

It’s taken me a long time to get where I am but I’m finally here.

I can no longer be her shoulder to cry on. I can no longer stand idly by as I watch her make the same mistakes over and again. I can no longer hide my feelings.

Tonight is the night I finally tell Nicki what I should have told her years ago.

She just broke up with another boyfriend and as usual, she’s coming over to my place tonight for our usual condolence ceremony.

We’ll drink wine, she’ll cry on my shoulder. I’ll tell her everything will be okay, and we’ll talk all night long and wind up cuddling in my bed.

She’ll tell me how great of a friend I am and how she won’t know what to do without me. I’ll tell her she’s a great friend to me and how I won’t know what I’d do without her.

We’ll smile at each other, say good night to each other and she’ll roll over and go to sleep.

I’ll stare at the ceiling wishing I had the nerve to tell her the reason we’re doing this again is that we’re meant to be together.

I’ll lay in my bed with my arms wrapped around her wishing I could just tell her how in love I am with her.

She’ll wake fresh as a daisy as I will have spent another sleepless night.

We’ll go out for breakfast. She’ll order pancakes and a large orange juice. I’ll order two eggs over easy and play with my food until she finishes eating.

After breakfast, we’ll either go back to her place or back to mine and spend the day watching terrible romance movies on cable television.

I’ll tell her that her special someone is out there and just hasn’t found her yet. She’ll smile at me I’ll smile at her and then we’ll part ways for the rest of the weekend.

Tonight, it will not be the usual. Tonight will be different. Tonight, I’m going to tell her how I feel. Tonight, I’m going to tell her I’m in love with her.

The different scenarios play over and again in my head.

She may be horrified and plummet to her death as she leaps off my balcony as I scream “No!”

She may simply tell me that we’re best friends and we can never be.

She may tell me that she can no longer be my friend.

All I know is that tonight will not be the usual.

The thought of not having her in my life is terrifying but I’m at my breaking point.

I know my failure in love is not her fault, it’s my fault.

Every girl I’ve ever dated has either been too tall, too short, too fat or too skinny.

Every girl I’ve dated is either not funny enough, too funny or has no sense of humor at all.

Every girl I’ve dated either has no time for me at all or too much time for me. She’s either not affectionate enough or overly affectionate.

The fact the matter is no matter who I date it won’t work out because those girls are not my special ones. Those girls are not her but no matter I can’t stop myself from comparing them to her.

The truth is no girl compares to Nicki.

She’s five feet six inches tall, has long black hair and dark blue eyes. She’s fit and has a body that is shaped like a genie bottle. Her face is slender, and she has full luscious lips.

Physical attributes aside, she’s intelligent, humorous, kind and generous. She’s the type of person who would give a person the shirt off her back.

I often feel sorry for her. Based on her looks alone women assume that she’s a bitch without saying a single word to her.

The guys she dates are usually the alpha male types. The super confident, egotistical, my shit doesn’t stink sort of guys.

It makes sense as it takes a super-confident guy to approach a girl who looks like she does.

Around and around she goes like a merry go round with guy after guy as Nicki and I go around and around in the same manner when the inevitable breakup occurs.

I remember the day I met her as if it happened yesterday.

We were juniors in college. After two years of commuting my parents moved for my dad’s job and they felt it best not to uproot me.

I had just finished unpacking and realized that I had forgotten to pack a few toiletries.

I exited my dorm room and as soon as I started to walk down the hallway there, she was walking toward me.

It felt as if time began to play in slow motion as I watched her walk down the hallway toward me. I became frozen in place.

As she closed the distance I almost panicked. I opened my door, closed it, opened it again, walked inside and then back outside.

She looked at me oddly for a moment and then smiled at me. When she smiled at me it was as if I was brought back to reality as time began to move at normal speed.

“Are you new here?” she asked as I slowly nodded my head and then slowly shook my head as she looked at me with confusion.

“I’m Nicollet…and you are?” she asked me as I smiled at her and replied, “Hi, I’m Jackie. I’m new to dorm life but not to the school. I used to commute” I responded.

“Well, Jackie, it looks like we’re going to be next-door neighbors,” she said to me warmly.

That was one of the two awkward moments Nicki and I ever had. From that day onward we became fast friends. We did everything together and we around each other constantly.

It was no secret that I was a lesbian. That simple fact made it difficult for me to make platonic girlfriends. Nicki had difficulty making friends with girls simply based on her looks.

I had never had a person in my life I could refer to as my best friend and neither did Nicki but that’s what we became.

My being a lesbian didn’t matter to Nicki. I was extremely attracted to her but didn’t make it known to her. Besides, she was dating a douchebag named Brian at the time.

A few months into our senior year, Nicki and Brian broke up. She was beyond upset over the breakup. She was really into him and he was really into getting laid with any girl who would let him.

We were in my dorm room drinking wine and talking as I did my best to console her over her breakup.

My dorm room was dimly lit as we sat on my small couch talking. To this day I don’t know how it happened just that it did.

I gazed into hers, she gazed into mine as we moved our faces toward one another. Our lips gently touched and then touched again.

