

Chance can be defined in many ways but the definition I most prefer is the absence of any cause of events that can be predicted, understood, or controlled. The word chance has always fascinated me and yet has driven me crazy at times. What is the chance that a girl of five years of age, born and being raised in Denver Colorado by two Italian immigrants could question her sexuality at such a young age? I don’t know the answer, but I do know the word chance led me to my obsession with math and statistics. When my best friend in the world, Lola Ayala, asked me how I knew I was gay for the first time I responded, “Chance.” She was confused, and I’ll assume you are too so please allow me to explain as I explained it to her so many years ago.

I had a happy and healthy childhood, the only child to Dominico and Enza Ricci, a barber and hair stylist by trade. Two people who absolutely loved and adored each other almost as much as me. Snips and snails, and puppy dog tails, that's what little boys are made of. Sugar and spice and all things nice, that's what little girls are made of. Yes, it was only a nursey rhyme, but I felt it to be so very true. I remember as a little girl watching Sarah Michele Geller as “Buffy the Vampire Slayer” and thinking she was beautiful and so awesome that I wanted to be her. I remember watching “There’s Something About Mary” and asking myself, “There certainly is something about Mary but what is it?” I remember playing with Barbie dolls and never wanting Ken to be around. I remember watching The Princess Diaries and not wanting to be Anne Hathaway (Mia) but Robert Schwartzman (Michael) when they kissed at the end of the movie. Why Michael? Was it because Michael got to kiss Mia at the end? I knew from that early age that the way I thought and felt was not like other girls my age. Whereas girls my age had crushes on boys I never did. As I got older I realized that my crushes were all on girls, especially “Buffy the Vampire Slayer”, Sarah Michele Geller. I remember questioning myself as to why I was so upset that she got married to Freddie Prinze, Jr. when the answer to the question become so very clear. I didn’t want to be like her I wanted to be with her. As I became older the crushes became greater. Shania Twain, Scarlett Johansson, Eva Mendes and Charlize Theron. By the time I turned 18 I had Lindsey Vonn posters all over my room and listened to nothing but Gwen Stefani. Lindsey Vonn was a great athlete and it was easy to explain why I had so many posters of her. I loved skiing and she was the ultimate skier. Gwen Stefani made nothing but hits so that’s why I listened to her music all the time. I watched episodes of the “Big Bang Theory” not so much because it was a great show but because I could look at Kaley Cuoco over and again. I watched “Black Swan” over and again not because it was the great movie that it was but because of the “scene” with Mila Kunis and Natalie Portman. You know, “that scene”?  If you didn’t notice a had a thing for Natalie Portman. I can best describe it as chance. There was no cause of events and nothing that could be predicted, controlled or understood. It was just the way I felt.

Yeah, I knew I was a lesbian at a young age but didn’t want anyone else to know. It really wasn’t all too difficult to hide. I love being a girl even though I wished I was more like the actresses and entertainers that I lusted after than the short, five feet two-inch, jet black hair, super black-eyed girl with b cup boobs that I am. I love dresses, skirts, make up, shoes and bags. I’m as girly as they come so it wasn’t difficult to fit in with the rest of the girls in school. How could anyone tell by looking at me as to what was going on in my head? My best friend, Jennifer Lowry, was tall and beautiful. She had long flowing blond hair and ice blue eyes. We became fast friends when she moved to Denver with her family from Montana in the seventh grade. By the time freshman year of high school rolled around we were inseparable and her body had matured during the summer of junior high school and high school. By the time junior year of high school rolled around she was “the girl.” You know the girl that all the boys wanted to be with and the girl all the other girls wanted to be like? She was also the girl that I fell in love with. How could I not? She was smart, witty, compassionate, caring, intelligent and to me was way hotter than Lindsey Vonn, Gwen Stefani and Kaley Cuoco combined. I loved everything about her and found myself looking for “signs” that she was like me and felt the same about me as I did about her even though she was steady with the captain of the football team, Brad Heath. I of course, in effort to hide who I was, dated boys but I would always find an excuse to give to Jennifer when things didn’t work out. “He’s a jerk”, “He’s too immature”, “He’s not a good kisser”, “I’m just not that into him” and other excuses. When Brad and Jennifer had a huge fight and broke up a few weeks into the summer between our junior and senior year of high school I took it as a sign. As we had done hundreds of time before we laid in her bed on a Saturday night, watching television and talking. “I can’ believe him” Jennifer said as I laid there and listened. “What was he thinking?” She had tears in her eyes and was so upset. I wanted to comfort her and make her feel better. “Boys suck!” she exclaimed. That was the sign I was looking for. She wasn’t with Brad anymore and now she’s saying boys suck. When she looked at me and smiled I couldn’t contain myself any longer. I smiled back at her, grabbed her head, closed my eyes and kissed her lips. It took me a moment to realize she hadn’t kissed me back. As I slowly opened my eyes I could see Jennifer’s opened as wide as I had ever seen them. She looked like a deer in the headlights. She rolled off the bed and looked at me with fear. “Why did you just do that?” she asked in a low voice. I rolled off the bed to the opposite side as we now stood across from each other with the bed in between us. “I thought you wanted me to” I said as she shook her head and asked, “Why would you think I wanted you to kiss me?” Fear engulfed my body. Her not being with Brad and saying that boys sucked were not signs at all. What had I just done? I asked myself over and again in my head. “I don’t know, I just thought that we had a moment.” She had a confused and scared look on her face. “A moment? Bella is there something you need to tell me or something?” I nervously shook my head as she continued to look at me with confusion and fear. “Bella, we’re friends and friends can talk about anything. I need you to tell me why you just kissed me and thought that we had a moment” she said with a quivering voice. I stood silent for a moment trying to think of anything I could say that would make her believe me. Anything but the truth but I couldn’t.

I took a deep breath, looked at her and said. “Jennifer I’m in love with you.” She placed her hand over her mouth and slowly lowered it. “Oh my god, Sherryl was right, you’re gay.” My immediate thought was “Sherryl knows I’m gay but, in an instant, I realized that I just told Jennifer I was in love with her. She didn’t say she loved me too. “Forget I just said that.” She swallowed loudly and responded, “Forget that my best friend kissed me, said she’s in love with me and is gay?” I said in a low voice, “I didn’t say I was gay.” She shook her head in response and said, “You didn’t deny it.” I slowly closed my eyes and slowly opened them. I looked at Jennifer and said, “You’re right, I didn’t deny it because it’s true.” What did I just do? She crossed her arms and asked, “How long Bella? How long have you felt like this toward me?” I looked at her with concern and answered, “A while.” She let out a deep breath and stared at me. “We’ve laid in bed together, slept in the same bed together and I’ve changed in front of you. The entire time you wanted to have sex with me?” I quickly shook my head and replied, “Jennifer it’s not like that. She again swallowed loudly and said, “Bella me and you is never going to happen. I’m in love with Brad and I’m not gay. I mean the thought of being with a girl disgusts me. You need to go.” I put on my sneakers and slowly walked out of her room and her house. I thought as I walked from her house to my apartment that there was no going back to the way the me and Jennifer used to be. A few days later the thought turned into fact. I hadn’t heard from her, so I texted her with “Are we okay?” A few minutes later I received a response of, “We can’t be friends anymore.” I was beyond devastated. Jennifer was my best friend and me telling her how I felt and that I was guy resulted in her throwing away our 5-year friendship. I was sad and angry at the same time. All I did for the rest of the summer is work at a movie theatre and went home.

When senior year of high school started Jennifer wouldn’t even acknowledge me. She was back with Brad and I was invisible to her. In the classes we had together she would sit as far away from me as possible. I immediately noticed that people were looking and acting differently toward me. I tried not letting it bother me, but it did. It wasn’t until Rob sat next to me at lunch toward the end of the week of the first week of school when I found out why. “Rob, what’s going on?” He shrugged his shoulders and replied, “What do you mean?” I looked at him with raised eyebrows as he smiled and said, “Everyone knows.” I felt panic engulf my body as I looked at him with my eyes wide open and asked, “Everyone knows what?” He smiled and said, “You know.” I was in shock. I looked at him and asked in a panicked and quivering voice, “How?” He put his sandwich down and took a sip of his soda. “Let’s go for a walk” he said as we both arose from out seats and went outside. We both sat on the bleachers at the football field. He looked at me with understanding and said, “Jennifer told Sherryl what happened over the summer. Sherryl told Margaret who told Susan who told her boyfriend Todd who told Victor and slowly but surely word got around.” I looked at him and asked, “How did you find out?” He looked at me and answered, “Brad.” My eyes become engulfed with tears. As hard as I tried I couldn’t stop myself from crying. “Everyone knows?!” I exclaimed as he hugged me and said, “It’s okay Bella, besides who cares? I don’t care that you’re gay. I’m disappointed but I don’t care.” I looked at him with surprise and asked, “Disappointed?” He let out a small laugh and said, “Yeah I’m disappointed. I was trying to build up the nerve to ask you out and when I finally decided I was going to, Brad told me that you’re gay.” Hearing Rob say those words made me smile for some reason. “This is our last year of school. In a few years we won’t even stay in touch with half of our supposed friends and in ten years we may only stay in touch with less than a handful of people. Who cares what people think? I don’t have an issue with it and I’m sure that there are more people that feel the way that I do compared to the people that have an issue with it. You’re still the same person, it’s just that people know your sexual preference.” Rob had always been a good friend and him having that conversation with me made me realize that people like him were rare. He was the only person who told me that everyone knew and the only person to ever say to my face that he didn’t care that I was gay.

Rob was right. For those who I knew had issue with my sexuality there were way more people who didn’t care. I was still as popular as I was, still got invited and went to parties and for as many friends as I lost I gained just as many. It made feel good but also made me angrier that the one person who I wanted my sexuality not to be an issue with had the biggest issue with it, Jennifer. Sure, it may have been shocking for her for me to day what I did to her, but she could have handled it much differently. She could have told me that she understood and that it didn’t matter. That even though she didn’t feel the way I felt about her that we could still be friends instead of turning her back on me. Senior year of high school to this day was the longest year of my life. I skipped prom and wanted nothing more than for high school to be over and for my college life to begin. When graduation day came and went I felt a sense of relief. As if I giant boulder had been lifted from my back. There were a ton of graduation parties that were going on, but I decided to go to Shannon Kelly’s with Rob. Shannon and I had always been friends and she never looked at me differently or treated me any differently when she found out I was gay. I didn’t know it then, but I knew it now. Going to that party would forever change my life. Her parents had gone away, and she was throwing a huge keg party. The party started off small but as the night went on it seemed as if everyone from school at some point was there, including Jennifer. I was drinking heavily and was having a great time until Jennifer showed up. It was after midnight when I went outside to the backyard to find Jennifer sitting alone drinking beer from a red cup. She looked up at me and then looked away. I laughed sarcastically and said, “You have that down perfectly.” She didn’t say a word, but I had more than a few choice words for her. “Before we both go away to college and never cross paths again I want to thank you for turning your back on me and outing me” I said as she looked at me with sad eyes and said, “I’m sorry, Bella.” I shook my head and replied, “You certainly are but thank you for showing me who you truly are.” She looked confused and asked in surprise, “Who I truly am?” I nodded my head as I took a sip of my beer and said, “Yup. You were never my best friend and I know now that you were never really my friend. A friend wouldn’t have done what you did to me so thank you for not letting me waste another fucking second of my life with you in it.” She looked at me and said, “Wow! Tell me how you really feel.” I looked at her with disdain and said, “To think I had feelings for you but don’t worry about it. Those feelings I thought I had are long gone. You want to know how I really feel? I fucking hate you. So, enjoy the rest of your life. Bye, bye.” She looked at me as she arose from her chair. She tossed her cup and went back into the house. When I went inside I a few minutes later I found out she had left. A little after 2AM the party started to wind down. Before I knew it, there was only me, Shannon, Rob, Christine, Alex and Joan remaining. Shannon looked around the house and yelled out, “I’m so screwed! This place is a fucking disaster. My parents are back tomorrow night. There’s no way I can get this place cleaned up in time.” As soon as those words came out of her mouth Joan looked around and said, “I have room for three as Rob, Christine, Alex and Joan quickly left the house. I let out a drunken laugh and said, “Don’t worry I’m not going to bail on you.”

