton balls. I feel like death as I finally pry myself out of bed and head into the living room to find Molly laying on the couch with a pillow over her head.

“You look like I feel,” I say as Molly says, “Not so loud, please.”

“I feel like I’m about to die,” I say to her as she replies, “Death would be so much better than this.”

Molly and I spent the entire day watching movies as we both slept on and off until both heading to bed for the night.

The week flew by like lightning. Molly closed her second sale and picked up another three listings.

“I’ve been thinking that it’s kind of pointless for you to be sitting here in the office. It’s not like I’m going to get any walk-in business. You should work from home. I can have the calls forwarded to your cell phone” she says to me. I can’t argue with her logic as it is kind of pointless to be sitting in the office, so I agree.

That night Molly and I are once again enjoying adult beverages on the outside deck.

“I’m doing it, I’m actually doing it,” she says as I look at her and ask, “Are you surprised or something?”

She laughs and replies, “No it’s just that I didn’t think I would get here. At times it seemed no matter what I did or what I tried to do there was something preventing me from getting here. I know I’ve said this before but thank you. This isn’t possible without you.”

“I know” I reply.

“Oh, I’m so sorry I forgot but I left a check for you in your bedroom,” she tells me.

“Okay, thanks,” I say to her but inside I feel upset.

With the way things are going she’s going to have me paid back in a few months. Then what? I still don’t know what I want to do but I do know I don’t want to leave. I love being here with her and helping her with the company.

“Can I ask you something?” I ask Molly.

“Of course. What’s up?” she replies.

“Are you good with the whole Andy thing and all?” I ask.

“Yeah, I’m over it” she replies.

“Good but if you’re really over it then why no dates or anything?” I ask.

She looks at me blankly for a moment and then smiles. “I’m running a company and there aren’t many prospects for a girl when she has no time to date. Besides, I have you and batteries so what else does a girl need” she says with laughter.

I love her laugh. I can listen to her laugh all day long I think to myself when I feel a strange feeling come over me.

“You okay?” she says as I nod my head and reply, “I’m not feeling quite right. I think I might be coming down with something. I think I need to lay down for a little.”

I go into my bedroom and lay in the middle of the bed. I need to admit something to myself. This is more than a crush. I don’t know what’s happening to me, but I do know I’ve never felt what I’m feeling right now. Is it possible that I’m falling for Molly?

With my mind racing, I somehow manage to fall asleep and am shocked that when I awake it’s well after 9 AM. I exit my bedroom and head into the living room.

“Holy shit! Steffie Meadows!” I hear a familiar sounding voice but a voice I know I haven’t heard in a long time.

I look across the living room to see Molly’s best friend Brenda Billings.

“Brenda? Wow, I haven’t seen you since high school” I say to her as she walks across the room and gives me a hug.

“You look great. Doesn’t she look great Molly” she says with a weird tone to her voice.

“So, I hear you’ve been a life saver for Molly’s business,” she says as I reply, “Just helping a friend out.”

Brenda laughs and says to Molly, “She likes helping you out” as I can tell from Molly’s expression that she’s not amused.

“So, what are you doing in Milwaukee?” I ask Brenda.

“I’m here on business so I figured I would surprise Molly. I want to check out the operation before I had over to my client’s office. It’s nice to see you again Steff. Molly? Isn’t it nice to see Steff?” she says.

“Let’s go,” a pissed of looking Molly says to Brenda. As the exit the apartment I hear Molly say to Brenda, “You can be so infantile!” as Brenda laughs and closes the door behind them.

That was so strange. Granted I never spent much time with Brenda and Molly together, but the entire interaction seemed odd.

I go about my day, take a few calls, make a few appointments for Molly and am in the middle of replying to an email inquiry when the bell to the apartment rings.

I open the door to find an amazingly hot woman standing in front of me. She’s tall, has long black hair and these amazing dark blue eyes. She’s fit and dressed professionally and is holding a bouquet of flowers.

“Is Molly home?” the woman asks.

“No, she’s out on a listing appointment but she should be back in an hour or so,” I say to the woman.

“I was hoping to catch her here since she won’t answer my calls or texts but anyway, can you give these to her and let her know I stopped by?” as she hands me the bouquet of flowers that has a small card the reads, “Congratulations.”

“Yeah sure but I don’t know who you are,” I say to the attractive woman.

She laughs and seems a bit embarrassed. “I’m sorry. Please tell her Andy stopped by” she says to me.

“Andy?” I say with confusion.

“Yeah, Andy,” she says.

“Not a problem. I’ll give her these and say that Andy stopped by” I say to her.

“Thank you,” she says as she walks away, and I close the door behind her.

It can’t be! It must be some sort of coincidence. There is no way that a woman named Andy is the same, Andy! Molly is straight! Molly is straight. Is Molly straight? If she’s not, why didn’t I know? Nancy never said anything about her sister being in a relationship with a woman. Why?

Why am I so upset? Why am I so angry? I need a drink in the worst way. I make myself a drink and quickly finish it as I do the same again and again.

A little over an hour later Molly arrives at home and is in a great mood.

“Another listing locked, and another closing scheduled for next Friday. I’m going to have you paid back in no time” she says with happiness.

I look at her, smile and reply, “That’s great.”

She looks at the bouquet sitting on the table in the living room and smiles. “Did you buy me flowers?” she asks with surprise.

I shake my head and remain silent.

“If you didn’t get me those who did?” she asks.

“Andy stopped by earlier. Those are from Andy” I reply.

“Andy? She was here?” she asks with a tinge of anger in her voice.

“Yeah, she was. Said that she was hoping to catch you here since you won’t answer her calls or reply to her texts” I explain.

“That bitch! The fucking nerve of her to come to my fucking home! What the fuck is she thinking? You would think me telling her to leave me the fuck alone and ignoring her would tell her I want nothing to do with her!” she fumes.