We gently kissed a couple more times and then we began French kissing. It was the most surreal moment of my life.

I remember thinking that I couldn’t believe what was happening between us. I ran my fingers through her hair and pressed my body into hers we passionately kissed.

I ran my hands up the sides of her body and without thinking for a second, I ran my hand up her shirt and over her bra.

Nicki suddenly pulled away from me and looked at me with an odd look on her face. This was an awkward moment number two in case you’re curious.

She started giggling and then hysterically laughing. I didn’t know what to think or what to do for a moment but decided to join her in laughter.

There we sat on my small couch laughing until she looked at me smiled and said, “I should go.”

I’ve been kicking myself for what I did next for the last three-plus years. Instead of telling or asking her not to go or find out why she should go, I said nothing.

As she arose from the couch and walked toward the door my heart sank. I watched her open and close the door behind her.

I immediately jumped into my bed, buried my face in my pillow and screamed out loud into the pillow, “I’m a fucking idiot!”

The next day it was as if nothing at all happened between us. Neither of us ever brought it up and haven’t until this day.

To complicate matters, Nicki is straight as in not a lesbian.

We talk openly and freely about my relationships with girls the same way we do about her relationships with guys.

When do I tell her how I feel, how I’ve always felt about her tonight, what are the chances she’ll even want to try to be with me?

That fact is what has always scared me the most about telling her.              

If she wants nothing to do with me that will also mean that my relationship with her family will come to an end as will her relationship with my family.

I’m sure I talk to her mom more than she does. Nicki is terrible with returning phone calls and prefers to text. Her mom doesn’t like to text, so she calls me often to check up on Nicki.

If you’re worried about Nicki finding this post don’t be. She would have been here for hours before it goes live and if she does come across it, I will have already told her what I need to tell her.

For the last couple of years, I’ve blogged telling you all about my feelings and asked what I should do about the love of my life Nick. You gave me words of encouragement and great advice through the years.

Now you all know the truth. Nick is Nicki. This blog has served me well both emotionally and physically.

No matter what happens tonight I will create one last blog post to let you all know what happens.

Deep down inside I feel I already know the future but a tiny part of me hopes for the best.

Until next time, your friend, ”Unsure.”

I schedule my post and close the lid of my laptop as I sit on the floor in my living room. A chapter of my life will be closing as a new chapter begins.

When I started blogging, I had no idea it would turn into what it now is. I have thousands of subscribers and have created hundreds of posts about Nick…I mean Nicki.

So many of my posts have been reposted on other blogs and many have gone viral. No matter what media outlet inquired I never responded.

Not a person in the world knows who I am or what I look like. It was done purposely. I never wanted anyone to know, I just needed an outlet to get my feelings out.

Of course, I couldn’t talk to Nicki, so I created my blog, “My One and Only.” From day one my name has only been known as “Unsure.”

I’ve tried to build the courage to tell her for so long I’m still unsure if I can go through with it.

I believe there is only one person who knows for a fact that me. Jackie is in love with Nicki.

That one person is Nicki’s friend and coworker Byron, a flamboyant and openly gay guy. Whenever I see him, he makes comments to me about Nicki.

I know he knows. He knows I know that he knows but I’ve never admitted to it.

The last time I saw him was a few weeks ago when I met up with him, Nicki and a few other of their coworkers.

He locked eyes with me and smiled.

“Tell her already!” he fumed as I looked at him and replied, “I have no idea what you’re talking about.”

One thing is bothering me. Byron knows how I feel about Nicki. Nicki and Byron are close. If he knows how does she not?

Is it possible that she already knows and when I tell her tonight, she’ll tell me she’s known all along?

I don’t know what to think anymore as the scenarios continue to pollute my mind. As the minute's pass, I feel myself losing my nerve.

Nicki is going to be here any time now and I feel myself becoming increasingly nervous.

I hear the buzzer on my intercom and close my eyes.

“Here we go Jackie,” I say to myself as I arise to my feet with my laptop in hand. I place my laptop on my desk and walk to the intercom.

“Who is it?” I ask into the intercom.

“Byron and Nicki, bitch” I hear Byron say.

“Byron! What the fuck is he doing here?” I ask myself as I allow them both entry into the lobby.

My heart is racing as my apartment bell rings. I open the door as Byron looks at me and hands me two bags filled with wine and liquor.

Byron walks passed me as Nicki says, “Byron. You may be a guy but you’re still a guy. The least you could do is bring the bags into the kitchen.”

“Equality bitch” he replies with laughter as Nicki takes a bag from my hand and shakes her head.

I follow her into the kitchen and removed the bottles from the bags. I place the wine in my wine cooler and the bottles of liquor into the freezer.

“Byron, what do I owe the pleasure of your company on this Friday night?” I ask.

“I have a date tonight and a couple of hours to kill so I figured I would join you two lovely ladies for a few cocktails” he responds.

He looks at me and opens his eyes wide.

“I love your outfit,” he says to me as I look at him with confusion.

“I’m wearing blue jeans and a gray sweater” I reply as he snaps his finger and responds, “Fits you nicely. That sweater makes your tits look huge and those jeans make your ass look like an apple.”