Thankfully the house wasn’t as bad as Shannon though it was. In a little over an hour we bagged up almost all the evidence of the party, swept, mopped and vacuumed. “Thank you so much for helping me” Shannon said as we clinked our bottles of beer together. “Not a problem and you’re welcome.” She smiled at me and asked, “Are you still going to the University of Denver?” as I nodded my head and asked, “Are you still going to Gonzaga?” She smiled and nodded her head as she sipped on her beer. “How’s that going to work with you in Washington and Richie in Florida?” I asked. She let out a small laugh and answered, “it’s not. We broke up last week. Didn’t you notice he wasn’t here?” I thought for a moment and shrugged my shoulders. I laughed and said, “Nope, I really didn’t.” I looked at Shannon and said, “Thank you for not treating me differently. It means a lot to me.” She smiled and replied, “It’s not a big deal, Bella but you’re welcome. Believe me when I say that I understand.” We both pounded our beers and opened two more. She looked at me and said, “Can I ask you something without it being weird?” I laughed and responded, “You can ask me what you want but I can’t promise it won’t be weird.” She slowly nodded her head and replied, “Okay, fair enough. What do you think of me?” I was a bit confused and asked, “Think of you of you how?” She took a big gulp of beer and replied, “My looks, what do you think about the way I look?” I looked at her long red hair, her small barely noticeable freckles and her light green eyes and replied, “You’re pretty.” She smiled and asked, “Would someone that looks like me be your type?” It took me a moment to realize what she was asking me, but I needed to be sure. I looked at her and asked, “The type of girl I would be attracted to?” She slowly nodded her head and answered, “Yeah.” I took a sip of my beer and asked, “Why are you asking?” I could tell she was becoming nervous as she sipped her beer and replied, “Um, I’m not sure how to say this so I’m just going to say it. I’m kind of crushing on you.” I laughed in amusement and responded, “I don’t know about you, but I’m wasted. Don’t get me wrong, I’m flattered but one night at a party where we’re both drunk doesn’t equate to a crush.” She sat down on the couch in the living room with both her legs crossed as I sat down next to her. In a quivering voice she said, “I’ve been crushing on you for a while. I’ve been having these feelings that I can’t explain but all I know is that I’m attracted to you.” I was stunned. I had no idea that she looked at me that way, but I was intrigued. I did think she was pretty but the thought of being anything more than friends with Shannon had never crossed my mind.

She looked at me and said, “Kiss me.” I had never had a real kiss with a girl before but here I was with Shannon telling me to kiss her so that’s just what I did. I leaned in and felt her lips with mine. In seconds we were French kissing on her couch. It felt so right. It was so much nicer kissing Shannon than it ever was kissing a boy. I could feel myself becoming instantly excited and aroused. We stopped kissing as Shannon smiled at me, arose from the couch, removed her shirt and bra and sat back down on the couch. She closed her eyes as I started feeling her tits and nipples. I started kissing her neck as I played with her tits. She started breathing heavily and I stopped touching her. I removed my shirt and bra and for the first time sat across from a girl with my small tits freely exposed. She smiled at me as she began to feel my tits and nipples and I again started to feel hers. We began French kissing again as I gently moved into her as she laid on the couch as now laid on top of her as we continued to kiss. The feeling of our bare tits touching was driving me insane. I stopped kissing her and moved myself toward her tits. I licked her nipples as she let out a small gasp. I couldn’t believe this was happening. I began to rub her pussy over her shorts as I placed her right tit into my mouth. She was now panting as she unbuttoned her shorts. I placed my hand under her panties and began to rub her clit as she swayed her hips. I gazed into her eyes as I played with her pussy. She grabbed my arm and exclaimed, “Stop!” as I immediately stopped. She took me by my hand and walked me upstairs to her bedroom. Like an uncaged animal she pushed me forcefully onto her bed. “Off!” she exclaimed as she pulled off my sneakers and socks as I quickly removed my shorts and panties. She kicked off her sandals and pulled down her shorts and panties. I was laying on her bed completely nude. She pulled me toward the edge of the bed and began to play with my pussy. I gritted my teeth as she slowly inserted her finger inside of me. She started finger fucking me, stopped and then removed her finger from me. She licked her finger and smiled at me. She dropped to her knees and pulled me so that my legs were now over her shoulders and resting on her back. She licked the top of my pussy as I moaned in excitement. Before I knew it, her tongue was all over my pussy. “Oh, fuck Shannon!” I screamed out as she stopped. “Am I doing something wrong?” she asked as I yelled out, “Don’t fucking stop!” She spread my pussy lips apart and started licking my clit in and up and down motion. It was the most amazing feeling I had ever experienced. I crossed my legs over her back as she licked my clit furiously. I looked at her head in between my legs as I began to rub my tits and nipples. I started taking quick short breaths as I felt my entire body become tense. It was like I was being crushed when suddenly the feeling went away and was replaced by a feeling of pure euphoria. My entire body started to violently shake as I felt as if my entire body was on fire. “Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Shannon!” I yelled out as the fire felt like it had been doused. I had just experienced my first orgasm. It took me a moment to catch my breath. She stopped licking me as I felt my pussy throbbing. Her face was dripping wet as she got on top of me and began to French kiss me. I liked the taste of myself on her tongue and I wanted to taste her. I stopped kissing her and said, “My turn” as she laid down on the bed. I went straight down on her and as she had done to me, I pulled her pussy lips apart and licked every inch of her soaking wet pussy. I loved the way she tasted. It was sweet and tangy at the same time. I was only down there for a couple of minutes at most as she yelled out, “Bella I’m going to fucking cum. Don’t stop, please don’t stop” as her body shook for a moment and then went totally limp. I didn’t care that she had an orgasm. I loved her taste and didn’t want to stop licking her, so I kept going. “Bella, that’s feels so amazing” she said as I stiffened my tongue as hard as I could and penetrated her pussy as I rubbed her clit at the same time. As I tongue fucked her pussy she grabbed the back of my head as she started to move herself into me. Yet again in only a matter of a few minutes she once again had a loud orgasm. I stopped tongue fucking her, crawled up her body as we again French kissed. She cuddled me as we fell asleep. I awoke late in the morning with my head feeling like it had been hit with a sledge hammer. When I turned over I woke up Shannon. “I think I’m going to die” she said as I said, “Not so loud please.” I rolled over and faced her. “Do you feel weird about what happened between us?” I asked as she smiled and slowly shook her head. I smiled and said, “Good, me neither.” Shannon and I spent the entire summer together and it was an absolute blast.            

As if reality was in fast forward the weeks flew off the calendar until we were only a few days from Shannon leaving for Washington and me starting school at the University of Denver. I knew that I would miss her. We had been friends for so long. We were now more than friends and I knew if we kept up what we were doing I would completely fall for her. “This is all my fault. If I would have told you how I felt sooner than things would be different Maybe I would be going to U of D with you” she said the night before she was leaving. I smiled and hugged her tightly. “I know Shannon, but everything happens for a reason. Maybe this is exactly what is meant to happen between us” I said. She cried as she held me. Knowing she was crying over me made me cry and before I knew it we were both balling our eyes out. “We’ll stay in touch. We’ll talk and text all the time and see each other for the holidays and over break” I said as she nodded her head. We both knew what was going to happen. We had even discussed it previously, but it didn’t stop us from lying to each other. She was starting a new chapter in her life in another state. We would stay in touch for a while but eventually we would stop and just going on living our lives and that’s exactly what happened. I would love to tell you that college was the best time of my life and I have nothing but happy memories, but I would be lying. It’s not that I didn’t make and have friend it was just that since I commuted to school I didn’t have the college experience of living on campus on a full- time basis. Since I was also always working while going to school memorable nights were far and few between. I dated a bunch of different girls throughout college. There was Amanda, Jessica, Liv, Francine, Ellen and slew of others but nothing serious developed between me any of them. That was until my senior year when I met Becka Sanders at a party one night a few weeks into my senior year of college. She was beautiful. She had long black hair and amazing dark blue eyes. She was a little taller than me, but we hit it off right from the start. I fell for her hard and fast. Within months we were telling each other that we loved each other. I came out to my parents because of her and she shattered my heart into a million pieces. To this day she’s the only girl that I ever said the words of, “I love you” to. When I said it, I meant it but thinking back I think she said it as a way of just making sure I didn’t go anywhere. Shortly before graduation she told me she was going back home to California even though she had told me that we would start post college life together right there in Denver. She told me that she was in love with her boyfriend. The same boyfriend that she had told me she had broken up with but never really did. Our entire relationship was a complete and utter lie. I hate to say this, but I think it permanently damaged me. Me and trust had an ongoing issue from that point on. A short week later I graduated with a Bachelor of Science in Mathematics with a minor in statistics and Becka was no longer in my life. Me coming out to my parents more than damaged our relationship. As super religious Catholics they told me over and again how my “lifestyle” was going to send me straight to hell and how they couldn’t support me with my “decision” to be gay. No matter how many times I told them that it wasn’t a “decision” to be gay they would hear nothing of it. I knew I didn’t want to be home with them anymore and I didn’t want to be in Denver anymore. I need to go to a place where a gay woman such as myself could live without worrying about concealing who I was. I knew it wasn’t in Denver and I knew I didn’t want to move to California or Oregon. The only place that made sense to me was New York City. The only place in the country where I could be who I truly was and where I could potentially find the person to spend the rest of my life with.

New York City had the largest amount of gay people of anywhere in the country, but I knew that finding my soul mate there would be no easy task. For the sake of simplicity, I decided to use round numbers in my calculations. New York City population of 8.5 million of which 750 thousand identified as gay. Of course, I needed to make assumptions as that 750 thousand number included people who identified as gay, lesbian, bisexual and transgender. Throughout the country .6% of people identified as transgender so I used the .6% to eliminate 4,500 people to bring the total down to 745,500. I poured over study after study until I came across a study that shook me to my core. The study found that of people who identify as gay, lesbian and bisexual was staggering 48% of in favor of bisexual. I crunched the numbers and was now down to a little over 387 thousand who were gay males or lesbian females. There was no viable source for gay men as compared to gay women, so I cut it in half to arrive at 193,500. Me and the love of my life were 2 of 193,500 I thought for a moment until I started to think more carefully about it. What about those in committed relationships and age groups. I was 21 and there was no way I was going to be with a woman in her forties or fifties. I didn’t like “butch” women, I liked women as in long hair, makeup, lipstick and the sort. Girly girls like myself as in femme. I found that it was much more common for a femme to be with a butch as compared to a femme being with another femme. I just didn’t have enough data to create an accurate formula. All I really knew that was that my chances were slim at best. Be as it may I still knew that New York City was my best chance, so I made up my mind that New York City was where I need to start my life as an adult.

I had a car and a little over $8,000 saved up so I figured I could find a job once I became settled but still needed to find a place to live. I knew that New York City was one of the most expensive places in the world, but I was floored at the price of housing. It was so much more expensive than I ever thought. Finding an apartment on my own in a decent neighborhood would have my money depleted in a few short months. My only hope was to find an apartment in a decent area where I could at minimum split the rent with another person. I figured it would be an easy thing to do but I couldn’t have been more wrong. After a little over a month I will still stuck on finding an apartment and it felt hopeless. That was until I came across a posting on Craigslist that was entitled, “Seeking a Normal Person to Live With!” I clicked on the link and began to read, “Recent high school graduate seeks a female roommate between the ages of 18-23. Female roommate not a male roommate! Must be clean, stable, drug free and most importantly NORMAL! I will not send pictures of myself so don’t ask!! My looks and your looks have nothing to do with being roommates. I simply seeking someone who can pay half the rent ($750/$750) and once again a woman whose normal! If interested please respond to this add and tell me about yourself.” I became fixated on the $750. I could easily pay that amount for six months and still have money left over. There was no way that it could take me any longer than 4 months to find a job so I excitedly replied. “Hi, my name is Bella. I’m 21 and a recent college graduate who is looking to relocate from Denver, Colorado to New York City. I can assure you that I’m normal and will have no problem paying my portion of the rent.” I ended the response with my cell phone number and went about my day. Later that night I received a phone call from an unknown number. I usually didn’t answer unknown numbers but for the first time ever I did.  “Hi, is this Bella?” a soft female voice asked. “Yes, who is this?” I asked as the voice replied, “Sorry, my name is Lola. I’m calling you about the add on Craigslist that you replied to.” I was only expecting the call to last a few minutes but there I found myself talking to the woman named Lola for close to 2 hours. She asked me about everything. My favorites foods, my favorite colors and if I watched sports. She told me all about how difficult it was to find a roommate and how she only had enough money saved up to pay the next month’s rent. When I asked her why someone who was 18 was out on her own and seeking a roommate the only answer she provided was, “It’s not by choice.” She answered every other question I had and texted me pictures of the apartment. We ended to call with me saying I would be driving down the next day. Sure, it was crazy that I agreed to live with an 18-year old woman who I had spoken to for only a couple of hours but I wanted to leave so badly. When I told my parents that I was moving to New York the only thing my father said was, “When you walk out that door there is no coming back” as my mother sat silently. I knew that they had an issue with me being gay but I found it to be harsh. Even more so that I didn’t get a kiss, a hug or a best of luck from either. Not even a “Call me when you get there.” It was basically, leave and never come back.  With tears in my eyes I packed my clothes, toiletries and my laptop. I left my keys to the apartment on the kitchen table and began my journey to Brooklyn, New York.