“I made a listing appointment for you. Tomorrow at 7 PM. I put it on your calendar” I say with slightly slurred speech.

“Have you been drinking?” Molly asks.

“A tiny bit” I reply.

“Great want another one because I sure as hell need one,” she says as I nod my head.

“She’s beautiful,” I say to Molly as she shakes her head and replies, “Pretty little liar.”

Molly is looking at me strangely.

“Is something wrong?” she asks.

“No…I mean no…I’m…I’m a…confused is all” I finally say.

“About what?” she asks.

“I had no idea that Andy was a girl,” I say to a surprised looking Molly.

“Nancy didn’t tell you?” she asks as I shake my head.

“I would have thought she would have but whatever,” she says as if its, no big deal.

“You lost your virginity to Jason,” I say to Molly as she nods her head in agreement.

“Jason is the only guy I’ve ever been with. He’s kind of the reason I finally admitted to myself that I was a lesbian. I was relieved when we broke up when he left for college” she tells me.

I can’t bring myself to say a word in response.

“Wait a minute. We’ve been living together for almost four months and you haven’t made a move on me because you thought I was straight this entire time?!” she says with laughter.

“What makes you think I would make a move on you?” I ask dumbfounded.

“I may be a lot of things but I’m not blind. I see the way you look at me” she says with amusement.

“How do I look at you?” I say with fear.

“As if you want me,” she says.

My heart is pounding in my chest and I feel my body becoming warm.  I’m so nervous! Wait a minute! Girls don’t make me nervous, I make girls nervous! What is happening to me?!

“Nancy told me you had a crush on me in high school,” she says which makes me embarrassed.

With my voice quivering, I confess, “Actually since junior high school.”

“No more crush or have I been misreading things?” she asks.

Before I know what’s happening Molly is now standing right in front of me. What just happened? Did she just put her hands on my hips!

The smell of her hair and the smell of her perfume is driving me insane! She looks so good. Her lips, she has such amazing lips. I want nothing more than to kiss them right now.

I shake my head and reply, “No you haven’t been misreading things.”

“Good” she replies.

Is this happening? Is this really happening? Her lips are amazing! Yup, that’s her tongue in my mouth. She’s such a good kisser.

We stop kissing momentarily only for her to say, “I want you so bad.”

She’s so aggressive and I love it! The look on her face right now! She does want me bad!

We stop kissing as I gaze into Molly’s eyes. She’s breathing heavily and has a look of lust in her eyes.

She quickly unbuttons my jeans and pulls my panties down with my jeans to my ankles as I step out of them. She pulls my shirt over my head and throws it to the floor. As she kisses my neck, she unhooks my bra, pulls it off and throws it on the floor next to my jeans and panties.

I now stand before Molly completely nude. She smiles at me seductively and pushes me onto the couch. She drops to her knees and spreads my legs apart.

She begins to kiss my inner thighs, stops and then looks up at me.

“Molly are you sure about this?” I ask nervously.

Oh yeah, she’s sure about this!

“Oh, Molly!” I exclaim as she begins to passionately lick me. As she goes down on me, I can’t help but think to myself, no foreplay? Interesting.

She’s so amazing. I’ve been with a lot of girl’s, but no one has ever made me feel this way. As she continues to taste me, she begins to rub my clit.

What is happening? No way?! I’ve never and I mean ever this fast! Oh, shit it’s about to happen!

I grab hold of her hair and push her head into me as I explode with the most intense orgasm of my life.

I can barely catch my breath as Molly stops touching and tasting me. With her face drenched in my juices, she looks at me and laughs.

“Wow, that was fast!” she exclaims with laughter.

I can feel my face begin to become flush and I know I’m blushing.

She takes hold of my hand and pulls me up from the couch. She walks me into her bedroom and slowly undresses before me as I stand before her.

She has an amazing body. Her breasts are near perfect and her nipples are small and pink. She is shaven bare below. She lays herself in the middle of her bed and calls me to her by waving her index finger back and forth.

I climb on top of her as we begin to kiss. As we kiss, I rub her nipples and rub her breasts. I slowly and gently kiss her neck and kiss in between her breasts. I lick and gently suck on each of her nipples and kiss down her stomach and continue down to her crotch.

I kiss her vagina and then begin to taste her. She tastes amazing! I can’t get enough of her. I’m trying my best to be gentle, but I can barely contain myself.

Forget gentle! I’m going to go down on her as if she’s never going to see me again. I want her to think about this in her dreams!

“Holy shit Steffie! What the…shit…whoa…like that…don’t stop, don’t stop!” Molly cries out as I bury my face in her vagina and furiously rub her clit.

Wow, she’s a screamer! Her orgasm is almost ear piercing.  Instead of stopping once she had an orgasm I keep going for a minute or so afterward.

I slowly removed myself from between her legs, kiss up her stomach and then kiss her as I lay my body on top of hers.

“That was amazing! What in the hell did you just do to me?” she asks with a giggle.

“I’m very talented,” I say with a comical tone as she replies, “I would say so.”

We kiss for a little while when she stops kissing me and looks at me.

“Do you think you could do what you just did to me again?” she asks.

“If you want me to,” I say as she says, “I really, really want you to.”

“Okay” I reply as I do what she asks me to.

We spent the entire night enjoying each other’s bodies. We enjoyed each other on her bed again, my bed, in the shower, on the dining room table, and on the floor in the living room before finally heading to sleep in her room.

When I awake, I hear her in the shower, so I head into the other bathroom and take a quick shower of my own. I wrap myself in a towel and lay down in her bed.

A few minutes later Molly exits the bathroom and smiles at me as soon as she sees me.

She lays next to me, kisses me and says, “Good morning.”

“Good morning” I reply and continue to say, “We went from zero to a thousand yesterday” as she giggles at my words.

I love the way she’s looking at me.

“Hell may have frozen over before you finally made a move,” she says with laughter.