“Okay…” I respond as Nicki looks at me and raises her eyebrows.

“What?” I ask as she lowers her eyebrows and answers, “Where’s my hug.”

I let out a giggle and say, “Sorry” as I hug Nicki and lay my head on her shoulder as always.

“She always smells so good,” I say to myself silently in my head as I close my eyes, inhale, open my eyes and pull away from Nicki.

Byron has his elbows locked on my kitchen island with his hand interlocked. His chin is resting on his hands as he looks at me and lips silently, “Tell her.”

I smiled at Byron and flash him a quick middle finger.

“You look great,” I say to Nicki as she replies, “Thank you but I feel great as well.”

“You feel great? I thought you were all broken up over Adam?” I ask inquisitively.

“Fuck Adam. What an asshole. I should have never started dating that guy” she says to me without a care in the world.

“I’m honestly confused” I admit to Nicki.

“I haven’t seen you since, happy hour a few weeks back. Can’t a girl hang out and get drunk with her best friend on a Friday night?” she asks.

“Yeah of course” I reply to her.

Something feels very off tonight. I was expecting Nicki to be a mess and to go through our normal Nicki breakup night but she’s in a good mood and Byron is standing in my kitchen.

“Did you come here straight from work?” I ask Nicki.

“I did. I need a change of clothes if you don’t mind” she replies.

“Sweatpants and tee-shirt coming up,” I say to her as I enter my bedroom, grab the clothes and join them both back in the kitchen.

I hand Nicki the closes as she tells me, “I need a shower in the worst way. Be back in ten minutes.”

“Ten minutes…more like a half an hour” I respond as she rolls her eyes, exits the kitchen and goes into the bathroom.

“Yes, I would love a drink,” Byron says to me.

“What are you in the mood for?” I ask

“A screwdriver would be nice” he responds.

I make him the drink and hand it to him as we take a seat at my dining room table.

“You seem to be doing well financially,” he says to me with a wink.

“Business if great, I can’t complain” I respond with pride.

“You look great, have a great career but you’re missing something,” he says to me.

“What would that be?” I ask him.

“Love, bitch,” he says to me as he laughs and takes a sip of his drink.

“A girl can’t have everything,” I say to him.

“A girl could if a girl told her best friend that she loves her,” he says with an ear to ear smile.

“Byron, stop your shit! I’m not in love with Nicki!” I fume through my now clenched jaw.

“Bitch, please. It’s so fucking obvious” he says to me.

“It is so not obvious!” I snap at him as he gives me a look that tells me he knows I’m lying my ass off.

I go into the kitchen and mix myself a drink and rejoin Byron with my drink in hand.

“What does it matter to you anyway?” I ask Byron with seriousness.

“I love Nicki and I want to see her happy.

Your little ass makes her happy and you love her. She loves you too so just tell her and get it over with” he says to me.

“She loves me as her best friend,” I say to him becoming upset.

“Yeah she does but if you tell her how you feel you’re getting laid tonight,” he says to me.

“Nicki is not going to sleep with me!” I exclaim.

“If she wants to fuck, you’re not going to fuck her?” he asks sarcastically.

“Byron, enough. I don’t want to talk about this anymore” I tell him.

“Did you or did you two not hook up in college?” he asks me.

“She told you about that?!” I yell out as he smiles, raises and lowers his eyebrows and winks at me.

“Why did she tell you?” I ask Byron as he answers, “How do I know bitch? Ask her if you want to know” as his cell phone goes off with a text alert.

He looks at his phone and then looks at me.

“Loverboy is early so I’m out of here.

Tell my girl Nicki I’ll see her at work on Monday” he says to me as he finishes his drink, kisses me on my cheek and exits my apartment.

I sit in silence by myself with my mind racing as I hear Nicki turn off the shower.

I take a sip of my drink as she exits the bathroom in my sweatpants and tee shirt.

Even in the most basic of clothing and no makeup she’s stunning. I love the way her hair looks when it’s wet.

“Wine?” she asks as she walks into my kitchen in bare feet.

“No thanks. You want socks or slippers?” I ask her.

“No, I’m fine” she replies as I watch her open a bottle of wine and pour herself a glass.

“What’s new?” she asks me as she joins me at my dining room table.

I finish my drink and make myself another and rejoin Nicki.

“I need to ask you something,” I say to her.

“Okay…what’s up?” she asks me.

“Why did you tell Byron about the time we kissed in college?” I ask her.

She looks at me with confusion as she takes a sip of her wine.

“I didn’t tell Byron about that. I’ve never told anyone about that” she says to me.

What the fuck? Why did Byron tell me she told him if she didn’t? Did Byron lie to me or is Nicki lying to me now? Why would she lie to me?

“He told you told him,” I say to her with curiosity.

“I didn’t Jackie, but I’ll be sure to ask him. Where is he?” she says to me.

“He left for his date” I answer her.

“I’ll ask him at work on Monday, then,” she says to me with an odd look on her face.

“You never told anyone about that night?” I ask Nicki as she shakes her head and finishes her glass of wine in one huge drink.