I stayed at a budget motel in Ohio midway through my drive and arrived at my destination in Bushwick, Brooklyn a little after 5PM on the following day. I was exhausted and wanted nothing more than to go to sleep. As I pulled my car to the front of a three-story attached building there was a woman sitting on the front steps. I parked my car, got out and stretched. The woman slowly walked over to me and asked, “Are you Bella?” To this day she was one of the most beautiful girls I have ever seen. She stood around five feet five inches tall, long jet-black hair, jet black eyes, a huge rack, a voluptuous ass, flat stomach and an olive complexion. I smiled back at her and replied, “Are you Lola?” She smiled back at me but had an uneasy nervous look to her. “How was the drive” she asked as I quickly answered, “Exhausting.” She let out a small nervous laugh and said, “Let me show you around” as I followed her into the building and into the apartment. I looked around at the bare apartment that consisted of a small kitchen with a stove and refrigerator. I looked at Lola in disbelief as I grabbed my cell phone and pulled up the pictures of the apartment she had texted me with a couple of days earlier. “Lola, why does this apartment not look anything like the pictures of the apartment you sent me?” She didn’t say a word as I opened a door to a bedroom to find nothing other than a large blow up mattress. Inside the bedroom was a small closet that only had a few hangers’ worth of clothes. “Where is the other bedroom?!” I asked in anger and disbelief. She raised her eyebrows and replied, “I never said it was a two bedroom.” I thought for a moment and realized that she was right. I shook my head and said, “You expect me to pay $750 a month to live with you in a tiny one bedroom apartment? I drove for fucking close to 30 hours for this?! Fuck this, I’m out of here!” I yelled out as I began to walk to the front door. She quickly ran in front of me and placed herself in front of the door. With tears in her eyes she yelled out, “Please don’t go, please!” Her plea stopped me dead in my tracks. “I know I lied but I didn’t know what else to do. I can’t cover next month’s rent, I couldn’t find anyone other than you and I have nowhere to go. Please, don’t leave. You can have the room, I’ll sleep on the floor” she said as tears streamed down her cheeks from her eyes. I went to the small kitchen and opened the cabinets to find that they were bare as was the refrigerator. I looked at Lola as she still stood in front of the door, covering it with her body. “Why are you on your own?” I asked as she replied, “It’s not by choice.” I felt bad for her but was angry that she lied about the apartment. The pictures she sent me looked similar but had a huge couch along with a coffee table and a giant flat screen television on the wall. “Lola, I’m sorry but I’m out” I said as she yelled out in reply, “Please, I’ll do anything!” The sound of her voice was no beyond desperate. It was full of fear and worry. I don’t know why but I felt she needed me. I made up my mind but I needed to have some fun with her so I asked, “Anything?” She slowly nodded her head in reply as I smiled seductively. “I drove a very long way only to find that you lied your ass off but I think I can come up with something that could convince me to stay.” She smiled nervously at me and said, “Okay, anything you want.” I again smiled seductively at her and replied, “What I want is you, butt ass naked on that big blow up bed of yours in that bedroom. About an hour or so should be enough convincing.” Her eyes opened big as she looked at me as if she had just seen a ghost. “You’re gay?” she asked with her voice quivering. I nodded my head and replied, “As the sky is blue and I’m gay for you, Lola.”

She stood against the door and looked at me with her eyes opened as wide as possible with her mouth opened wide. She was no longer crying but looked beyond panicked. I crossed my arms and smiled at her. “Well?” I asked as she nervously replied, “I’m thinking, okay?” I laughed and said, “There’s nothing to think about. If you want me to stay you know what you need to do.” She removed herself from the door and walked toward me. It looked like she wanted to say something but the words wouldn’t escape her mouth. I couldn’t take it anymore as I bursted out in laughter. “Relax I’m fucking with you” I said as a look of relief came across her face. She let out a deep breath and said, “Oh, so you’re not gay.” I laughed and responded, “No, I’m gay. Is that a problem for you?” She quickly shook her head and said, “No just as long as we’re clear that I’m as straight as an arrow.” I shrugged my shoulders and replied, “Duly noted.” She looked at me and asked, “So you’re going to stay?” I nodded my head and replied, “Against my better judgement I’m going to stay but don’t go me wrong. I’m more than pissed off right now.” She nervously smiled and replied, “I’m so sorry, I just didn’t know what else to do.” I let out a sigh and said “I don’t understand. Why is it that whenever I ask you why you’re on your own you say it’s not by choice?” Lola looked at me with sadness and replied, “Because it wasn’t by choice.” I shook my head and replied, “Not good enough. I need to know. I don’t know you and you already lied to me so you need to explain why it wasn’t your choice.” She shook her head and replied, “I don’t want you to judge me.” I looked at her with concern and replied, “I won’t.” She looked at me as we both stood in silence for what seemed like an eternity. She closed her eyes and slowly opened them. She inhaled deeply and let out a slow and long exhale. She began, “I was born in Caguas, Puerto Rico. My mom brought me to New York when I was 5. We moved into a small apartment in the Castle Hill Projects. She didn’t have an education and the only work she could find was as a cleaning lady. The first year here was tough. My English wasn’t very good and I had trouble understanding what my teacher was saying in class. My mom couldn’t help me at all. She didn’t speak a lick of English. I would watch the evening news and as many news programs as possible. Little by little my English improved enough that school started to become easier. Our next-door neighbor, a man named Hector Torres had a son named Jorge. Me and Jorge became fast friends as did Hector with my mom. It was god for a while and was the closest thing to a family I’ve ever had in my life. When I was eight, Jorge was killed by a stray bullet during a shootout. My mom felt responsible. I was home sick that day and my mom forgot that she needed to pick up Jorge from school that day. Jorge walked home alone and he was now dead. Hector was devastated but didn’t blame my mom. She couldn’t handle the guilt and developed a terrible addiction to heroine. A little after a year later she died from an overdose. He became my legal guardian but was never the same after my mom died. He worked as a mechanic but spent most of his money on alcohol. I guess you could call him a functioning alcoholic. I don’t want you to get the wrong idea. He was a good man and the only father I’ve ever known. He was protective and put me into Taekwondo classes so that I could protect myself which more than came in handy as I got older. When I was sixteen, Hector went to a bar after work where he found out the man responsible for killing Jorge was also there. In a drunken rage he choked the life out of the man. He was convicted of manslaughter and sentenced to twenty-two years. A few months later he ended his life by hanging himself. He left me everything he had which wasn’t much, a little over eight thousand dollars. It took a while for the housing authority to catch up with the fact that Hector wasn’t living in the apartment anymore. They cut off the section 8 and I was evicted a week after graduating from high school. I was tired of being scared all the time and constantly looking over my shoulder. I needed to get out of the Bronx and found this place. After a month’s rent and the security deposit I didn’t have much money left. I have a job but it doesn’t pay much. I knew I was in over my head so I started looking for a roommate but couldn’t find anyone until you. I’m sorry that I lied I just didn’t know what else to do. I don’t have any family and have nowhere else to go. So that’s why being on my own wasn’t my choice.”

I was floored. I couldn’t believe what Lola had just told me. I was sad for her but it also made me admire her. I couldn’t imagine having the life that she had and was still having. Sure, my parents disowned me over my sexuality but I had a normal and happy childhood. I was a college graduate and ready to be on my own. It was my choice but here was this 18-year old girl who was on her own and it wasn’t her choice to be. If I was in her shoes would I have done what she had done to me? I knew that I would and my anger toward her disappeared. I looked at her with understanding and said, “I’m sorry.” She smiled at me with tears in her eyes. Thinking back, I don’t know why I decided to do what I did next. I guess it just felt like the right thing to do at the time. I hugged Lola tightly as she hugged me back. That one moment, that one hug between me and the girl I had only known for a few hours began an unbreakable bond between us. I didn’t know it at the time that the girl I barely knew and was hugging tightly would become my best friend in the world. I didn’t know it at the time but Lola Ayala, the girl who lied to me out of desperation would become my sister. It was like becoming adults with another person. I was older and felt that I needed to be her big sister whereas she felt I was a bit naïve and needed to look out for me. “You’re not in Denver anymore” was told to me by her more times than I could keep track of. I spent a huge chunk of my money on furnishing the apartment. We decided to share the one bedroom and turned into an almost identical version of a college dorm room. I taught her how to drive, how to save money and all about the importance of credit. She taught me how to read people, how to carry my purse so that it couldn’t be snatched from me, the subway system and how to become a New Yorker. Two young women just trying to keep a roof over their heads.

I was almost broke when I finally landed a job at one of the premier advertising agencies in New York City, Wittman Advertising. It was an entry level job in their Marketing Research Department that paid a whopping $35K a year. It was challenging for me but I loved it from the start. It was basically using numbers from research to find the most effective way to get a client’s product or service in front of the right eyes. Nothing in my life ever felt so natural to me. It was easy and a little over a year later I was promoted which resulted in the doubling of my salary. I was twenty-three and making $70K a year plus bonuses. Lola was a telemarketer for an insurance company and even though her salary was only a little over $10 an hour she would also earn a per lead bonus for qualified leads. If there is one thing I could tell you about Lola is that she was a natural negotiator and a natural when it came to sales. She never paid full price for anything. Her motto was and always has been, “Everything is negotiable and in almost every moment in life a sale is being made. You’re either selling or being sold.” For as much as Lola liked living in our small one-bedroom apartment in Bushwick I felt entirely different. For Lola coming from the projects in the Bronx to Bushwick was a huge step up for her. For me coming from Denver to Bushwick I felt like Lola did when she was in the Bronx. I was scared all the time and was tired of looking over my shoulder. For as much as it was an up and coming area it was still not too desirable of an area. When my car got stolen from right in front of our building that was the straw the broke the camel’s back. I wanted out and out as soon as possible. I started looking for apartments that were closer to the city and started looking. When I came across a luxury building in Long Island City I knew that’s where I wanted to be. 24/7 concierge, outdoor pool and terrace, summer kitchens, fitness center, rooftop sky lounge, onsite parking and more. Even better was that I could be at work in less than a half hour. I just needed to sell Lola on it which I knew was going to be difficult. I made a lot more money than her and picked up a larger portion of the rent and utilities as it was. A 2-bedroom apartment in that building was going for $4500 a month. Even though I was making $70K a year I still hadn’t received any bonus money and needed Lola’s income to qualify. Had I not I would have just signed the lease myself and forced her to move. “Lola, we’re moving” I said aggressively on a Friday night after work. She looked at me as if I were crazy and replied, “No we’re not.” I smiled and said, “Yeah we are. I don’t want to live here anymore and I’m killing it at work. As much as I like living with you I would like a bedroom of my own. You know like a 2-bedroom apartment I thought I was moving into a little over two years ago.” She rolled her eyes and asked, “Where?” I smiled proudly and answered, “A luxury apartment in a luxury building in LIC. The rent is $4500 a month but if you kick in another $250 a month I’ll pick up the rest.” She opened her mouth wide and yelled out, “Are you fucking insane? $4500 a month? We can’t afford it!” I grinned and said, “We’ve lived broke for over two years. Wouldn’t you rather live broke in luxury? Besides, you owe me You lied to me at the start and now you can make it up.” We went back and forth all night until I convinced her to at least look at the place.

We scheduled an afternoon appointment the next morning. When we arrived a young guy named, Joseph met us in the lobby and showed us around the luxurious complex. He then took us to a 2-bedroom apartment on the 18th floor. The apartment was beautiful. It had two large bedrooms, each with their own bathroom and huge walk in closets, a huge kitchen and a nice outdoor patio. Lola had a smirk on her face and gave me the look she always did when she found a guy to be cute. She started flirting with him and started to lay it on thick as she negotiated the rent. “Joseph, we really love the place but it’s just a tad out of our budget. Is there anything and I mean anything that I can do to get a little break?” He smiled and shook his head. “The rents aren’t negotiable. If there was anything that I could do I would but I can’t.” She smiled seductively at him and replied, “Come on Joseph I wasn’t born yesterday. Can’t you at least try?” He looked at us with a poker face and replied, “Let me make a phone call.” He walked outside of the apartment and returned a few minutes later. “Good news ladies. $4,000 a month and it’s yours.” Lola slowly and seductively walked to Joseph. She started stroking his hair as she smiled and said, “Thank you so much for getting the rent down but it’s not where it needs to be.” With his voice quivering he asked, “Where do you need the rent to be?” She giggled and quickly replied, “$3,500 a month. Make that happen and I’ll let you take me out.” He let out a gasp of excitement and replied, “It’s going to take more than one date for that to happen.” She laughed and said, “$3500 a month and two dates.” He quickly exited the apartment as Lola smirked at me and looked at her watch. “You’re too much” I said laughingly as Joseph returned. “$3500 a month, one month rent and one-month security and it’s yours.” Lola shook her head and replied, “$3500 a month, one-month security and three dates.” Within the hour me and Lola were signing a lease agreement and I wrote the check. When we moved in I felt like I finally made it. When I pictured making a life in New York City this is what I had imagined. Lola did go on the negotiated dates with Joseph but that was all it ever was.