I can’t help myself from laughing. “I really thought you were straight.”

“How was it for you?” she asks with concern.

I smile and reply, “It was the most amazing sex of my life.”

“Shut up. Seriously was I okay” she replies as I immediately say, “I’m being totally honest.”

“Yesterday was amazing,” she says with joy as I smile and reply, “Yeah it was.”

“Damn it…seriously?” she asks out loud.

“What?” I reply

“Mr. Anderson is now ready to list. He wants to meet today at noon” she replies shaking her head.

“Well that’s a good thing” I reply.

“Come with me,” she says.

“That’s your thing, not mine” I respond.

“Do you enjoy real estate?” Molly asks.

“I enjoy working with you,” I say with a smile.

“I know but do you like what I do?” she asks.

“Yeah, I kind of do” I respond.

“Then come with me,” she asks.

“Okay fine. I’ll go.”

Mr. Anderson’s home was on a short fifteen drive from Molly’s apartment but what a crap hole.  It’s a small home with two bedrooms and one and a half bathrooms although it does have a one car garage and a decent lot size.

“This house is free and clear and market value right now is a little over one hundred thousand. Materials to renovate are going to run about thirty thousand so I’ll mark up to forty-five thousand. This is an easy quick sale. I have at least five people are in the market right now. One week to renovate, a week or two for showings and I should have this closed early next month at a sales price of one hundred ninety thousand” Molly explains to me before we head into the house.

Mr. Anderson and his wife are both in the seventies. Both are kind and sweet.

“Good afternoon Mr. and Mrs. Anderson. It’s nice to see you both again. This is my associate Ms. Meadows” Molly introduces me.

“Please call us George and Bernadette,” he says to Molly as they both smile at me.

“As we had discussed going market value for your home in its current state is approximately one hundred and five thousand. Renovation costs are forty-five thousand but after the renovation, I’m beyond confident that we can list and sell quickly at one hundred ninety thousand” Molly explains to the couple.

Bernadette looks at Molly and says, “George and I have been talking and we think it’s best if we just list at one hundred and two thousand. The thought of spending a week or so in a hotel while the home is being renovated is a bit much for us in our stage of life. George has a great pension and we have plenty of money in the bank, so money is not a motivation with us. However, a six percent commission is way too high so if you list us at one hundred two thousand and will accept a three percent commission then we will sign the papers today.”

“I’m so sorry, but if this is what you’re looking for then I’m…” Molly began to say as I cut her off and asked the couple, “Where are you to heading after selling?”

George replies, “Heading down to Arizona for a little golf course living not too far away from our son and grandchildren.”

“That’s so nice” I respond.

Molly is looking at me with her eyes wide open having no idea where I’m going with this.

“George, Bernadette I absolutely see your point in not wanting to live through a renovation project, it can be a huge hassle and I do understand that a six percent commission may be a bit much, so I’m prepared to make you a cash offer today,” I say with confidence.

“You have my attention” George states.

“I’d like to make you a cash offer of one hundred five thousand in as is condition. No appraisal, no inspection or anything. When would you like to head on down to Arizona?” I say.

“As soon as we can pack our bags,” Bernadette says with excitement.

“Great, so pack those backs and congratulations,” I say.

“I’ll be back tomorrow with the cashier’s check and the transfer papers,” Molly says to the couple as we all shake hands and head back to Molly’s van.

“What the hell just happened in there?” Molly asks with surprise.

“You told me you want to get into flipping houses and this is perfect. We would be all in at one hundred thirty-five thousand and we can list and sell at below market value for a super quick sale if you want or hopefully get a few people into a bidding war and sell for above market value. Either way, this is a win, win, situation.

“How is this going to work with the finances for the project?” she asks me as I shrug my shoulders and reply, “We’ll figure something out.”

A week later Molly closes on another house and I receive another check but this time it’s for twenty thousand dollars.

“Molly, the agreement was ten thousand dollars per sale,” I say to her.

“I know, but I made a killing on this one so I figured I would double up on the payment is all” she replies as a matter of fact.

Molly has now paid back forty thousand of the original one hundred thousand dollars I invested and it’s making me uneasy. I know we’re having a sexual relationship but what’s going to happen when she pays me back all the money?

Two months later and things can’t be going any better than they have been. This afternoon, Molly will be closing our first flip and as we had hoped a bidding war broke out. She sold the house for a whopping two-hundred thirty-five thousand!

Molly went to the office early today but I’m on my way there now to help her get ready for the closing.

To my surprise when I arrive at the office there’s a car parked next to Molly’s van. I exit my car and head into the office.

“Steff, I’d like you to meet David Anderson,” Molly says as I smile and reply, “Hi David, nice to meet you.”

Molly is excited but I don’t know why.

“Hi Steff, but please call me Dave” he replies.

“Okay, Dave,” I say with a comedic tone.

Molly has a huge grin on her face as she looks at me and says, “Dave is going to be joining us.”

“He is? In what capacity?” I ask.

“Real estate agent and marketing extraordinaire” he replies as Molly laughs.

“Dave and I used to work together when I first became an agent. He’s a great addition and is going to help me take the company to the next level” she says beaming with excitement.

“Don’t I know it. It’s going to take me a few weeks to get settled here but I’m confident that I can get a few of my team members to jump ship and join me here” he says with confidence and a bit of arrogance.

“Oh, that’s a…that’s great news,” I say as I feel myself becoming upset.

Molly is looking at me with confusion as I say, “I forgot something back at the apartment. I’ll be back later” as I quickly exit the office, enter my car and take off back to Molly’s apartment.

As I drive, I can’t help but feel upset. I do marketing for the company so why does she need Dave. She said that Dave was going to help her take the company to the next level, not us!

I calm myself down a bit before I enter the apartment but not by much. I’m beyond surprised to find Nancy standing in the kitchen drinking a glass of wine.

“Nancy! Oh my God! What are you doing here!” I exclaim with excitement.