She walks back into the kitchen and returns with the bottle in hand. She pours herself a glass and places the bottle to the side of her on the table.

“Why didn’t you ever tell anyone?” I ask in a low and quivering voice.

She looks at me as if I’ve lost my mind.

“Why would I? You shot me down” she says as she takes a big drink from her wine glass.

“I shot you down?! I did not! Why would you say that?!” I exclaim.

“A fact is a fact! You shot me down!” she says shaking her head in disbelief.

“Why are you yelling?!” I exclaim as she replies, “Because you started yelling!”

We stare at each other in silence as we both calm ourselves down.

“We’re both adults and have differing opinions on past events. Please explain how I shot you down in college” I say to Nicki.

“We were in your room, I made a move, we kissed and that was that,” she says to me.

“Not quite. I remember you laughing when I went up your shirt and you telling me that you should go” I explain.

“I laughed because I was nervous.

I never hooked up with a girl before so when you put your hand under my shirt and touched my tits over my bra it made me nervous.

I was nervous so I laughed and said I should go.

I didn’t say I needed to go or even that I wanted to go.

I said I should go as in asking you a question.

You never brought it up, so I figured you weren’t interested.

You not being interested means you shot me down” she says with a smile and sip of her wine.

“I thought you laughed because you felt weird about what happened.

When you said I should go I thought you meant that you needed to go” I explain to Nicki as I finish my drink.

“Huh,” she says as I look at her with disbelief.

“If I had asked you to stay would you have?” I ask her with my heart pounding.

“Yeah, I would have” she confesses to me.

“You did make the first move,” I say to her as if having an epiphany.

“Yeah I know,” she says with a smile.

I love her smile. I could spend the rest of my life seeing that smile of hers.

“Nicki I’m confused. Are you saying you would have dated in college?” I ask her with my voice wavering.

“Had you not shot me down and asked me to date you then yeah I would have dated you” she admits to me.

“You’re not gay, Nicki,” I say to her stating what I feel is factual.

“Oh, so straight girls fool around with lesbian girls?” she asks me sarcastically.

“No, but kissing one girl one time, years ago doesn’t qualify a girl as a lesbian” I say to her with a grin.

“Okay, truth be told that I’m mostly attracted to guys, actually pretty close to a hundred percent.

Honestly, you are the only girl I’m sexually attracted to” she says to me finishing yet another glass of wine.

I can’t fucking believe this! I’ve been right to kick myself over and again about not asking her to stay that night in college.

Had I asked her to stay or said anything who knows where Nicki and I would be at today.

I can’t shake the feeling I have over how odd tonight feels.

We’ve never talked about that night before, ever, yet here we are all these years later talking about that night.

“Why are we talking about this?” I ask her.

“You’re the one who brought it up” she quickly replies.

“So, you were sexually attracted to me back in college?” I say with a jokingly flirtatious tone.

She pours the remaining wine into her glass and drinks it quickly.

She enters the kitchen and grabs another bottle of wine, opens it and begins to drink straight from the bottle as I join her in the kitchen.

She looks at me and says, “I didn’t say I was sexually attracted to you back in college.

What I said was you’re the only girl I’m sexually attracted to” she says to me.

Did she just say what I think she said? Did she just tell me she’s sexually attracted to me?

“Did you say what I think you just said?” I ask with my heart beating a mile a minute.

“What do you think I just said?” she asks in reply.

“You said I’m the only girl you’re sexually attracted to” I respond.

“Yeah, that is what I said,” she says to me as she stares at me.

“Does this mean you’re sexually attracted to me now, as in right now?” I ask with my voice wavering.

Nicki takes another drink of wine straight from the bottle and nods her head.

I feel as if I’m in some sort of alternate universe. How do I go from the plan of professing my love to her telling me she’s sexually attracted to me?

None of this makes sense to me.

“Let me get this straight, Nicki.

You’re almost one hundred percent of the time sexually attracted to guys but of all the girls you ever come across in your life I’m the one and the only girl you’re sexually attracted to?”

“What the hell Jackie? Is this not what I told you?” she asks me.

“I need a minute,” I say to her as I sip my drink and stand in my kitchen as Nicki and I stare at each other in silence.

“How is this new news to you?” Nicki asks me with all seriousness.

“I’m just stunned is all. I mean you’re talking about me” I say to her with disbelief.

“You’re beautiful,” she says to me.

“I’m okay…I guess.” I respond.

“Why do you do that? Why can’t you see yourself the way people see you?” she asks me.

“What are you talking about?” I ask her flabbergasted.

“You’re hot Jackie,” she tells me as if fact.

“I am not hot” I respond immediately.

“Jackie, if you weren’t hot you wouldn’t have dated so many girls” she attempts to explain to me.

“There aren’t many of us lesbians running around these parts,” I say to her.

“Please, Jackie. Guys approach you all the time” Nicki says to me.

“They do not!” I exclaim.

“Fact or fiction…did my ex-boyfriend, Adam, not approach you before he approached me?” she asks.

“Fact” I respond with a roll of my eyes.

“Answer my previous question…how is this new news to you?” she asks me.

“I…uh…I…uh…um…” I stumble with my words not knowing what to say.