We had been living at the apartment for a little over a month and had taken to working out in the fitness center every day. It was during one of these workouts where I laid my eyes on Michele for the first time. She was only around five feet three inches tall but had long flowing brown hair that reached her perfectly firm round ass. She had huge tits and a flat muscular stomach. When I saw her light green eyes, I felt an immediate attraction to her. My attraction to her become even stronger when after a workout I saw her kiss another woman hello. She was hot, obviously into girls and I never had wanted someone so bad before. Lola and I were constantly bumping into her at the gym but it wasn’t until me and Lola went to an outdoor movie on the grounds of the building where Michele and I finally talked as we yet again bumped into each other at an outdoor vending machine. “I feel like I keep running into you” Michele said as I laughed and responded, “Same here.” She smiled and asked, “How long have you and your girlfriend been living here?” I laughed out loud and answered, “A little over a month but Lola isn’t my girlfriend. She’s my roommate.” Michele looked at me and said, “I’m sorry I assumed. You two are always together and seem very close.” I smiled and replied, “We are close. She’s my best friend but she’s straight. How long have you been living here?” I asked as she replied, “A little over two years. Me and my girlfriend, Tina, live on the third floor.” I smiled and asked out of curiosity, “How do you know I’m gay?” She coyly smiled at me and replied, “Intuition.” She said intuition but I knew it was because of the way I looked at her. It was as if some sort of magical force was pushing me and Michele together when I bumped into her yet again at a deli in midtown. She worked around the corner from the building I worked in as an architect. We started meeting for lunch whenever we could and she became my workout buddy when Lola wasn’t available or didn’t feel like working out. Even when Lola was working out with me it seemed as if Michele was always there. There was a sexual tension between me and Michele that was driving me crazy. If only Tina wasn’t in the picture. I knew that Michele wanted me. She looked at me the same way that I looked at her. She knew I wouldn’t do anything with a person who was in a relationship so I didn’t make a move and neither did she. Me and Michele were friends but I wanted to be more than friends. It wasn’t until a little over 8 months later when Michele didn’t seem quite right to me. She seemed unusually quiet and had a sadness to her. I was during one of our lunches together when she told me that Tina had broken things off with her and moved out. This meant that Michele was now single but I still couldn’t bring myself to make a move on her. Lola told me to give her some time and that she knew that Michele was attracted to me. That it would be best for me to let her make a move. I didn’t want to be her rebound so that’s exactly what I did, waited for her to make a move. I didn’t have to wait too long, it was less than 3 weeks later that it happened. It was a Friday night and Lola had a date. As soon as she got home, she quickly showered, dolled herself up, kissed me on my cheek and ran out the door.

I went to the fitness center where Michele was running on a treadmill. I joined her workout as I began to run on the treadmill beside her. She stopped running and toweled off as she asked, “Plans tonight?” I stopped running and answered, “Of course not. Home alone yet again. Lola has a hot date. How about you?” She shook her head and said, “Nope. I don’t feel much like working out today. I think I’m just going to buy a bottle of wine and watch some television tonight.” I shook my head and said, “I have like ten bottles of wine in my apartment. No need to buy. Just come over and take what you like.” We left the fitness center and went to my apartment. I showed Michele the bottles of wine as she selected a bottle and said, “Drinking alone sucks. Care to join me?” I smiled and said, “Why not.” She opened a bottle of red wine and poured two glasses. We sat in the living room and talked as we continued to drink wine. We had been hanging out for over an hour when I said, “Excuse me for a bit but I really need a shower.” I went into my bathroom, undressed and entered the shower. As the warm water flowed over my shoulders I heard my bathroom door open. I pulled back the shower curtain to see Michele standing inside my bathroom. She looked at my nude body up and down as she started to undress. “What are you doing?” I asked as she replied, “What you want me to do.” She was now nude and standing outside my shower. I swallowed hard as I looked at her amazing body. She was so tone and fit and her tits were amazing. We didn’t say a word as she joined me in the shower and kissed me passionately. I felt my knees become weak as our tongues touched for the first time. She was kissing me so passionately until she stopped kissing me and started to lick and kiss my neck. I felt myself become moist as she placed my right tit into her mouth and began to lick and suck on my nipple. “Oh shit, that feels so good!” I exclaimed as she immediately began to rub my pussy as she continued to lick my nipple. “You’re so wet” she said excitedly as she dropped to her knees and put my pussy in her mouth. No one had ever made me feel the way she made me feel from oral. She was so skilled and amazing I yelled out, “Michele, please don’t stop!” I grabbed the back of her head as I swayed my hips into her mouth and moaned in pure delight. My body began to shake as she licked and sucked on my clit until I exploded in a loud orgasm. I had to brace myself against the shower wall to stop myself from falling. We washed each other’s bodies as we kissed passionately. She turned the water off and we didn’t even towel off as we went into my bedroom with our bodies dripping wet. I laid down on my bed as she placed herself on top of me as we started French kissing passionately. We stopped kissing as she placed her pussy against mine in a scissor. When I felt our pussies touch I felt like I was going to lose my mind. As she began to rub her clit against mine I yelled out, “Fuck, that feels amazing, Michele” as she smiled at me and began to rub herself against me faster and faster. As our pussies rubbed against one another’s she lifted my leg and began to lick and suck on my toes. “I’m going to cum, I’m going to cum, I’m going to cum” I said over and again until I once again exploded in a loud orgasm. I wanted to taste her so bad and make her feel the way she was making me feel. I smiled at her as I sat up in bed and started to kiss her. I pushed her back onto the bed and inserted a finger into her dripping wet pussy as I licked and sucked on her clit. “Oh Bella, just like that baby, just like that. Faster Bella, faster” she said. Hearing my name leave her mouth as I licked her pussy and finger fucked her turned me on so much. I began to furiously finger fuck her and lick her pussy as fast as I could unit she locked her legs around my back, locked her body and then began to violently shake as she yelled out, “Yes baby, yes, yes, yes!” She pulled me up to her as we again started to kiss. “Sit on my face!” she yelled out as I placed my pussy over her mouth and felt her hot wet tongue enter my pussy. She pulled my pussy into her mouth as I began to ride her stiff tongue. I rode her tongue for a while until she crawled out from between my legs and bent me over. She started rubbing my pussy with her entire hand as she rimmed my asshole. I felt like I was losing control of my body as I flailed my arms across my bed. I did lose control of my body as her tongue entered my ass. Her tongue was so stiff and felt amazing as it entered and exited my asshole as she continued to rub my pussy with her entire hand. She stopped tongue fucking my ass only long enough to say, “Your ass tastes so good” as she again penetrated my ass with her tongue. I had never had a girl tongue fuck my ass before but I liked it. I started yelling, “Fuck my ass!” over and again until I had a mind shattering third orgasm. I had never thought of tongue fucking an ass before but I wanted to do it to Michele. “I want to suck your ass!” I exclaimed as she laid on my bed on her stomach and raised her ass to me by kneeling. Her asshole smelled clean so I licked around it a few times before I inserted my tongue into her ass. It kind of tasted like a penny at the bottom of a pitcher of beer but not as strong. After a few seconds I found myself enjoying the taste of her ass. She was pushing her ass so hard into my face it made me feel like I was becoming a master ass eater. “Put a finger in my ass and eat me!” she yelled out as I removed my tongue from her ass. I inserted my finger into her pussy for lubrication and slowly inserted my finger into her asshole. I started sucking on her pussy as I moved my finger in and out of her asshole. She removed my finger from her ass and inserted her own. As I sucked her pussy fucked her own ass with her finger which turned me even more than I had been. “Finger fuck me!” she commanded as I finger fucked her pussy as she continued to finger fucked her own ass. “Bella!” she screamed out as she had a loud orgasm.

We laid in my bed cuddling and kissing until Michele smiled at me and said, “I’m going to head home.” “You can stay here” I said as she giggled and replied, “Next time.” She got dressed and I put on a robe. We both walked out of my room and to my surprise, Lola was sitting in the living room watching television and drinking a bottle of beer. “Hi Michele” Lola said as Michel replied, “Hey Lola” and walked out of our apartment. I looked at Lola and asked, “How was your night” as she took a swig of beer and answered sarcastically, “Not even close to as good as yours was.” I was a bit embarrassed but asked, “How long have you been sitting out here?” She responded, “The entire time. Can two have been any louder? I think only a few floors above and below us heard you two.” I sat down on the couch next to her and asked, “How was your date?” She rolled her eyes and took another sip of her beer. “I left a little after a half hour into it. He was a complete douchebag. I’m so fucking tired of this. What’s wrong with me? Why can’t I find a decent guy?” she asked with sadness. “There’s nothing wrong with you, Lola. You’re intelligent, beautiful and the best person I know. You just haven’t found your special someone yet.” She gave me a quick fake smile and went into the kitchen. She returned with a beer for her and one for me. “Thanks for what you just said but you’re only saying that because you finally got with Michele.” I took a sip of the beer and responded, “Maybe so but I still believe it. There’s someone out there for all of us.” She looked sad and defeated. “Nothing in my life can go right. I’m a fucking telemarketer and I’ll be a telemarketer for the rest of my damn life. I’m tired of living check to check” she said. I looked at her with understanding and said, “You can be and do whatever you want. You know I have your back. If you hate your job that much find a new one.” She let out a small laugh and responded, “I don’t make much but something is better than nothing. A shitty as my job and salary is it does help but the rent on this place. Thank you though” she said as she put her beer down, smiled at me and said, “I’m calling it a night.” She sadly arose from the couch and went into her bedroom. I had never seen her this way. For as tough of a life as she had she was always upbeat, happy and confident. Seeing her sad made me sad.

A few months later, on a Monday, when I arrived at the office it was as if a hurricane had passed through. People were on their telephones while others were frantically pacing back and forth. I looked at Rebecca our receptionist and asked, “What’s going on?” With a look of concern, she answered, “The merger is going through. By this time next week Wittman Advertising and Creative Concepts will be one in the same.” I now realized why everyone was in such a panic. A merger meant that both companies had people who had the same job functions. When it comes to the bottom line whoever made the most money and was the most replaceable would be replaced. People were going to lose their jobs and I could be one of them. All along I thought a merger was nothing more than a rumor. I knew business wasn’t as good as it had been for the company in the past but I was floored. I went into my tiny office and locked the door behind me. A few minutes later I hear a knock on the door. I arose from my chair and opened it to find Norman Hastings, our Creative Director, my direct superior and one of the men responsible for hiring me. He smiled at me and took a seat behind my desk as I sat in the chair in front of my desk. “Guess you heard the news kid.” I nervously nodded my head in reply. “Well it’s been my pleasure working with you. You’re very talented and the best Marketing Analyst I’ve ever had. This merger may be the best thing to ever happen to you.” With my voice quivering I asked, “Am I losing my job?” He laughed and said, “I don’t think so but I really don’t know. What I do know is that this is my final week at Wittman. I’m being put out to pasture as in laid off.” I looked at him with concern and asked, “Are you going to be okay?” He nodded his head and replied, “I’ll be more than okay. I’ve made a lot of money for a very long time. Thank the good lord for my golden parachute. I’m looking forward to early retirement. I wish I could say the same for others. Corporate America at its finest. I couldn’t imagine trying to find another job at my age and salary. Sienna Anderson is taking my place here. I guess it will be up to her and Michael as to what your future holds.” As he finished the sentence my phone rang. I answered to here Michael Wittman’s voice, “Bella, I need to see you in my office this afternoon at 1PM.” “Of course, Michael” I replied as he ended the call. I looked at Norman and said, “I guess I’ll know what my future holds this afternoon.” Norman hugged me goodbye and walked out my office. I was a nervous wreck. My stomach was doing backflips and I felt so nacreous I couldn’t bring myself to eat lunch when Michele called me. I sat in my office staring at the clock waiting for the time to arrive. At 12:55 I exited my office and began to long walk to Michael’s office. “Hi Barbara. I have a 1PM with Michael.” She smiled at me and said, “I know Bella. Good luck.”