I immediately know something is wrong. She’s not excited at all to see me. The bottle of wine is almost empty and she’s looking at me with daggers in her eyes.

She’s not wearing her engagement ring! “Nancy? Where’s your engagement ring?” I ask with shock.

“Kevin and I are over,” she says coldly.

“What? Why?” I ask with concern.

“I was trying to be understanding about his job. At first, everything was great but over the last couple of months his workload picked up drastically. Out of the apartment by 8 AM and not back most times until way after midnight. I knew something wasn’t right. He wasn’t as affectionate, and we barely talked anymore. A couple of days ago I was paying bills and found an unopened credit card bill of his, so I opened it and found a few suspicious charges, especially one. A one-time payment of nine hundred ninety-five dollars to a company called DDM Marketing. I searched online for DDM Marketing to find that DDM Marketing stands for Daniel “Danny” Mastrangelo Marketing, owner of the domain name PUA.com. I, of course, went to PUA.com and lo and behold it was Danny, your former business partner. Why would Kevin pay for an online course on picking up girls? I knew the answer but didn’t want to believe it. I didn’t say a word about it that night, but he told me that he was going to be stuck at the office all day the next day. I decided that I would surprise him at work and ask him about the site but once I got there, I found out that he had taken the day off” she explains to me emotionless.

I feel like I’m having an out of body experience and don’t know what to say to her.

“Thankfully, I had installed a GPS locator spy on his cell phone that night as he slept. I shouldn’t have been surprised but I was when the address the locator gave me was for a luxury spa in Austin. I went there and found him kissing a big titty whore in a hot tub. I said some words, he chased after me, I said some more words and he confessed so here I am” she finished saying with the same emotionless expression on her face.

“I’m so sorry Nancy.  I don’t know what to say” I say with nervousness to her.

“Hmmm…” she says and then continues, “So after a long flight back to Wisconsin I let myself in and bring my bags into the guest bedroom, but something isn’t quite right. The closet and the drawers in the room are empty. It’s like someone who is supposed to be staying in there hasn’t been staying there at all.”

Oh shit, she knows!

“My best friend didn’t say anything about moving back home so I went into my sisters, room and wow, any idea what I found?” she asks me coldly.

I can’t bring myself to say a word. I don’t know what she’s thinking right now and to be honest I’m a bit scared.

“I’ll tell you. I found my best friend’s clothes and shoes in my sister’s closet. My sister has one side and she has the other. I checked the drawers and found that all my sister’s clothes are in the top three drawers and my best friend’s clothes are in the bottom three drawers. I wonder why that would be?” she says.

I know she’s going to erupt any minute now as I see her body to begin to shake and watch her jaw clench.

“How long has it been going on?” she asks.

With my voice quivering, I confess and respond, “A couple of months.”

“A couple of months! I fucking knew this was going to happen! You just couldn’t help yourself, could you?!” she screams out.

“It's not like that!” I yell back.

“I wondered how long it would be before all those feelings you had for her came rushing back! Honestly, I surprised it took you this long to get her into bed!” she screams.

“Nancy! It didn’t happen that way!” I say as I become emotional.

“I thought she was smarter than this! You crossed the line, Steff! My sister is not one of your whores from college!” she yells out.

“I know that!” I scream as I begin to tear up.

“Does she even know how many girls you’ve been with?! Does she?!” Nancy screams as she breaks the wine glass on the kitchen floor.

As I cry, I nod my head.

“Unbelievable! It still didn’t stop her from fighting you off though. Then again you are great at what you do, aren’t you?! Lesbian goddess to curious and lesbian girls of Wisconsin. A pickup artist like no other, so good that my fiancé used your disciples’ teachings to cheat on me! You’re the reason I was with him, to begin with, and you’re the reason my fucking heart is broken!” she seethes.

“Nancy, please, it’s not my fault. My relationship with Molly isn’t what you think” I cry out.

“Relationship? Relationship?! You are incapable of being in a fucking relationship! How longs is it going to take you to become bored and break my sister's fucking heart?! Another month, five months? It always ends the same Steffie and it always will!” she says coldly and with her chest quickly rising and falling.

“What are you saying?!” I cry out to Nancy.

“My sister is too fucking good for you and always will be. She’s not like you, Steffie, she’s a good person and she deserves better than a fucking whore!” she says with anger.

I can’t believe she just said that to me. I feel like I just had the wind knocked out of me.

“You think I’m a whore?” I ask as I hysterically cry.

“A tiger doesn’t change its stripes. You are what you are” she says calm and collected.

“Nancy…Nancy, please… let me explain. You’re my best friend” I cry.

“Correction, you were my best friend but now you’re fucking dead to me. Get the fuck out of here!” she commands.

I run into Molly’s room and pack up my clothes as quickly as I can. Whatever I can’t fit into my bags I leave there as I quickly leave the apartment and put the bags into my car. All I know is that I need to talk to Molly.

I drive around for a couple of hours before I finally decide to head to the office. When I enter there is Dave who smiles at me and hands me a check as he says, “Molly told me to give this to you.”

I look at the check in the amount of sixty thousand dollars. The memo line reads, “Paid in full.”

Why did she feel it necessary to pay the remaining balance in full?

“Dave, where’s Molly?” I ask.

“She went to lunch with a woman named Ana, no, Adriana…”

“Andy!” I yell out.

“Yeah, that’s it, Andy,” he says with a smile.

“Where?!” I ask as Danny looks at me with surprise and replies, “I think they went to Bombers on Water Street.”

I run out of the office and into my car as I drive furiously to the restaurant. What is happening?! I scream out in my head as I watch Andy embrace and then kiss Molly on the lips as I pull up to the front of the restaurant. I watch as Andy remove her lips from Molly’s as Molly stands in front of her motionless.

She didn’t push her away, she didn’t yell or make a scene. It’s too much for me to take. I need to leave and leave now!