Nicki slams the bottle of wine onto the kitchen counter.

She looks at me and takes hold of my chin.

She closes her eyes and kisses me on my lips.

I feel her tongue lick my lips as I look at her closed eyes with my eyes wide open.

She opens her eyes and looks at my open eyes and jumps backward.

“You kissed me!” I yell out.

“You didn’t kiss me back,” she says in a low voice as she bites down on her lower lip and looks at me with sad eyes.

No…she’s not going to. Yeah, she’s starting to cry.

“Nicki!” I scream out as I see the tears form in her eyes and quickly stream down her cheeks.

She cups her hands and places them over her nose and mouth as she looks at me in horror.

“I’m such fucking idiot…you don’t want me” she says to me through her cries as she quickly exits the kitchen and makes her way into my bedroom.

She grabs her high heels and begins to put them on her feet as I look at her with my eyes wide open as well as my mouth.

“What are you doing?” I ask her as she looks at me with tears streaming from her eyes.

“I need to leave,” she says to me.

“No! You’re not leaving!” I scream at her.

“I’m not asking Jaqueline! I need to leave now!” she screams out at me.

“What in the fuck is going on tonight!” I scream out at the top of my lungs as I ball my hands into fists and begin to pace.

Nicki looks frightened and as if she doesn’t know what to say or do.

She takes a deep breath and looks at me.

“You shot me down again is what happened, Jaqueline,” she says to me with that look on her face.

I hate that look and I hate that name!

I stop pacing and look at her with fury.

“You are not going anywhere!” I screech as I grab hold of her right foot and rip off her shoe.

I throw the shoe across my bedroom and look at her with my nostrils flaring as I take long and drawn out inhales and exhales.

“You’re impossible!” she screams at me as she takes her other shoe off and slams it to the floor.

She runs out of my bedroom as I chase after her into the kitchen.

Nicki snatches the bottle of wine from the kitchen counter and proceeds to drink the rest of the bottle.

She looks at the now empty wine bottle and smashes it into the kitchen sink.

She goes into the refrigerator and grabs another bottle of wine. She fumbles with the wine opener and slams it onto the kitchen counter in frustration.

She crosses her arms and leans against the kitchen island as she looks at me with a combination of angst and anger.

I grin at her and shake my head as I go into my freezer and take hold of the bottle of vodka.

I open the bottle and grab four shot glasses from my cabinet.

I pour four shots of vodka on the kitchen island in front of Nicki. With my index finger stiffened I poke the granite and look at her.

“Are you fucking serious right now?!” she asks me loudly.

“As serious a heart attack. You called me Jaqueline twice.

That’s a two-shot penalty for each infraction hence four shots of my choice” I say to her as run my fingers through my hair.

Nicki takes hold of a shot glass and looks at me with annoyance.

“Back to back to back to back, no breaks,” I say to her with a sarcastic tone and smile.

She proceeds to drink all four shots in succession and looks at me as if she’s about to become sick.

She closes her eyes, takes a deep breath and exhales.

She slowly opens her eyes and looks at me.

I place my hands on her shoulders and lock eyes with her.

“Nicki, I don’t know what’s happening tonight. I was expecting you to be upset over the breakup with Adam and for us to do our normal routine.

Instead, you come over happy as can be.

We talked about something that happened between us years ago that neither of us ever spoke about before.

You tell me you're sexually attracted to me and you kiss me?

I need to understand where all of this is coming from, please” I say to her as calmly as I can.

My heart is racing, and I feel nothing but nervousness in my body as I continue to look at her.

She places her hands on my arms and looks at me.

“Pour me a glass of wine, please,” she says to me as I remove my arms from her shoulder, open the bottle of wine and pour her a glass.

I hand her the glass of wine as she walks into the living room and sits on my couch as I take a seat next to her.

She takes a sip of the wine and places it onto the coffee table.

She runs her fingers through her hair and takes a long inhale and then exhales slowly.

“Byron had me convinced, after the night we last saw each other when you met up with me for happy hour.

After you left, he kept telling me over and again that he knew that you were in love with me.

I couldn’t believe it, so I told him that he had lost his mind. He told me he knew it for a fact and to text him when I got home.

I texted him when I get to my apartment and he replied to my text with a web link for a blog called “My One and Only.”

I asked why he sent me the link and he replied that I needed to read the posts.

I got onto my laptop and started reading the blog posts from the very first post.

I spent the entire weekend reading post after post and practically every comment left on each post.

“When I went to work on Monday, I told Byron that most of the postings felt eerily familiar. As if somehow, I was reading about things that I had done in my life with you.

Byron told me that Nick was me and that the author of the blog, “Unsure” was you. To keep reading as if it were you writing those words about me.

The more I read the more convinced I became. At first, I was a bit angry and upset.

I thought, “Hey, if this blog belongs to Jackie and it’s about me, why wouldn’t she just tell me how she feels.”

The more I read the less angry and upset I became. The more I read the more I understood that if you were, “Unsure” why you didn’t tell me.

It took me over a week of constant reading to get through the entire blog. I was one hundred percent sure that the blog belonged to you and that it was all about me.