I nervously walked into Michael’s office to find him sitting behind his desk with a beautiful woman sitting in a chair at the far end of his desk. She had long blond hair and light blue eyes. Michael smile at me as the woman arose from her chair and sat in Michael’s desk. “Good afternoon, Ms. Ricci. My name is Sienna Anderson, the new Creative Director. Please have a seat” she said in a pronounced Australian accent. I nervously sat down as she began, “Ms. Bella Ricci. Bachelor of Science in Mathematics with a minor in Statistics from the University of Denver. Hired a little over two years ago as an assistant in Marketing Research and promoted to Data Analyst a little over a year later. Yearly salary of $70,0000 per year with quarterly performance bonuses. Is this information correct Ms. Ricci?” I nodded my head and replied, “Yes, Ms. Anderson.” “Do you enjoy working here?” she asked as I quickly replied, “Very much so.” She smiled at me and asked, “If you were to be in control of Marketing Research here what would you do differently, Ms. Ricci.” I had had this conversation numerous times with Michael but apparently, he hadn’t said anything to her. With confidence I replied, “I would make it mandatory that before a sales executive presents to a potential client that he or she meets with me beforehand to assure that we can not only meet the client’s needs but exceed them. A major issue right now is that most of the sales team is making promises that are difficult to meet, especially since we’re buying on a per client basis.” She looked at me with curiosity and said, “I need you to be more specific.” Again, with confidence I said, “We have a client, Benning Audi. Audi is a luxury brand who ideal customer are males who are forty years of age or older who earn an income over $120K per year. We have another client, Dunning Golf Clubs whose ideal customer is the same as Benning Audi. We also have a client, Helzberg Jewelers who fits in perfectly between the two.” She looked at me with a quizzical look and asked, “How so?” Again, beaming with confidence I replied, “Let’s say there’s a man, named Bob Johnson. He’s 45, earns $130K a year and is thinking about leasing a new car. He watches the commercial for Benning Audi and maybe decides to visit. As he’s sitting in his living room he watches the commercial for Dunning and decides he wants to buy new golf clubs. He can picture himself on the green with his buddies on a Saturday afternoon but in all likelihood, he’s working long hours and doesn’t spend as much time as his girlfriend, fiancé or wife would like him to. He then sees the commercial for Helzberg and figures he buys his special someone a beautiful ring or necklace she won’t have a problem with him going out golfing. There’s a synergy. Taking it a step further instead of making separate buys for each client we lump all three together. Buy buying air time in bulk we get better pricing which leaves us with options. We can lower the overall cost to each client and still increase profits or we leave the pricing the same, meaning a much larger markup which in turn leads to more profit. Either way we increase profits, have happier clients which leads to a higher retention rate.” Michael looked at Sienna and asked, “Have you heard enough?” She slowly nodded her head and replied, “I have.” She smiled at me as Michael put a folder on his desk. “Well Ms. Ricci, very impressive. It’s no wonder why Michael and your coworkers think of you so highly but I’m sorry to inform you that you are no longer employed here as a Marketing Analyst.” I was stunned. With my voice quivering I asked, “You’re laying me off?” She let out a small laugh and shook her head. “No Ms. Ricci I am not laying you off. I’m offering you a new position. Michael and I would like you to be the President of Marketing Research. You will work closely with Sales, Michael and myself in Creative. The salary is $150,000 per year, full benefits, one month of vacation time and quarterly bonuses based on profitability. The position is yours if you would like it” she said as Michael opened the folder, removed a few documents and placed it on his desk facing me along with a pen. It was an offer sheet and contract. “It’s fine if you need some time to think about it, Ms. Ricci” Sienna said as I couldn’t contain my joy. I leaped from my chair, grabbed the pen and quickly signed my name. Michael arose from his chair, walked to me and gave me a tight hug. “Congratulations Bella, you’re going to do great!” he said excitedly as I thanked him and Sienna profusely.

It was one of the happiest days of my life and a day that set my life on a path I would have never of thought about in a million years. In my new role as President of Marketing Research I was tasked with assisting in the rebuilding of our sales staff. Since I would be working so closely with the sales team Sienna and Michael felt it best that I be involved. I immediately knew who I wanted to be part of the sales team. It took some convincing on my part with Sienna, but Michael trusted my decision making so he didn’t say anything other than “If that’s who you want, it’s fine with me.” On my way home, that night I picked up a bottle of champagne and couldn’t wait to see Lola, especially when she walked in from work as deflated as I had ever seen her before. “I can’t take much more of this. My life is going nowhere in lightspeed” she said as she looked at me curiously. “What are you so happy about?” she asked me as I popped open the bottle of champagne and poured two glasses. “You’re looking at the new President of Marketing Research for Wittman!” I exclaimed as she placed both her hands over her nose and mouth and yelped in glee. “Oh my God, I’m so happy for you!” she exclaimed as I handed her a glass of champagne. We clinked glasses and each sipped from our glasses. I smiled at her and said, “Thank you but be happy for us!” I said with excitement. She looked confused and asked, “Happy for us?” with confusion. I was beyond ecstatic as I went into my bag and pulled out a folder. I placed it on the coffee table and slowly opened it. “Read it!” I yelled out as Lola picked up the folder, read the document contained inside and slowly placed it back on the coffee table. She quickly shook her head and said, “Thank you but I can’t.” I was stunned at her reaction. “Lola, it’s a job offer for $52,000 a year, 3 weeks of vacation and 40% commission on sales.” She nodded her head and said, “Yeah I know but I can’t accept it.” I became angry and replied, “Why the hell not?!” She looked at me and said, “I didn’t earn this. The only reason I have this offer is because of you. Your company wouldn’t even look at someone like me if it wasn’t for you.” I smiled and replied, “Who cares? All I’m giving you is an opportunity. You hate your job, you don’t make enough money and you’re miserable.” She nodded her head in agreement and said, “What’s the point in accepting a job for the short term. My job sucks but I know I won’t lose it. I don’t know anything about advertising sales. I’ll be unemployed in a few months. Then what?” I looked at her with conviction and said, “I will teach you everything you need to know, and you know I’ll help you. Just believe in yourself the way I believe in you and you’ll do great.” She started to tear up and said, “I don’t know what I’d do without you.” I smiled and placed my hands on her shoulders. I looked into her eyes and said, “You don’t ever have to worry about being without me. I’ll always have your back.” We went back and forth for well over two hours until she finally relented and signed the offer letter. When she put in her two week notice she was let go on the spot. I took her shopping and purchased all the business attire she would need even though she fought me tooth and nail. I knew she would be amazing in advertising sales and she was. With her looks and ability to negotiate along with my sales strategy she slowly but surely became the top producing salesperson in the company. I knew that the Spanish speaking market was a market that Michael always wanted and as Lola spoke perfect Spanish attacked like a caged animal. Her first major account was Goya foods. They had been spending close to $10 million a year with the previous agency but Lola convinced them to leave them for Wittman and cut the spend down to $7 million. We outproduced the previous agency and Lola was making more money than me on that one account. Our professional lives were a complete success, but I wish I could say the same thing for my love life.

As I had done with Becka in college I fell for Michele hard and fast. I couldn’t help myself. I had been attracted to her for so long that when we finally got together I was over the moon. With my new position at work I didn’t have much free time other than weekends and we stopped going to lunches together. We did see each other every weekend but I was so happy that I didn’t see what was going on between us for what it truly was. A little over eight months into our “relationship” I had no choice in the matter. I would often work late on Friday’s and Michele would go out partying and then come over to my apartment where we would fuck each other’s brains out. In over eight months I could count the number of times she stayed for the night as well as the number of times we spent at her apartment. She never said she loved me and as much as I wanted to say those words to her I didn’t as I wanted her to say it first. It was a Friday night and I worked until after 10PM. I was exhausted and wanted nothing more than a hot shower, a glass of wine and to spend time with Michele. She was going out after work with a few friends from work and a little after 2AM Michele texted me to say she was on her way over. She was trashed when she arrived. In slurred speech she said, “You take care of me and I’ll take care of you baby.” I shook my head and replied, “I’m really not in the mood. I had a tough week and I just want to spend time with you.” She smiled and said, “Me too” as she kissed me. I shook my head and said, “Michele I’m really not in the mood. Can’t we just lay in bed and talk?” She rolled her eyes and let out a sound of disgust. “I don’t want to talk, I just want to fuck.” “That’s all we ever do Michele!” I yelled out. “I barely see you and when I do your hammered and looking to score. Why can’t we do normal things that people in relationships do?” She rolled her eyes and looked at me with anger. “People in relationships? We’re not in a relationship.” Hearing those words come from her mouth cut me like a dagger. “We’re not?” I asked with confusion. She shook her head and said, “We’re friends with benefits Bella. You’re always working, and I only see you on weekends. When we do see each other, we have sex and keep it moving. This works for me.” I shook my head and replied in anger, “Well this doesn’t work for me! Why can’t we have dinner on a Wednesday night. Why can’t we cuddle and watch movies? Why can’t we…” I began to say as she cut me off and yelled out, “I’ve been there and done that and I don’t want to do that now! I was with Tina for over two years. Before Tina it was Amber and before Amber it was Tiffany. I’m sick of being in a relationship. That’s not what I want!” I couldn’t stop myself from becoming upset. I had tears slowly leaving my eyes as I said, “So I’m just your fuck buddy then?” She looked at me and said coldly, “Those are your words, not mine but truth to be told, yeah, we’re fuck buddies and my fuck buddy doesn’t want to fuck tonight.” I was crying uncontrollably at this point as I looked at her with sadness and said, “Not tonight or ever again.” I would have liked her to say anything other than she did. “Whatever!” were the words that left her mouth as she angrily left my apartment, slamming the door loudly behind her. I dropped to my knees and whaled as Lola came running out from her room. She looked at me and quickly joined me on the floor as she held onto me tightly. “I’m nothing to her. I’m fucking nothing!” I whaled. That night, for only the second time in over two years, Lola and I shared a bed. She cuddled up to me in my bed that night as I cried and spilled my guts over how I wasn’t meant to be happy. She didn’t say a word to me. She just laid in my bed cuddled up against me and listened as I cried myself to sleep. Michele was Becka all over again but worse. I truly thought that I could be in a serious relationship with her and that we could be happy. Deep inside I was in love with her, but I was nothing more to her than a piece of ass. I felt betrayed, angry, sad, foolish and desperate all at the same time and I knew that if I ever did recover it wasn’t going to be anytime soon.

Two years later and I still hadn’t fully recovered from my experience with Michele. As bad as I wanted someone to love who would love me back for a change I didn’t go looking for it. Instead on the rare occasions when I had free time and wanted to cut loose I took to one-night stands like a fish to water. It was just easier that way. Mostly gratifying sex without the emotional attachment. Pretty much what Michele had been doing with me the entire time, sex with no emotional attachment. In my profession I was a complete and utter success, the opposite of my personal life. Lola on the other hand had not been in a serious relationship at all. Her entire life revolved around her career. To this day I have never seen such a driven person. She was a superstar and constantly traveling across the country and often overseas. She was perfectly content in her life until what I had always wanted came to her on a random Saturday night. I remember it as if it happened yesterday. We laid in my bed, talking about anything and everything as was now our custom after her being gone from a long business trip. It was just after 3AM on a Saturday as I asked her about finding that special someone as she laughed and said, “That special someone is going to have to find me. I don’t have the time.” Me and Lola were at an amazing night club. The was no over for us ladies and the place was packed. The music was awesome, and the drinks were flowing. It was until the music turned off a little after 2AM that a beyond nervous man walked from across the room and approached Lola as I sat next to her. His friend, attempting to play the role of “wingman” started hitting on my right from the start as I drunkenly and coldly looked at him and said, “You don’t have any of the equipment I’m interested in” which led to him quickly walking away as the tall and handsome man looked at Lola and said, “Hi, I’m a, um, a , I’m a, a can I buy you a drink?” Lola laughed and said, “How are you buy me a drink?” as the man looked like he wanted to die on the spot. It looked for a moment as if he was going to simply walk away but instead he took a deep breath and said, “Funny. Um but, a what I wanted to say was that, I, um, I, my name is Theo and I just um, I…” as she cut him off and sarcastically said, “You want to but me a drink in the hopes that you can get more fucked up than I already am in the hope of taking me back to your place.” Theo quickly shook his head and again in a beyond nervous voice, “No, not at, no, it’s just that, I just ah, um wanted to hear what your voice sounded like.” Lola giggled and replied, “My voice. That’s a new one for sure. My tits and ass had nothing to do with you coming over here?” He took a deep breath and said, “You’re face.” She laughed and asked, “What about my face?” He looked like he wanted to pass out as he took a deep breath and answered, “You’re beautiful and I’ve been staring at your face all night. I just wanted to hear what your voice sounded like.” She looked at me and then looked at him as she took a pen from her purse. She grabbed his hand, opened it and wrote her number in the middle of his hand. “I’m in the middle of quality time with my bestie so if you want to hear my voice again you’re going to have to call me.” Theo looked like he just won the lottery as he looked at her number in the middle of his hand, closed it, smiled and went to look for his friend who I had shot down. She looked at me and said, “That was sweet and he’s fucking hot. Let’s see what happens.”