As I drive home to my dad’s house my mind is racing. I feel like I’ve been beaten and left for dead. My best friend hates me and thinks I’m a whore. Molly paid me in full, found my replacement at the office and I watched her kiss her ex-girlfriend. This morning I couldn’t have been happier than I was, but I now find myself in as much pain as I have even been in.

When I pull into my dad’s driveway, I can’t get my body to do what I want it to do. I want to get out of my car and go into my bedroom, but I can’t. All I can do is sit here and cry.

“Steffie? Steffie is that you?” I hear Kara say out loud as she approaches my car. She opens my car and looks at me.

“Steff?” she says as I can do nothing else but cry. Kara unhooks my seatbelt and pulls me out of the car. All I can do is hug her tightly and cry uncontrollably.

“Come inside sweetheart,” she says to me as I walk with her into the house.

“I want to go to my room” I cry as Kara says, “Okay, then that’s where we’re going.”

Kara walks me into my bedroom and sits down with me on the foot of my bed.

“Talk to me, Steffie. Tell me what’s wrong” she says with her ever caring voice.

As best as I can through sobs, I proceed to tell Kara everything that transpired today. She doesn’t say anything but listens intently.

We sit in silence for a moment when Kara begins, “People say a lot of things out of anger. Nancy is your best friend and she’s hurting right now. I’m sure she didn’t mean what she said to you. As far as Molly is concerned, you need to talk to her about what happened today. It could be a misunderstanding. I know you have a terrible day but get some rest. You’ll feel better tomorrow” she says soothingly.

Kara leaves my bedroom as I crawl from the foot of my bed and into bed. I find myself in the fetal position and even though it feels like I have no more tears left to cry I can’t stop crying.

As I lay here in my bed, I can’t help but feeling anything but pain. I know that I wasn’t physically injured but the pain is as present as if I had been beaten by hundreds of fists. I’ve never experienced this feeling before. Is this what I did to Abigail? Nancy is right, I am a bad person.

I fall asleep for a little while. When I awake, I exit my bedroom and find my dad sitting in the living room. I take a seat next to him on the couch and lay my head on his shoulder as he tilts his head into mine.

“Are you okay?” he asks in a low concerned voice as I reply, “No.”

He rubs my shoulder and kisses me on my head.

“Dad, am I a bad person?” I ask him.

“No, of course not. What would ever make you think that?” he asks with concern.

“I am my mother’s daughter” I reply.

“Steffie, your mother is not a bad person. People make mistakes and people change” he tells me.

“I wouldn’t know. It’s not like she cares about me. I don’t even know where she is. She never wanted me to be born and she wants nothing to do with me know. She’s supposed to be my mom and to me that makes her a bad person” I say.

“She lives in Des Moines. She works as a child abuse counselor” he says.

“How do you know that?” I ask in shock.

“We’re in contact and have been for a long time” he explains.

“Why? Why would you be in contact with her after everything that’s happened, after everything she did to you? After what she did to me?” I ask in disbelief.

“Time has a way of healing wounds and as I said, people make mistakes and people change. You know she was at your college graduation” he says.

I’m stunned. “What? I didn’t see her there” I say to my dad.

“She made sure not to be seen but she was there. That I promise you. She checks in on you all the time” he says calmly.

“I feel like I’m in the twilight zone. My best friend hates me, my girlfriend cheated on me and now I found out that my dad’s been lying to me for years?” I say with despair.

“Hey! I didn’t lie to you. You have never asked me about your mother, not once” he says firmly.

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean that dad” I apologize.

“Your mother is not a bad person and I know I’m not a bad person so it would be genetically impossible for you to be a bad person,” he says in a soothing voice.

“That’s not how it works,” I say with a laugh.

“Yeah, I know but at least I made you laugh. How about I throw a few steaks in the grill and you have a few cold ones with your old man” he says.

“Cold one’s? I’ve never had a drink with you before” I say comically.

“Your twenty-one and there’s a first time for everything” he replies with a laugh.

It’s kind of silly that I feel weird taking a sip of beer in front of my dad, but I do anyway as he smiles and lets out a laugh.

“Dad, how do you know when you’re in love?” I ask him as he smirks at me.

“That’s a loaded question but the best I can answer is you know when you know” he tries to explain.

“Yeah, but how do you know?” I ask with intrigue.

My dad sits in silence for a moment and then takes a sip of his beer as he smiles.

“I guess the best way to answer is that it’s giving yourself completely to someone and having that person do the same with you. It’s about caring more about another person than you do about yourself. It’s about intimacy. When you tell a person about anything and everything about yourself, yet that person doesn’t judge you but accepts you for who you are. That’s the best I can describe it. Why the question?” he says as he raises his eyebrows.

“I think I’m in love with Molly” I confess.

He smiles and lets out a small laugh as he says, “Are you now?”

I nod my head and look at him. “She doesn’t feel the same. I saw her kiss her ex-girlfriend today” I say to him.

“How does that make you feel?” he asks.

“I want to claw Andy’s eyes out and I want to take a long walk off a short pier but mostly I don’t understand why I’m hurting so bad” I explain.

“All I can say that the worst thing you can ever do is try to force something to work. It’s best to know. You need to talk to her, tell her how you feel and no matter what results at least you know and the sooner you know, the sooner you can heal and move on if you must” he says philosophically.

“Did you love mom?” I ask.

He smiles and replies, “Yeah. There was a time when I loved her, and she loved me, but we were way too young. I know how you feel about your mom and all but at some point, you need to take into consideration what she went through. Seriously, can you imagine having a four-year-old right now?” he asks.

“No way. I may be twenty-one, but I feel lost. I don’t know what I’m going to do with myself. I sometimes feel like I’m still fifteen trapped in an older body” I say as I sip my beer.