I started thinking about what it would be like to be with you. I wondered if we had started dating in college if we would still be together.

The more I thought about us the more I liked it…a relationship with my best friend.

My sexy, smart, beautiful, caring best friend. Me and her, Nicki and Jackie, Jackie and Nicki. It made all the sense in the world to me.

So, I did what any logical person in my position would do. I broke up with my boyfriend for you.

I should have done the adult thing. I should have come here and spoken to you about all this, but I made assumptions.

The blog is not yours and I’m not Nick. I feel like a fool, a complete and utter fool.

I’m so sorry about the way I’ve been acting tonight, I am, I truly am.

I found out everything I needed to know when I kissed you and you didn’t kiss me back.

This “thing” between us was all in my head and I hope that you and I can move past this” she says to me with sincerity and sadness.

Her lips are quivering. She has tears steadily falling from her eyes and down her cheeks.

She knows, she knows everything. She just told me everything I’ve always wanted to hear but I’m terrified to tell her.

Come on Jackie, you can do this! You love her…just tell her!

I arise from the couch and stand in front of her with my entire body shaking. I can’t stop myself from crying as I feel the tears form in my eyes and begin to slowly run down my cheeks.

“I’m sorry Nicki…I should have told…told you sooner.

The truth is… the blog is mine and it is all about you. You’re right…you’re Nick.

I was going to tell you how I felt about you…tonight… I swear I was.

Nothing happened the way I had planned it in my head.

I wanted to kiss you back…I was just shocked that you kissed me.

I love you Nicki…I’m in love with you…and I have been for a long time” I confess to her as I’m now crying uncontrollably.

Nicki’s hands are cupped and over her mouth, as she looks at me with tears streaming from her eyes.

She removed her cupped hands from her mouth and slowly rises to her feet.

She closes the distance between us as her face is now inches from mine.

Nicki wipes the tears from my cheeks with her hand and gazes into my eyes and I gaze into hers.

“You’re in love with me?” she says with a warm smile as I slowly nod my head as my body continues to shake.

She places her hands on my shoulders as I nervously place my hands on her hips.

Are faces slowly move toward one another’s as I close my eyes and feel my lips on her lips.

We gently kiss again for a moment as I lick her lips with my tongue. I feel her warm wet tongue touch mine as we now passionately French kiss.

I’m no longer nervous. This is all I’ve ever wanted.

We stop kissing as I slowly open my eyes.

Nicki has an ear to ear smile as she again gently kisses my lips.

“Jackie?” she says to me.

“What is it, Nicki?” I ask her.

She bites down on her lower lip and says, “I want you…I want you so bad right now” as we again start French kissing.

“This is going to happen!” I scream out in my head as I feel Nicki begin to tug on the button to my jeans.

I stop kissing her and take hold of her hand as I quickly walk her into my bedroom.

We again begin to kiss passionately as I run my fingers beneath the waistband of her sweatpants.

She stops kissing as she looks at me with lust. She smiles at me as I watch her remove her tee-shirt and slide her sweatpants off.

Holy shit…Nicki is completely nude!

Her areolas are small. Nicki’s nipples are small, pink and hard.

Her stomach is flat, and her pussy is cleanly shaven.

She sits at the foot of my bed and pulls my jeans down as I remove my shirt and bra.

I kick my sneakers off and remove my pants and panties in one motion.

Nicki kisses my stomach as I feel myself becoming increasingly aroused and remove my bra as Nicki runs her hands across my ass.

Nicki slides herself up to the center of my bed as I place myself on top of her.

The feeling of my tits pressed against hers as we kiss feels amazing.

“I love the way she’s kissing me,” I say to myself silently as I rub my body against hers.

I take hold of her arms and push them above her head as I begin to lick and suck her earlobes and make my way to her neck as she moans with pleasure.

I gently kiss each of her nipples and begin to lick them as Nicki places her arms on my back and watches me as I play with her tits.

I slowly kiss down the middle of her stomach as I inch my way down to her beautiful pink pussy.

With my face now inches away from her pussy I look at her small pink clit and her beautiful pussy lips.

I lick her clit and gently suck on it as I then kiss her pussy as her body begins to quiver and she moans in ecstasy.

I feel my face becoming soaked in her juices as I taste Nicki’s pussy for the first time.

I love the way she tastes and can’t get enough of it as I eat her pussy as passionately and forcefully as I have ever eaten a pussy before.

“Oh, God…Jackie…Oh God!” she cries out as I continue to pleasure her.

I begin to lick and suck on her tiny clit as I penetrate her tight pussy with my middle finger.

As I continue to suck and lick her clit, I begin to finger fuck her at the same time as she cries out in pleasure and lust.

With each of her moans, I become more aroused as I look up at her from in between her legs.

I watch as Nicki begins to pinch her nipples and run her hands over and across her tits.

I now finger fuck her as fast as I can as I suck her clit and pull on it with my lips.

Nicki’s entire body is now shaking, and I know she’s close to climax.

I stop sucking her clit and use my other hand to rub her pussy and clit as my finger moves in and out of her.