What happened was that Theo called her a few days later and she went on a date with him. One date turned into two which turned into three and you get the gist of it, Lola and Theo became an item. I was happy for her but not so much for myself. The more serious they became the less time I spent with Lola. It was great spending time with her at work when she wasn’t traveling but seeing her outside of work was becoming less and less over time. Six months into their relationship, Lola came home much earlier than usual. I hadn’t expected to see her at all as she often stayed at Theo’s, but she looked upset and frustrated. When she walked into the apartment I was sitting on the couch watching a movie. I was trying to be funny, so I said, “What’s the matter? You look like you just had the worst sex of your life.” I wasn’t prepared for her answer at all. “Over and again” she replied. I was confused and looked at her as such. As she always did when she was upset, frazzled, confused or super annoyed she started speaking in Spanish a mile a minute. One would think that a girl born to Italian immigrants would be able to understand Spanish as its close to Italian, but I didn’t understand Italian at all. My parents never spoke it around me, so I had no clue as to what she was ever saying when she got into one of her states. “Lola, stop. English please” I said as she looked at me and said, “It keeps happening over and again.” I raised my eyebrows and asked, “What?” She shook her head and answered, “Bad sex!” in frustration. I was intrigued so I said, “Tell me.” She plopped down on the couch and kicked her shoes off. “Well, me and Theo started, you know, a couple of weeks ago…” as I cut her off and said, “Weeks ago! It’s been over six months.” She shook her head and responded, “No it’s been a couple of weeks since I let him.” I started laughing hysterically and said, “A girl would have to look like you to pull that shit off. You haven’t given him any until a couple of weeks ago?” She giggled and replied, “Well we’ve done things but not all the way until a couple of weeks ago. Anyway, it just keeps happening!” I was sitting on the edge of my seat as I asked with anticipation, “What keeps happening?” She looked at me with a look of despair and replied, “He cums beyond fast!” I opened my eyes wide and asked laughingly “What did you just say?” She laughed due to the look on my face and replied, “Like in under a minute!” “No way” I said as she quickly replied, Way.” She looked at me and began, “The first night we did anything I went down on him even though I fucking hate it. I felt bad that I was giving him blue balls all the time, so I figured I would go down on him to let him know that I was into him that way. He came in my fucking mouth in like 15 seconds. It was disgusting. Nothing like thick and salty in my throat. I wanted to puke and yelled at him for shooting in my mouth. I felt bad so a few nights later when he went down on me I decided that I was going to give up the goods. He had me all worked up and I wanted him, so I told him to fuck me. He said he needed a few minutes. Can you believe he shot a load from going down on me? I hadn’t even fucking touched him, yet he came. We kept messing around and I thought his stamina was way up, but I was wrong. Tonight, he got off twice in under 10 minutes and I still don’t know what an orgasm feels like.” Even though I thought it was crazy that at 23 years of age, Lola never had an orgasm I didn’t want to say so to her, so I decided to share the wisdom that I had read online as I never had slept with a guy before. “It lasts longer with a condom. It numbs the feeling.” She shook her head and responded, “That’s with a condom. I wouldn’t have unprotected sex.” I shrugged my shoulders and said, “Tell me what happened.” With frustration she began, “We went out to dinner and had a few cocktails. We went back to his place and started kissing all hot and heavy. I started playing with his cock while I kissed his neck. He pulled my hand off his cock, threw me onto his bed and went down on me. I told him I wanted him, he put on a condom and started to fuck me. 20 seconds later he was done. He apologized and said to give him a few minutes and that he was going to give me what I had coming to me. We messed around for a while, he got hard again, and he started to fuck me again. It’s hard to say for sure but if I had to put a time on it I would say 2 minutes at best. He came again, I got dressed and here I am.”  I thought for a moment and remembered something I had read. With confidence I said, “It just means that he’s really attracted to you. Don’t worry it will get better. Just have to keep going until things change.” Of course, I had no clue as to if what I was saying was true, but it sounded good and it did make Lola feel better, so I felt as if my mission had been accomplished. The article was right, after a couple of months Theo was performing much better yet Lola didn’t seem thrilled for some reason.

Another year in the rearview mirror. My professional life was going great. My performance bonuses were getting bigger and bigger and I was making more money that I knew what to do with. Lola was the queen of advertising sales and was landing million-dollar deal after the other. She was quickly becoming known as the go to for products and services for the Spanish market. My personal life consisted of me going home and watching movies until I feel asleep. I was miserable and missed Lola so much. She was rarely in New York as she was always traveling across the country and overseas more often. When she was in New York we barely spent any time together. She was in a serious relationship with Theo and was doing her best to juggle her professional life and her personal life with Theo. I was never so disappointed when Lola told me she had a business meeting in San Francisco and would miss my 26th birthday. That night I did my usual. I had a long day at the office and arrived at my apartment just past 9PM. I put my key into the door and opened it. When I turned the light on I was shocked to see Michael, Sienna, Lola, Theo and a bunch of people from work who all shouted, “Surprise!” as I stood there in stunned silence. “You didn’t think I was going to miss your birthday, did you?” Lola said with a huge smile on her face as she laughed. It was a great night. We drank wine, laughed and told war stories from work. The party broke up a little after midnight and I was surprised when Lola told Theo that she would “see him later” “I thought you would stay at Theo’s tonight?” I asked with surprise. She looked at me and said, “Not tonight. I miss you and just want to stay with you.” She had a big bright smile and a mischievous look on her face. She took me by my hand and started to walk me out of the apartment. “When are we going?” I asked as she laughed and said, “I want to give you your birthday present.” We went into the elevator and rode it down to the underground garage of our building complex. She excitedly pulled me out of the elevator as we walked for a few seconds and stopped in front of a parking spot where I car sat beneath a tarp. Lola’s eyes were huge as she handed me car keys. She ran over to the tarp and pulled it off to expose a Dynamite Red Audi R8. “Happy Birthday, Bella!” she screamed out. I was stunned. “Lola, this is a $180,000 car!” I yelled out as she laughed and replied, “You know I don’t pay list price for anything. I got a fantastic deal and I hope you like it. This is the one, right?” I was in complete shock. “Yeah is it but Lola, I can’t accept this. It’s too much” I said as tears started to form in my eyes. It was my dream car. I had a picture of it on my laptop screen and it was no secret that it was the one toy that I desperately wanted. She hugged me tightly and said, “Yeah you can accept it. It’s the least I can do for everything you’ve ever done for me. I don’t know where I would be or what I would be doing with my life if it weren’t for you. Happy birthday, Bella.” My body exploded in excitement as I yelled out, “Yes, yes, yes, I love it so much. Thank you so much Lola” and kissed her on the lips. I quickly realized what I had just done and looked at Lola to find her blushing. We had never kissed on the lips before, but I didn’t want to bring attention to it, so I didn’t say anything and neither did she other than, “Are you ready to go?” I was confused and asked, “Go where?” She smiled and replied, “Bags are already in the car. We’re going down to Miami for the week.” “Michael will kill us both. We have way too much going on right now.” She giggled and replied, “Michael knows all about it. Sienna will cover as best as she can, and I already told Doug that he needed to step up this week. Now get in and let’s go.” Lola drove the entire way. For a drive that should have taken close to twenty hours we made it in under fourteen without even getting pulled over.

I couldn’t believe that we were spending a week in the Betsy South Beach. Lola rented the Skyline Penthouse Suite at a cost of $2,000 per night. It was the most amazing suite I had ever been in and one of the most amazing weeks of my life. We went to all the hottest clubs like SET, Mansion and LIV and had dinners at Pao and NAOE. It wasn’t until we had dinner at II Mulino New York that I felt something that I hadn’t felt before toward Lola. The restaurant was elegant and romantic. It felt more like a date to me than two friends at dinner together. She was wearing a tight red dress and looked amazing. I thought it was only in my head until I found us holding hands as we walked around Matheson Hammock Park after dinner that night. What was happening? I asked myself over and again. That night we laid in the middle of our king size bed talking as we faced each other. “I really miss you, Bella” she said as I replied, “I miss you too Lola.” She looked upset as she said in a low sad voice, “Everything is changing. We barely see each other anymore and it scares me.” “Why does it scare you Lola?” I asked with concern. “I don’t know what I would do without you. Can you make me a promise?” she asked with tears in her eyes. “Of course,” I quickly replied. “Promise me that you’ll always be in my life, Bella.” I smiled at her and said, “You know I will.” She looked at me with sad eyes and said, “Bella, please promise me.” I looked at her with concern and replied, “I promise, Lola.” She smiled as she closed her eyes and fell asleep. As I laid in bed looking at her as she slept my body became engulfed in fear and confusion. Lola was my best friend in the world and the only family that I had. I hadn’t even spoken to my parents since the day I left Denver. Since then the only constant in my life was Lola. Why was she so worried about our relationship and what was it that I was feeling toward her? It wasn’t until the day we were set to leave Miami that it became apparent. We were spending the day lounging around the pool. When I saw her standing in our room in an all-white bikini. Her long black hair. Her huge breasts, firm body, hips and large firm ass. Her tanned olive complexion. I was sexually attracted to Lola! From the first time I had ever seen her I thought she was beautiful, but I had never looked at her in a sexual way before. Why now and just why? I didn’t sleep at all that night as Lola again laid next to me. I spent the entire night staring at her lips.

I loved Lola with all my heart. There was no way that I could be sexually attracted to her I tried to convince myself. I knew that there was no way that I was going to allow what happened between me and Jennifer happen to me and Lola. I convinced myself that the only reason I was feeling what I did toward Lola was simply attributed to us not spending as much time together as we always had. We had always been together and now since she was always traveling and spending so much time with Theo I was confusing me missing her for sexual attraction. That’s all it was and ever could be. She was straight as an arrow and in a serious relationship. I was not going to lose her! I promised her that I would always been in her life. The chance that me saying anything about my feelings toward her could result in not having her in my life shook me to my core. I would find someone who I loved and who loved me. This would simply be nothing more than a confusing time in my life. I was relieved when Lola was heading to Spain for two weeks on business. It was an opportunity to clear my head and to think long and hard about how ridiculous it was that I was having sexual feelings toward Lola. The problem was that I didn’t feel it was ridiculous at all. How could I not be sexually attracted to her? She was beautiful and sexy. She was kind, sweet, compassionate and strong. She was intelligent, caring and driven. She knew me better than anyone in the world and I knew her better than anyone else in the world. She always accepted me for who I was. She never ever tried to change me in any way. It was a few days before Lola was set to arrive back from Spain when I received a text message from Theo asking me out to dinner. I found it a bit odd as me and Theo didn’t have that type of relationship. We never spent time together without Lola present, but I agreed to meet him that night. As we sat at dinner Theo looked at me and said, “Lola loves you so much and you’re the only family she has. So even though this may be a little weird I need to ask you something.” I was puzzled and responded, “Ask me what?” He pulled out a small jewelry box and opened it. Inside was one of the largest diamonds I had ever seen. “I need to ask you for your blessing.” I was in complete and utter shock. Theo was asking for my blessing to ask Lola to marry him? I didn’t know what to say. I quickly drank a glass of wine followed by another as he looked at me with curiosity. I finally looked at him and said, “You have my blessing, Theo” as he smiled at me. “When are you going to ask her?” I asked as he quickly replied, “Saturday night.” A few weeks prior had been one of the happiest times of my life. Little do I know then that I would be living a self-imposed nightmare.

When Lola came home that Saturday afternoon she looked relived to be home. “I’m so tired of traveling and I’m so burnt out” she said as I looked at her with understanding. “I’m in no mood to go out tonight but Theo won’t take no for an answer so instead of doing what I want to do I have to go out to dinner tonight.” I shook my head and said, “You don’t have to go out” trying to convince her not to go as I knew what was going to happen that night. “I know I don’t have to, but Theo seems so excited. I can’t say no.” She looked amazing as she walked out of our apartment that night. I sat out on the balcony that night with my heart pounding as I drank wine by myself in silence. A little after midnight Lola came home and joined me on the balcony. She looked at me and smiled as she showed me the ring on her finger. “Congratulations!” I exclaimed as she gave me a smile that quickly appeared and disappeared in seconds. “You don’t seem happy” I said as she replied, “No, I’m happy.” “You say you’re happy, but I know you Lola. What’s wrong?” She slowly shook her head and said, “Nothing is wrong, Bella. I’m just um, um, I don’t know.” “Surprised?” She slowly nodded her head and repeated, “Surprised, that’s it.” I stood from my chair and hugged her. “Well, you’re going to be Mrs. Theodore Bradley. Let’s go out and celebrate” I said as she looked at me, “Thanks but I’m jet lagged and tired. I just want to go to bed” she said as she slowly walked into the apartment. A few minutes later I went back into the apartment and into my bedroom. I laid in bed and began to hysterically cry. I was crying so loud and hard that I had to put my pillow over my face to muffle the sound. My feelings toward Lola was beyond sexual attraction. I was in love with her and she was in love with Theo. As I cried I ran into my bathroom and vomited profusely. I sat on my bathroom floor crying and wishing that I could just flip a switch and turn off my feelings. I finally went back to my bed and cried myself to sleep. When I awoke in the morning I felt as if a part of me had died.