“Imagine being responsible for another person. I’m not saying what your mom did was right because God knows she wasn’t, but people react differently to situations. When she gave birth to you her life was forever changed. You have had more life experience in your short time on Earth than your mom has in her lifetime” he says with conviction.

“I’ve never thought about it that way” I confess.

“I would never ask you to do something you don’t want to do but you should consider trying to reconnect with your mom one day. She does love you” he says with seriousness.

“I don’t know, maybe one day but not anytime soon” I respond.

“Can I join you two?” Kara asks as she enters the backyard as my dad replies, “No need to ask, baby.”

“Are you feeling better?” Kara asks I as shake my head and reply, “No, not really.”

“Besides my issue with Molly, my biggest issue is with Nancy. My best friends hate me and it’s my fault her fiancé cheated on her” I say in despair.

“People cheat because they want to cheat,” Kara says as I shake my head in disagreement.

“I need to show you two something and then you’ll both see it my way. Kara, can I borrow your laptop?” I ask.

Kara goes into the house and comes back outside with her laptop in her arms.

“Here you go,” Kara says as she hands me her laptop.

I pull up PUA.com and have my dad and Kara watch.

“What the hell?” my dad begins to laugh hysterically as Kara soon joins him in laughter.

“What’ so funny?” I say in disbelief.

“What a crock of shit!” my dad exclaims as Kara is laughing so hard, she’s tearing.

“Who thought of this crap?” Kara asks out loud as I take offense and reply, “I did! He used to be my partner but then he stabbed me in the back and made this site. This site is the reason why Kevin cheated on Nancy” I explain.

“I have a boyfriend?!” Kara laughs out loud. “That’s the biggest get the hell away from me line of all time,” she says through laughter.

“What?! I’m so confused!” I confess.

“Look at that girl he’s about to approach. He’s going to get her number because she finds him attractive” my dad explains, and sure enough, Danny gets the girls number.

“How did you know that?” I ask as my dad replies, “Just look at the video!”

“Kara, can I speak to you in private?” I ask as she wipes the tears of laughter from her face and follows me inside the house into the kitchen.

“What is so funny? He’s making a killing using what I taught him. The system works!” I say with conviction.

“System? There is no foolproof system. It’s simple. A person finds another person attractive so therefore when approached the person goes along with it. If one person finds the other person attractive enough it doesn’t matter if the person who approaches is stumbling over their words,” she explains to me.

“No way, no way! I know it works!” I say with an insulted tone to my voice.

“You know it works? Tell me why” Kara says with amusement.

“Don’t judge me but I picked up tons of girls in college using this system” I say proudly.

Kara shakes her head, laughs and then says, “Steffie, you do see yourself in the mirror, don’t you? You’re a beautiful girl. I would think that most girls you approached were all too willing to give up their phone numbers” she says as a matter of fact.

“Huh? What?” I reply.

“You’re attractive and let’s face the facts, most kids in college are there for a good time. That kid Danny is a good-looking kid which is why he’s getting numbers. Is Danny good looking?” she asks as I nod my head.

“There you have it. Regardless of the way a person looks another person is going to find that person attractive. If a person is willing to put themselves out there and try the result is going to be the same. Some are going to be more successful than others, but it is what it is” she explains.

This can’t be true! There is no way that this is true. Can this be true?

“I need a second opinion. Let’s talk to my dad” I say smugly as we both again join my dad outside in the yard.

“Dad, Kara thinks this entire thing comes down to looks,” I say with disbelief as my dad smiles and replies, “She’s right.”

“She is not!” I exclaim.

My dad laughs and states with certainty, “Uncle Walt is a good-looking guy which is why he as always popular with the ladies. Myself, well nothing needs to be said as witnessed by my oh so beautiful fiancé. This kid Danny is a good-looking kid which is why it works for him. It’s that simple.”

Maybe their right but I need to know for sure. I pull out my cell phone and show Kara and my dad the pictures of Daphne and Brandon. I tell them both what happened.

“Brandon is not a bad looking kid, but I don’t see it. She looks a bit stuck up and pretentious and he looks low on self-esteem” Kara says as my dad nods in agreement.

This entire time I was proud that I was a pickup artist, but the truth is that I was so successful in picking up girls because I’m attractive. My mind is blown but I need outside corroboration.

I fix myself as if I’m heading out for a party night and take a selfie. I post it on one of those hot or not type sites and decide I would check back in a few hours.

I have a few more drinks with my dad and Kara, we have dinner and talk around the fire pit for hours. It’s almost 1 AM when my Kara says it’s past her bedtime and we all decide to call it or not.

Before I lay my head down a check back on the website. I can’t help but laugh as I see my average rating is 8.4 on a scale of 10. If I’m an 8.4 than what the hell is Molly? I think to myself. I post a picture of her on the site and decide that I’ll check back in the morning.

PUA.com is a scam and I was the head scammer, but I know something needs to be done so I put a plan of action together and decide first thing in the morning I’m going full speed ahead.

I barely slept. All I could think about was Nancy calling me a whore and Molly kissing Andy. I don’t know how but I somehow managed to fall asleep.

As planned, as soon as I wake up, I take a shower, get dressed and borrow Kara’s laptop once again. I register the domain name TPUA.com for the pickup artist and record a bunch of videos exposing PUA.com for the fraud it is. My price used to be $1,250, Danny’s price is $995. My new price? $50!

Where is my cell phone? I must have left it outside. I go outside and discover that’s it completely dead, so I plug it in to charge and spend the day helping Kara and my dad at the shop. A little past 8 PM we head back home, have dinner and spend an hour or so talking before I head into my bedroom for the night.

I log into the hot or not type site and look at Molly’s average rating of 9.7. It brings a smile to my face. I’ve always felt that she was more attractive than me and now I’m sure of it. I can’t help but think that if I posted a picture of Andy on the site, she too would score higher than me which is probably why Molly cheated on me.