Her breathing is now beyond erratic her body shakes, locks up for a moment and shakes violently as she screams at the top of her lungs.

I feel her pussy contract and expand on my finger as I slowly remove it from inside of her and kiss her pussy.

I kiss my way back up her stomach and again press my tits against hers as I lick her lips and we French kiss.

We stop kissing as Nicki looks at me and begins to laugh.

“What’s so funny?” I ash her with concern.

“That was the best orgasm I’ve ever had,” she says with laughter as she gently kisses my lips.

“My turn,” she says to me with lust as she rolls me off her to my side and again kisses me.

I wrap my arms around her head as Nicki begins to lick and suck my nipple as I now lay on my back.

Nicki places her body on top of mine. The way she’s looking at me has me beyond excited.

“I wonder what she has in mind?” I think to myself as it becomes clear rather quickly.

She’s not wasting any time as she slides down to in between my legs and I feel her tongue touch my clit.

I look down to in between my legs as I watch Nicki’s tongue lick my clit over and again.

Within seconds her face is buried in my dripping wet pussy as she penetrates me with her tongue.

I can’t believe this is happening! My best friend, the girl I love is tongue fucking me as she plays with my clit! She’s amazing!

She removes her tongue from inside of me as she now sucks my clit as I had done to her earlier as I feel her finger enter me.

She finger fucks me for a bit as I feel her finger exit my pussy.

“Rollover,” she says to me as I quickly roll over onto my stomach.

I feel her tits on my back and then her tongue licks down the middle of my back.

She kisses and gently bites each of my ass cheeks as she then begins to lick my pussy as I pull my legs in toward me and now kneel to give her easier access.

She is again tongue fucking my pussy but the way she’s doing it feels much better than before.

I feel her tongue deep inside of me exit, lick up my pussy, down my pussy and then enter me.

Over and again she tongue fucks me this way in a rhythmic motion and then stops as she penetrates me with her finger.

She’s finger fucking me quickly as I then feel her tongue brush across my asshole from bottom to top and back down from top to bottom.

Nicki is rimming my asshole as she finger fucks me and it feels amazing.

Suddenly I feel her tongue rim my asshole and then enter my asshole as a tense my body momentarily and then become loose again.

I can feel her tongue move inside my ass as she continues to finger fuck me. I’ve never had a tongue inside of my ass before, but I like the way it feels.

I feel Nicki remove her finger from inside of me as she now is rubbing every inch of my pussy and clit in a quick circular motion as her tongue moves in and out of my tight asshole.

“Nicki…I’m so close…make me cum…please” I cry and beg with pleasure as I can feel myself getting closer and closer to orgasm.

“Fuck...yes…yes…oh my…yes!” I scream out with pleasure as I have one of the most intense orgasms of my life.

I can feel my asshole expand and contract on Nicki’s tongue.

She slowly removes her tongue from my ass and stops rubbing my pussy as I flip my body over to on my back.

Nicki kisses up my body and gently kisses my lips as I attempt to catch my breath.

We gaze into each other’s eyes as run my fingers through her hair.

She looks at me and says, “I’m in love with you too, I love you” as I feel my body become engulfed in pure joy.

We cuddle in bed as Nicki plays a little spoon as I play the big spoon.

I kiss her on her shoulder as I close my eyes as I drift off to the most peaceful sleep I’ve had in the longest time.

I slowly open my eyes to find a still sleeping Nicki. Not in my wildest dreams could I have imagined that last night would result in this.

I slowly get out of bed as I don’t want to wake her and enter my bathroom. As I look at my image in the mirror, I can’t wipe the smile off my face.

I was so scared going into last night and couldn’t have imagined in my wildest dreams that I would find myself where I am this morning.

I brush my teeth and wash my face. I exit the bathroom and renter my bedroom.

There she is still sleeping, the love of my life, my best friend, Nicki. She’s so beautiful and she’s mine.

I feel almost as if I need to pinch myself to make sure I’m not dreaming but I know I’m not.

I slowly and quietly walk to the side of my bed and gently pull the blanket and sheet down and away from her body as she sleeps on her back.

As I scan her beautiful nude body, I find myself becoming increasingly turned on. I gently and as quietly can get into the bed.

I gently spread her legs apart and place myself in between them as I begin to gently eat her pussy.

I hear her begin to moan as she awakes as I begin to lick and suck her pussy more forcefully.

“Oh shit…uh…oh” she quietly says as she begins to breathe more deeply. She places her hand on my head as I gently begin to suck her clit.

“Um…Jackie” she moans as I stiffen my tongue and penetrate her. I slowly begin to fuck her with my tongue as she begins to sway her hips.

She’s now holding the back of my head as grinding her pussy into my tongue.

“Fuck me…fuck me…” she cries out over and again. As I continue to enjoy her taste, I realize exactly what I want to do to her.

I stop going down on her and get out of bed as she looks at me with disappointment.

I walk to my nightstand and open my bottom drawer. I remove my strap on and affix it to my body.

I smirk at Nicki as she smiles at me and nods her head.

I place myself in between her legs and gently penetrate her as I slowly begin to fuck her in the missionary position.

She wraps her legs around me as she locks eyes with me.