The next year went by in a blur. I threw myself into work as I had never done before. As a result, me and Sienna were spending more time together than we ever had before. We didn’t click right away but the more time I spent with her the more I realized how much I liked and respected her. Even though there was more than a ten-year age difference between us we had a lot in common. We started spending time together outside of work, even on weekends and were becoming close. Before I knew it me and Sienna Anderson were close friends. The only other true friend I had besides Lola. It was a Sunday night and me and Sienna were hanging out at her apartment having cocktails and joking around. She was in a serious relationship with Michael. I was the only person at work that knew about their relationship. We were sitting on her couch talking when Sienna looked at me and said, “Bella, I need to ask you something. I don’t want it to be awkward or anything, but I feel the need to ask you.” I looked at her with curiosity and asked, “What is it?” She smiled at me and asked in a low concerned voice, “How long?” as I quickly answered with a question of, “How long what?” She arose from the couch and asked, “How long have you been in love with Lola?” I was stunned. “I’m not in love with Lola, Sienna.” She shook her head and said, “Come on Bella, just be honest with me.” I started to become emotional as I asked, “Is it that obvious?” as she nodded her head. I took a deep breath and answered, “A little over a year since I realized it, but it could be longer.” She smiled and said, “You know that you and Lola…” as I cut her off and said, “I know we can’t be together.” Sienna laughed and said, “Let me finish. That’s not what I was going to say. What I was going to say was that you and Lola just look so right together.” “What do you mean?” I asked with curiosity and surprise. “I see the way that you look at her and the way she looks at you. When your around each other you both are so happy.” “How does she look at me?” I asked with fascination. “She looks at you the way that you look at her. I can see the love in her eyes.” I shook my head and said with conviction. “She’s my best friend and I know she loves me like a friend. She’s engaged.” Sienna laughed and asked, “When’s the big day?” I looked at her as if she were crazy. “You know they haven’t set a date yet.” She nodded her head and said, “I wonder why that is?” sarcastically. She looked at me and said with confidence, “She’s waiting for you Bella. She’s waiting for you to tell her how you feel. She wants the same thing. I know she does.” I looked at her with fear and asked, “How do you know she does?” She laughed and smiled. “I don’t know a lot of things, but I do know this. She loves you. I know it in my heart.” I quickly shook my head and said, “There is no way!” Sienna giggled and said, “She bought you a car that cost her six figures and took you away on a romantic trip to Miami that cost her a fortune.” I shrugged my shoulder and replied, “Yeah it was for my birthday.” Sienna again shook her head and said, “Yeah the monumental life changing birthday of 26. It’s clear as day, Bella. Just tell her.” I told Sienna all about my best friend Jennifer in high school and how that turned out. I told her that there was no way that I could ever risk the same thing happening with Lola and that if it meant that having her in my life this way as opposed to no way that I had to choose this way.

As I sat on the couch in my living room my mind was racing with what Sienna had told me. There was no way that Sienna could be right. How could Lola be in love with me when she was engaged and going to marry Theo? It just didn’t make any sense to me. Then again, Sienna was right about the car and the trip to Miami. I couldn’t shake the feeling I had at dinner when we were at II Mulino New York and the time we spent at Matheson Hammock Park. It felt romantic to me, but we didn’t have any sort of moments like that since. Maybe I was just feeling something that was never there? Maybe because I wanted to be with her so bad I was looking at things from a perspective that didn’t exist. I needed to clear my head, so I grabbed a glass of wine and set outside on the patio. It was a clear night and the stars looked so close that I could reach out and touch them. A little after 10PM I heard the door to the apartment open and slam shut so loud that it startled me. I walked into the apartment to find Lola sitting in our big chair in the corner of the living room in complete darkness. “Lola, what are you doing?” In a voice where I could tell she had been crying she replied, “Just thinking.” “In the dark?” I asked in reply as I continued to say, “Why don’t you come outside to the patio with me. I have an open bottle of wine.” “Okay” she said as we both walked outside. “So, what are you thinking about?” She looked at me with sadness and said, “How Theo can be such an asshole sometimes.” I looked at her and said, “What were you two fighting about?” “He’s being impossible. He keeps talking about getting married and he’s been all over me about setting a date. When I agreed to marry him, I didn’t think he would want to do it so soon. What’s the rush anyway?” she said. I was confused by the stance she was taking with Theo. She continued, “I love my career and things couldn’t be going any better than they are. Why can’t he understand that I’m not in a rush to walk down the aisle?” I put myself in the place of Theo and understood what he was going through. “If I were him I would want to set a date. He proposed, and you accepted. If you love him the way you should love him, you would want to get married sooner than later” I said as a matter of fact. She opened her mouth wide and said, “I can’t believe your taking his side. You’re my best friend!” I nodded my head and said, “Yeah I am your best friend and part of being a best friend is telling the truth no matter what. What don’t you want to set a date.” She looked at me with an anger in her eyes that I had never seen before. “This is bullshit!” she exclaimed through clenched teeth. “I can’t talk to you right now!” she exclaimed as she back inside the apartment. I heard her bedroom door slam shut so hard I though she may have broken the door.

As it became customary, I drove us both to work the next morning. As I drove she would fix her makeup in the car. Once she was finished she would look at me and ask, “How do I look?” My response was always, “Beautiful as always.” I was annoyed over the way she had acted the night before. When she asked, “How do I look?” I looked at her and said, “Beautiful as always. Must be nice.” She gave me a look of confusion as she asked, “What’s that supposed to mean?” I rolled my eyes and said, “Exactly what I just said. It must be nice to look the way you do. I mean most women would die to have a guy like Theo want to marry them, but Theo wouldn’t be interested because he’s in love with you and wants to marry you.” She looked at me with shock and said, “We are not talking about this right now.” ‘Why not?” I asked with conviction as she yelled out, “Stop the fucking car!” as I pulled over and slammed on the brakes. She was furious. She yelled out, “This is like beating a dead horse. I just don’t want to set the date right now. Why can’t you understand that I don’t want to rush down the aisle and get married?!” I yelled back, “Because I don’t understand. If I was Theo, I would want you to be more enthusiastic about it! Tell me why you don’t want to set the date and I’ll drop it completely.” At the top of her lungs she yelled out, “I’m scared, okay! I’m scared!” I suddenly felt terrible. In a low and sad voice, I said, “Lola, I’m sorry. You can tell me anything, you know that. Tell me why you’re scared. I can help you through this.” She smiled at me and said, “Bella, I have a huge meeting this afternoon and need to be in game mode. I can’t talk about this right now. It’s going to ruin my day and kill my meeting. When the time is right I promise I will tell you, okay?” I nodded my head and replied, “Okay.”

Michael was yet again away on a business trip so me and Sienna hung out for most of the week. “Me and Lola had a fight over her not setting the wedding date” I said as we sat eating dinner at a small diner. She smiled at me and said, “We’ve been over this, Bella. She’s waiting because of you.” I shook my head in defiance and replied, “No she isn’t. Lola doesn’t look at me the way I look at her. She’s straight and I’m gay. It makes sense that I would want her but makes no sense that she would want me. Look at her and look at me. Someone who looks like me can’t be with someone who looks like her anyway. There’s too much of a hotness gap between us.”  Sienna started to laugh so hard soda came out her nose. “What in the bloody hell are you talking about?” I rolled my eyes and responded, “She’s ridiculously hot and I’m just me.” Sienna shook her head and said, “Bella, you are a pretty woman.” I giggled and said, “Okay, I may be pretty, but I can never be Lola hot. I’m too short and a bit flat chested. At best I can be cute. Now you’re Lola hot. You two could work but us two, not so much.” She laughed and said, “Thank you for the compliment but I know what this is. You’re simply looking for an excuse. Trust me, I know that Lola has the hots for you.” I smirked and responded, “Yeah Sienna, she’s so hot for me that she’s engaged to a guy.” She smirked back and replied, “For now, anyway.” Why was Sienna so sure when I knew Lola better than anyone but wasn’t? As I walked into the apartment I was smiling as I thought about my conversation with Sienna. My mouth almost hit the floor when I walked into my apartment to find Lola eating ice cream straight out of the carton. She was wearing a white tank top tee-shirt and a pair of super tight and high shorts. I could see her nipples through the shirt and I could feel myself becoming excited. “Have a good night?” she asked as I managed to pry my eyes away from her breasts to make eye contact with her. “Yeah I was hanging out with Sienna.” She looked at me with a serious look and said, “I could say I’m surprised but I’m not. You two seem to be getting along nicely” she said as she spooned a mouthful of ice cream into her mouth. “We are. I really like her.” She smirked at me and said, “Well she is your type. Long blond hair and light blue eyes.” I laughed and said, “She is my type, but she’s taken.” Lola squinted her eyes and looked at me. “So, if she wasn’t taken you would want something more than friendship with her?” I shrugged my shoulders and answered, “I don’t know. I never really thought about it.” She let out a small laugh through her nose and replied, “That’s not surprising.” I was beyond confused and asked, “What’s that supposed to mean?” Her demeanor changed as she looked at me and answered, “Nothing. I just had a really bad day. I’m just being a bitch.” I shrugged my shoulders as I walked into my bedroom and went into the bathroom to take a shower. That was odd I thought to myself as I showered. Why did Lola sound jealous about me spending time with Sienna? So, what if she was my type? Why would it matter to Lola?

It was now the Saturday morning after. I awoke and put on a pot of coffee. I was checking my email on my phone as I poured a cup of coffee. I sat at the small island and sipped on my coffee as I read. A few minutes later Lola came walking into the kitchen wearing the same short shorts and tank top tee shirt she had been wearing the night before. She looked unhappy and stressed out. I tried my best not to picture her naked, but it was hard to not let my eyes wander as I made eye contact with her. “Lola are you okay?” She nodded her head as she poured a cup of coffee as sat beside me. She looked at me and asked, “Can we talk?” “Of course, we can” I quickly replied. “I miss you” she said which surprised me. “What do you mean, Lola?” I asked with curiosity in my voice. “It’s just that I’m traveling for work all the time and when I’m not traveling I’m with Theo. We don’t hang out the way we used to. I mean, when was the last time me and you went out and partied like we used to?” I thought long and hard, but I truthfully couldn’t remember. I nodded my head and said, “I really don’t remember.” She looked upset and said, “Me and you tonight, just like old times.” I smiled at her and responded, “I would love that, but I have plans with Sienna tonight.” She put her head down and said, “Plans with Sienna” sadly. “Yeah, I assumed that you would be with Theo tonight since you’re leaving for Seattle on Monday, so I made plans with Sienna. We’re going to this new club in Tribeca.” I replied. ”Should be a good time” Lola replied as she continued, “I’m hitting the shower” as she out her coffee cup down and arose from her seat. “Come with us!” I yelled out with excitement which stopped her dead in her tracks. “You wouldn’t mind me being a third wheel?” she asked. I was confused and asked, “How would you be a third wheel? It would be three friends hanging out tonight.” She looked at me and said “She’s your type though. Aren’t you interested in her? I mean you two spend so much time together.” “Lola, me and Sienna are not a thing, we’re friends the same way that me and you are friends. I mean not the same sort of friendship but we’re friends nonetheless. We’ll have fun.” She again had a tinge of jealousy in her voice as she wouldn’t leave well enough alone. “Just friends. If Sienna was interested in you, you wouldn’t be interested in her?” I was dumbfounded. Why was Lola so concerned over my friendship with Sienna? “Lola, I told you last night. I’ve never really thought about it and there’s nothing to think about. She’s straight and in a relationship. We’re just friends.” “So, she wouldn’t mind me coming out with you two tonight?” I shook my head and asked in reply, “Why would she mind?” Lola smiled and responded, “So me, you and Sienna tonight in Tribeca?” I smiled and said, “Yeah, just like old times.” Even though we all worked together, Sienna and Lola didn’t know each other to well. I was a little concerned that they wouldn’t get along, but I couldn’t have been more wrong. They couldn’t have got along any better than they did. That night stands out in my memory clearly. As Lola drank, danced, laughed and partied she seemed free. It was as if I was watching Lola from years ago not the stressed out and unhappy Lola that I had become accustomed to. We and Sienna were wasted but Lola was beyond wasted. I had to help her out of the cab and walk her to our apartment as she laughed uncontrollably and hold on to me as she walked to stop her from falling over.