As I sit in my bedroom I’m beyond bothered by a thought. Molly knows I left but she hasn’t tried to contact me. I find myself yet again in the fetal position as I try to come to terms that I love Molly but she loves Andy.

I awake in the morning and find myself in a depression I’ve never experience before. I go into the living room and grab my now fully charged cell phone. What am I seeing?

I have fifteen text message notifications and eight voicemails waiting for me. All the text messages are from Molly!

“Please call me”, “Call me please, “Where are you?”, “Why did you leave?”, “Answer me!” and more short text messages are on my cell phone.

I go into my voicemail and listen to the first message, “Steffie, I can’t believe you left. Why would you leave without talking to me? Call me back, please, I’m worried” and more in the same tone until I arrive at the final text message.

“My sister kicked you out! I didn’t. Why are you ignoring me damn it! Come home! Come home now!” she had screamed out on my voicemail.

I grab my cell phone and reply to her texts. “I saw you and Andy kissing. Leave me alone and never contact me again! Goodbye!!!” I send to her.

“She kissed me! I was going to tell you!!” she replies.

“Bullshit! You were now going to tell me because I now know!” I send in reply.

“I was going to tell you! I swear!” she replies.

“Why did you go to lunch with her anyway?!” I send.

“Closure! She wouldn’t leave me alone. I decided to go to lunch with her to tell her that there was never going to be an us again!” Molly replies.

“Yet you kissed her!” I send.

“She kissed me!!!” she replies.

“Whatever!” I send and power off my cell phone.

I lay in bed furious over our text messages and as bad as I want to sleep I can’t. Instead, I get out of bed, grab a few beers from the fridge, go out to the backyard, turn on the fire pit and take a seat.

I quickly drink two beers and open a third as my dad comes walking out to the backyard wiping his sleeping eyes.

“What are you doing?” he asks.

“I can’t sleep” I reply.

“Drinking is not going to change things. It’ll make you feel worse. Trust me, I’ve been there” he says.

“I know it won’t help but I figure it will let me sleep” I reply.

“Fine, but I need one and you need to replace these,” he says as I let out a small laugh and reply, “You got it.”

“Dad, I don’t know what to do,” I say as he replies, “I know.”

“I love her, but I don’t know if I should believe her. She said that Andy kissed her.”

My dad smiles and asks, “Do you trust her?” as I nod my head and reply, “Yeah.”

“Kiddo, I can’t tell you what to do, only you know that but if you truly love her you need to talk to her. Avoiding her is not going to change anything” he says to me in advice.

“You’re right but I don’t know if I can” I reply.

He takes the beer from my hand and says, “Goodnight, Steffie” as I look at him and reply, “Good night dad.”

I go back into my bedroom and power on my cell phone. I have a missed voicemail. I go into my voicemail and listen intently.

“Steffie, please! I’m being honest, she kissed me I didn’t kiss her back. I don’t want her I want you. Please, I didn’t do anything wrong! I didn’t kick you out my sister did. She had no right! Please, just come home. I need you to come home! Please…please, Steffie! I don’t deserve this, I didn’t do anything!” she exclaimed on the voicemail. She sounds like she’s in so much pain. I don’t want her to be in pain, but I don’t know what to think.

I listen to the voicemail over and again until I fall asleep.

“Yeah, she’s in her room” I hear Kara say as I awake from my sleep. I hear a knock on my door and then watch as my door slowly opens.

“What do you want?” I ask Nancy as she slowly enters my room and closed the door behind her.

“What the hell happened to your lip?!” I exclaim as I notice that Nancy has a split in the lower right corner of her bottom lip.

“Molly happened,” she says to me.

“I’m sorry for what I said. I didn’t mean it I was just angry and needed someone to lash out at” she says to me.

“You called me a whore and said that your sister is too good for me. You may have been angry, but I believe you meant every word that came out of your mouth” I reply.

“Poor choice of words. I should have said promiscuous” she replies.

“That’s just a nice word for a whore” I reply as I shake my head and sit up on my bed.

“Um, you weren’t?” she asks sarcastically.

“Point taken but that’s not me anymore” I explain as she looks sad and replies, “I know.”

“Why are you here?” I ask her with tears forming in my eyes.

“I don’t expect you to forget what I said but I hope you can somehow forgive me. I had no right to kick you out of Molly’s apartment, but I was angry. I’m supposed to be your best friend. Why didn’t you tell me about you and Molly?” she asks.

“I was afraid of how you would react, but I was going to tell you at some point. I just wasn’t sure how I was going to do it” I respond.

“Fair enough” she replies.

“I’m so sorry about Kevin. Not in a million years would I think that he would have cheated on you” I say with sincerity.

“Yeah, me neither,” she says as tears form in her eyes.

She looks at me and begins to cry. No matter what she said she is still my best friend and she needs me.

I jump out of my bed and hug her tightly as I say over and again, “I’m so sorry.”

“You’re not a bad person. I’m sorry I said that to you” she cries out.

Her crying is now making me cry as I reply, “Thank you.”

We are now embraced and both crying our eyes out in my bedroom.

“I miss you so much” I confess as she confesses, “Me too. Men are assholes.”

“Girls can be too” I reply which makes her laugh.

“I’m sorry” she cries as I cry out, “I’m sorry too.”

We both sit on my bed and look at each other’s weepy eyes.

“Are we okay?” I ask Nancy as she replies, “I’m okay if you’re okay,” to which I reply, “Okay, then.”

“I need you to do something,” Nancy says to me.

“What?” I reply.

“Please go and talk to my sister,” she says.

“I don’t want to see her” I reply which brings an all too familiar smirk to Nancy’s face.

“Yeah you do” she responds which brings a smile to my face.

“I need to tell you something,” I say to Nancy as she looks at me in a manner that tells me to say what you want to say.

“A tiger can’t change its stripes but I’m not a tiger or a tigress I’m me. You’ve told me over and again that I’m not capable of being in a relationship and what I love is the thrill of the hunt. I need you to know something” I say with confidence.