“Harder…faster” she pleads with me as I pick up my pace and begin to fuck her both harder and faster.

“Fuck me from behind” she commands as I remove myself from her. She gets on her knees and locks her arms as I penetrate her from behind.

I place my hands on her hips as I begin to pound her.

“Yes…baby…yes!” she exclaims as I begin to fuck her as hard and fast as I can.

As I continue to fuck her, she screams out “Pull my hair…pull my hair!”

I grab and a handful of her hair and pull her head back toward me as I fuck her hard and fast.

“Put it in my ass!” she screams out as I open my eyes wide.

“What do you want me to do?” I ask her through my heavy breathing.

“Put it in my ass!” she screams as I stop fucking her and slide out of her.

I rub the head of the dildo around her ass and gently penetrate her asshole.

“Fuck me, Jackie…fuck me!” she says as if possessed as I begin fucking her ass.

Nicki locks her arm against the wall at the head of my bed and reaches between her legs with her other hand.

As I sodomize her, she plays with herself as she moans, grunts and screams out with sexual pleasure.

“Jackie…baby…oh fuck…uh!” she cries out as she has an ear-piercing orgasm.

I slowly remove the dildo from her ass she unlocks her arms from the wall and sits down on the bed.

She’s panting and sweating profusely as she calls me to her with her index finger.

I remove the strap on and crawl onto the bed as we passionately French kiss.

“You’re a freak,” I say to her with amusement as she kisses my lips and replies, “You have no idea” as she sucks my bottom lip and pushes me onto my back.

She sticks her tongue in my mouth as she begins to play with my pussy.

She’s kissing me, licking and kissing my earlobes and neck as she rubs my tits with one hand as she plays with my pussy with her other hand.

No way. There is no way. Yup, there is a way!

“Fuck!” I scream out as I have the fastest orgasm of my life.

Nicki laughs and looks at me with a look of amusement.

“Wow, that was fast,” she says through laughter.

“I love you, Nicki,” I say to her as she smiles at me and replies, “I love you too, Jackie. I’m going to take a shower.

“Before you shower can you do something from me?” I ask her.

“Of course, what is it?” she asks me.

“I need to make one last post on my blog. Would you be okay with taking a selfie with me so I can post our picture online?” I ask her not knowing how she’s going to reply.

She giggles and shakes her head.

“I have a better idea, but I need a shower first. Get your laptop” she says to me as she kisses me, smiles and exits the bedroom.

Nicki takes a quick shower and gets dressed in the clothes she had been wearing last night as I take a quick shower and get dressed.

“Baby, I need you to record me on your laptop,” she says to me as I look at her with confusion, shrug my shoulders and place my laptop on the island in my kitchen.

“Whenever you’re ready,” I say to her as she walks in front of the camera.

“Ready,” she says to me as I press record.

“Hi everyone, it’s Nicolette, a.k.a. Nick, a.k.a. Nicki.

If you love someone who doesn’t know that you love them tell them. That person may not feel the same way but at least you’ll know.

Sure, it’ll suck to say the words, “I love you” to a person who doesn’t feel the same way but the sooner you find out the sooner you can move on.

If the person does feel the same way, each day that passes without you telling that person is a day lost that you could have spent together as a couple.

It doesn’t matter who you are or who you love.

You could be a guy who loves a girl, a girl who loves a guy, a guy who loves a guy or girl who loves a girl.

The most important thing is to tell that person whoever they may be.

If you’re wondering if the girl who writes this blog got the girl, she did” she says with a smile as I end the recording.

“Come here, Jackie,” she says to me as I walk to her full of emotion.

Nicki smiles at me with her cell phone in hand as we kiss, and she snaps a picture of us.

She texts me with the picture of us kissing and smiles at me with her beautiful big and bright smile.

“I need breakfast,” she says to me as I chuckle and respond, “Let me guess, pancakes?”

Nicki laughs and responds, “Shut up.”

That night and day feel as if it happened yesterday. I can’t believe three years have passed so quickly.

When I made the post on my blog that night, I had every intention of making it my last post, but it wasn’t.

Nicki’s video went viral and people lost their minds over our story. People wanted to know anything and everything about us and still do, to this day.

I don’t blog much these days as Nicki and I prefer to vlog.

We became internet celebrities and even did the afternoon talk show circuit.

Our relationship isn’t perfect as no relationship is, but we love each other and as all people in successful relationships do, we work at it.

My parents were over the moon with happiness about me and Nicki, but Nicki’s parents weren’t thrilled.

It’s taken more time than Nicki would have liked but they’re coming around.

Nicki moved into my apartment a little over a year after we became a couple.

I never thought I could love someone as much as I do. I never thought I could become so physically and mentally attached to someone but I am.

Tonight will be a new night but tonight is the night.

Tonight is the night I’ll ask Nicki to marry me.

In my heart I know she’ll accept my proposal as she’s been hinting at it for months, but the possibility exists that she won’t.

I think she will, maybe she won’t but that’s another story.

A MESSAGE FROM THE AUTHOR – ANTOINETTE SAX

Thank you for reading “Tonight Is The Night”

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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