“What would that be?” Nancy asks.

“I’m in love with Molly,” I say with passion and conviction present in my voice.

Nancy smiles and replies, “Tell her that but I need to make something very clear. If you ever hurt, her I will kill you.”

I laugh and reply, “I know.”

“Molly happened to your lip?” I ask comedically as Nancy replies, “Straight right, didn’t even see it coming” with laughter.

As I stand outside of Molly’s apartment door, I don’t know what to think or what to say. She knows I was on my way, but I don’t know what she’s going to do or say. I discover the door is open, so I slowly open it and let myself in.

Molly looks at me, smiles and looks relieved.

“I’ll help you bring your things back in,” she says with a smile as I shake my head and reply, “I didn’t bring anything other than me.”

“Why?!” she exclaims.

“What happened between you and Andy?” I ask with nervousness permeating throughout my body.

“Andy showed up at the office out of nowhere. She said she wanted to take me to lunch to congratulate me on the success of the company. She hasn’t left me alone since we broke up so I thought it would be a good idea to have one last talk with her. We had a quick lunch and caught up. We walked outside and when I went to say goodbye, she kissed me” Molly explains.

“I know I watched it happen, but I didn’t see you fight her off or anything” I reply.

“You’re right, I didn’t. What I did do was thank her” she tells me.

“You thanked her for kissing you?!” I say through clenched teeth.

“I did. When she kissed me, I knew that whatever feelings I once had for her were now gone. When her lips touched mine, I felt nothing, so yeah, I thanked her. I told her that I had no feelings for her whatsoever and that it was time for her to move on and say goodbye. That those feelings I once had for her now belonged to someone else” she tells me.

Did she just tell me she loves me without saying the words I love you to me?

“Why did you pay me back in full so fast?” I ask.

“I didn’t want the money to be hanging over my head. I know you don’t care about the money, but I do. I just wanted to pay you back so if you stayed it was because you wanted to” she says with a smile.

“But you replaced me with Dave? I do the marketing” I say with conviction.

“I want Dave to do the marketing. You can, of course, help him, but I want you by my side. We’re a great team. There is no way I would have made an offer to buy the Anderson’s home, not that I had the money for it” Molly explains.

“You want me to be part of your company. You have Nancy” I say as she replies, “A company can have more than two partners you know.”

“Molly I need to tell you something,” I say to her as she replies, “Tell away.”

“I love you,” I say with passion as I gaze into her beautiful blue eyes.

“I love you too,” she says as we embrace and kiss.

As she strokes my hair and we gaze into each other’s eyes, I can’t help but feel a sense of calm and peace come over me.

She pulls me into her and places her hands on my hips as we kiss, and I career her back. Within seconds we are passionately kissing and pawing each other as we enter her bedroom.

We now lay on her bed as she lays her body on top of mine as we undress each other. I know what we’re about to do and although we have done this, numerous times right now feels so different.

“I’m so in love with you” I cry out as she smiles at me and kisses me passionately.

I want to give all myself to her and want her to give all of herself to me.

For the first time in my life, I made love. Yes, the act in of itself was the same yet felt so different at the same time. When she tasted me, the feeling of her mouth kissing down my body and onto my vagina made my body feel like it had electricity flowing through it. I also felt nervous and alive at the same time.

When I kissed her body, kissed below her naval and tasted her I wanted her to feel my love. I wanted her to know that this time would be unlike any other time.

I wanted to give all myself to her and wanted her to give all of herself to me.

I had the most intense orgasm of my life and laid in bed with my entire body shaking as she laid on top of me and kissed me.

She stopped kissing me and gazed into my eyes.

“Steffie, I know you’re new to the whole relationship thing and all but if you ever, and I mean over pulls some shit like this again I will physically hurt you,” she said with a mischievous smile.

I let out a small laugh and replied, “I know as witnessed by Nancy’s lower lip” as I kissed her lips and nuzzled my head into her neck.

She laughs and says to me, “As long as we have an understanding. Now let’s get dressed and move your things back here.”

Here I find myself, one year to the date, from the day that Molly and I confessed our love for one another. This house looks like a hurricane ripped through it but little by little this house will become our dream home.

TPUA.com had its desired effect. It destroyed Danny’s business and continues to make me a decent income. The income is nowhere close to where it used to be, but most people would be more than happy with it.

Nancy is back with Kevin and has been for close to seven months now. She believed him when he told her that the big booby girl, he had met with that day she caught home was the only time he had ever taken things to a next level and that he had no intention of doing anything with her. I sure as hell don’t believe it but she did and that’s all that matters. Nancy is back in Texas with Kevin and she tells Molly and I that things couldn’t be going any better.

Kara is now officially my stepmother and we’ve never been closer. I was stunned when she asked me to be her maid of honor, but I happily fulfilled my duties. We see each other as much as possible and talk on the phone almost daily.

Regardless of whether you believe me to truly be a pickup artist or not, I do know what I know. The two most important ingredients as far as I’m concerned remain sexual attraction and sexual compatibility.

However, a relationship is more than just sex. It’s about giving yourself to someone and having that person give themselves right back to you. It’s about caring, intimacy and wanting to work things out when things are going great. It’s about being open and honest and caring for someone more than you care for yourself.

My dad and Kara still think that my system is a bunch of nonsense, but I don’t agree. I will probably always hold steadfast my position, but I don’t need a system anymore. I have found my dream girl and although I don’t know where our relationship is ultimately going to wind up, I don’t fear the unknown.

All I truly know is that I’m in love, happy and I wish the same for you.

Thank you for reading “The Pickup Artist.”

If you enjoyed this story and would like to read more from me, you can visit my Amazon Author Page by going to www.AntoinetteSax.info

To be notified of new releases you may follow me on Twitter @AntoinetteSax or go to https://twitter.com/AntoinetteSax
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