To my surprise, as we exited the elevator there was Theo standing in front of our front door. He looked at me and Lola with anger as he yelled out, “What the hell, Lola?!” Lola looked at him with bewilderment as we entered the apartment with Theo walking in behind us. “Where were you tonight?!” Theo exclaimed as Lola continued to give him the same look. “I texted you and told you that I was going out tonight” she said with confusion as Theo quickly replied, “Yeah you did but you didn’t say where or who you would be with. Why did you ignore my texts tonight?!” he asked with anger in his voice. “I’m going to leave you two alone” I said as I quickly went into my bedroom, closing the door behind me. I put my ear to the door so that I could hear their conversation. “What is it with you?” Lola asked with a tinge of exhaustion in her voice. “When I’m not at work, I’m traveling for work. When I’m not doing anything work related I’m with you. I live with Bella yet spend no time with her at all. What’s so wrong with going out tonight for a change and having some fun with my best friend?” she asked. “Nothing but you should have at least let me know” he responded. There was a short moment of silence between the two until I hear Theo ask, “Have you given any thought to the date?” Lola made a grunting sound and yelled out, “What is it with you and the date?!” “We’ve been engaged for over a year yet whenever I bring up setting the date you don’t want to talk about it! If you don’t love me and you don’t want to marry me just tell me already!” he exclaimed. At the top of her lungs she screamed, “Get out! Get out now!” “Lola, I….” Theo began to say as Lola cut him off and again yelled out, “Get out now!” I heard the door to our apartment open and close as I stood with my ear pressed to the door not knowing what to do. I closed my eyes, took a deep breath and slowly opened my bedroom door to find Lola standing in the middle of the living room breathing heavily. She quickly turned her head and looked at me. “Sorry, I didn’t mean to keep you up with that” she said as I quickly responded, “It’s okay, I’m not really tired anyway.” She looked flustered and upset. “Can you believe him?” she asked as I nodded my head. “You’re supposed to be on my side, Bella.” I let out a small laugh and responded, “I am on your side it’s just that if I were in his shoes I would question things myself.” She gave me a look of confusion that I had only seen a few times before. She sat on the couch and put her head in her hands. “I’m so fucking confused, Bella.” I took a seat beside her and asked, “Confused about what?” She looked at me with sad eyes and answered, “Theo.” “Theo?” I asked in responded and she said, “Yeah, Theo. Can we talk?” she asked as I quickly replied, “Of course.” She smiled and said, “Give me a minute. I need to change” as she arose from the couch and went into her bedroom. She was again sitting next to me a few minutes later wearing a super long tee shirt with two beers in her hands that she took from the fridge. She handed me a beer and took a sip of hers. She looked at me but said nothing. “What’s confusing you about Theo?” I asked as I felt she was waiting for me to start the conversation. She took a deep breath and responded, “Everything. I mean, he’s handsome, earns a great living, is intelligent, caring and kind and treats me well for the most part.” “The most part?” I asked with concern. She took a sip of her beer and said, “It’s not like he beats me or anything like that. It’s just he makes me feel self-conscious sometimes.” “How so?” I asked as I took a sip of my beer.

“He told me I was getting fat!” she exclaimed. “Oh my God, he said that to you!?” I asked with anger. She smirked at me and replied, “Well not exactly. He said I gained some weight.” I laughed and said, “That’s not even close to saying you’re getting fat. Besides, you did gain a few pounds.” She looked at me with concern and asked, “Have I?” “Just a little bit” I quickly replied. “Well, I’m working all the time and it’s hard to eat right let alone hit the gym when I’m traveling so fucking much!” she exclaimed. I started laughing and said, “All I said was that you gained a little weight. It’s understandable, no need to get defensive.” She drank the rest of her beer quickly, arose from the couch, retrieved another and sat back down next to me with her legs crossed on the couch. “Lola, there has to be more than Theo just saying you gained a few pounds.” She nodded her head and said, “Yeah there is. He told me my left breast is bigger than my right breast.” I let out a laugh through my nose and made a snorting sound as I asked, “Well is it?” She shrugged her shoulders and replied, “I don’t think so but I’m not sure. No one has ever said that to me before.” Without notice, she arose from the couch and removed her long tee shirt. There she stood before me with exposed tits wearing black laced panties and nothing else. I slowly took a sip of my beer as I gazed at her body. Her breasts were huge. Her nipples were small and slightly brown. My heart was pounding as I felt myself begin to sweat. She had the most amazing body I had ever seen. “Bella?” she asked as I couldn’t bring myself to respond. “Bella, what do you think?” she asked as I replied in a low voice, “Think about what?” “Are my tits different sizes?” she asked with concern. I swallowed hard and slowly shook my head. She smiled and put her long tee shirt back on as she once again took a seat on the couch next to me with her legs crossed. “I need something stronger” I said as I arose from the couch and retrieved a bottle of vodka from the liquor cabinet. “Shot for shot!” Lola exclaimed as I laughed. Shot for shot was something we had done for years. Whenever either of us took a shot the other had to whether she wanted to or not. This game had led to many nights of both of us sitting on the floor with our arms wrapped around the toilet in various places over the years. I took three consecutive shots as she did the same. She took two more consecutive shots and I did the same. Five shots of vodka in less than five minutes and I was feeling the effects. “There has to be more” I said as I looked at Lola. She took another shot and so did I. “There is.” I smiled and asked, “Well what is it?” She looked down at the floor as answered, “Us.” I was confused and asked, “What about us?” She took yet another shot as I again followed. “I set a date, get married, move out to the burbs and we’re no longer friends” she said. I shook my head in amazement and said, “That would never happen. I promised that I would always be in your life and I meant it. Nothing could ever come between us Lola.” She smiled and said, “If it weren’t for you I wouldn’t have the amazing life that I do. I can’t live without you.” I let out a small laugh and said, “All I did was crack open a door. You’re the one who kicked it down and I couldn’t live without you either.” She smiled big and bright as we embraced in a tight hug. That’s when what I wanted to happen for so long actually happened! As we loosened our embrace, faced each other and gazed into each other’s eyes she kissed me. My lips touching hers felt amazing and I went with it. Before I knew what was happening we were holding each other and French kissing on the couch. We were kissing for a while when my body became engulfed with fear. What was happening? She’s straight so why is she kissing me? There’s no going back from this! I pulled away and said, “Lola, no.” She looked at me with confusion as I said, “This isn’t a good idea. We’ve both been drinking, you just had a huge fight with Theo and you’re straight, Lola.” She opened her mouth and opened her eyes as wide as I had ever seen them open before. With a rage she yelled out, “I know what it is! I don’t have blonde hair and blue eyes! If I looked like Sienna, you would have no problem with what just happened, and it would still be happening!” Before I could respond she leaped off the couch and ran into her room. She slammed the door so hard behind her that a picture fell of the wall. I quickly walked over to her door and lightly knocked. “Lola, can we please talk? Lola? Please?” I asked as I received no response. I went into my bedroom and threw myself onto my bed. I had wanted Lola to kiss me for so long yet when it happened I stopped it from happening. What were the chances of that happening?

I awoke late the next morning and took a quick shower. I quickly dressed and went to Lola’s room to find her bed neatly made. I opened her closet to find her travel luggage was no longer inside. Had she left for Seattle a day early? I tried to call her but each time I did my call went straight to voicemail. I texted her but didn’t receive a text message in response. I became upset, not at Lola but at myself. She kissed me, and I kissed her back. Instead of talking to her I gave her reasons as to why she was doing what she was doing without asking her why. If I were her I would have felt rejected which is probably the way she felt. I felt terrible. Why did she kiss me? Why did she kiss me? I asked myself over and again. Lola was engaged to be married and was straight. Why did she kiss me? No matter the reason I was fearful that our relationship would forever be changed. As we were kissing I felt that there was no going back from this and maybe that was now the case. I didn’t know what to do with myself. I was pacing around the apartment with my mind racing when I heard my cell phone ring. I had hoped it was Lola returning my calls, but it was instead Sienna. “Hey, Sienna” I said as she quickly responded, “What’s wrong?” I took a deep breath and replied, “Me and Lola kissed last night and then she got mad at me and I haven’t seen her since. I tried calling and texting, but she won’t answer me.” “I’m coming over. I’ll be there in 10 minutes” she said as she ended the call. In less than 10 minutes Sienna was standing in my living room. “Tell me everything” she commanded as I went over the events of the night from the time we left Sienna until that very morning. Sienna looked at me and yelled out, “I told you she wanted you Bella” as I shook my head. “Stop shaking your head and embrace what I’ve been telling you. Lola wants to be with you Bella.” I looked at Sienna and asked, “If she wants to be with me why is she engaged?” Sienna smiled and replied with a question of her own. “She may be engaged but why hasn’t she set a date yet?” I didn’t have an answer as Sienna continued, “Bella you’re a very smart woman but you’re being so stupid right now. Lola was tired of waiting for you to make a move, so she did because she wanted to. It had nothing to do with drinking, her fight with Theo or how emotional she was last night. She wants to be with you so why are you fighting it?” I became emotional and answered, “Sienna, she’s my best friend. If it doesn’t work out I will never recover. Besides, look at her and look at me. How could it ever work with us? People will look at us and be like how?” Sienna looked at me and said, “Bella, you’re adorable.” I rolled my eyes and said, “Thank you but you just made my point. I can be adorable or cute, but I can never be hot. You’re hot and Lola is hot but me, I’m adorable. How does a cute girl have a relationship with a hot girl?” “You’re being absurd, Bella. Just listen to yourself. Stop making excuses! If you’re in love with her and want to be with her just tell her. You two are so close that in the unlikely event that she doesn’t feel the same way you two will get past it. I know in my heart that you two belong together.” She gave me a tight hug and said, “I have to meet Michael for brunch but call me if you need to talk, okay?” I nodded my head and thanked her for coming over.

My mind was in overdrive. I couldn’t think straight. All I could think about was my conversation with Sienna and what had happened between me and Lola. As much as I wanted to be with her nothing had ever made me think that she wanted the same thing until she kissed me. It took some time, but I become comfortable with the thought that what happened between the two of us was nothing more than having too much to drink and her becoming over emotional. When she came back from Seattle we could sit down and talk things over as we had always done. I hadn’t heard from Lola at all until I awoke for work on Tuesday morning and received a text from her saying she was busy in meetings for the next few days and then heading to Los Angeles for a few more days and that she would be home middle of next week. That she was okay and sorry for leaving without saying goodbye. It made me feel better that she had at least responded by text and I felt that all would be back to normal when she came home. Besides, what was the chance that Lola and I would become a couple? A straight girl with a lesbian? The only issue that I had were my feelings toward her. As I laid in bed night after night all I could think about was us kissing in our living room and how right it felt. How I didn’t want it to stop but felt that I had to for the sake of our relationship. Why did I stop her? Why didn’t I just go with it? What was I so afraid of? Maybe Sienna was right. Maybe I should just tell her how I felt and if it were an issue with her we could get past it. I had no clue what I should do and decided to just wait until Lola came back home.

It was late on a Wednesday night. Lola and I hadn’t spoken or texted at all for over a week. I was nervous about seeing her and decided to try and relax with a few glasses of wine and a long hot shower after work. After my shower I put on a big puffy robe and took a seat on the living room couch with a glass of wine. As I sipped my glass of wine, Lola walked through the door. “Hey” she said as I replied in question, “How were your trips?” She smiled and replied, “Exhausting. I feel gross and need a shower in the worst way. Do you have one of those for me?” she asked. I let out a small laugh and replied, “Always” as Lola pulled her luggage into her bedroom. What was I worried about? Nothing had changed at all! Still best friends forever. About fifteen minutes later Lola walked into the living room wearing a huge oversize tee shirt. Her hair was soaked but pulled back into a pony tail. As I looked at her I knew that my feelings toward her were stronger than ever. She took the glass of wine I had waiting for her and took a seat across from me in the oversized chair directly across from our sofa. We sat sipping wince together in awkward silence until I broke the silence by saying, “Tell me about your trips.” She smiled and began, “Seattle was great. Landed two huge deals out of the two meetings. Los Angeles was good but not as good. One out of three isn’t great but not terrible. I totally fucked up a pitch and am still kicking myself over it but overall it was successful.” I smiled and said, “Hey, you’re still kicking ass.” A look of sadness came across her face. “I’m tired of this. I know I should be happy but I’m not. I’m beyond burnt out” she said as I responded, “It happens. Maybe you should take some time off.” She took a sip of her wine and said, “Maybe, if Michael will let me.” Again, awkward silence until Lola broke it by saying, “We need to talk.” I nodded my head and said, “I know and what happened between us was no big deal. We had a lot to drink, you had an argument with Theo and we kissed. I’m just glad I stopped things from going too far.” She finished her glass of wine, walked into the kitchen, poured another and again took a seat on the chair across from me. She had a look to her that was beyond serious. She took a deep breath and began, “Bella, I’ve been doing a lot of thinking and wasn’t sure what to say or how to say it so I’m just going to say what I need to say. I know I’m not the type of girl that you prefer but what do you think about me.” I was a little confused and wasn’t quite sure what she was asking me. “You’re my best friend, Lola and I love you with all my heart” I answered. “That’s not what I’m asking. If I had blond hair and blue eyes would you want to be with me?” she asked. I became nervous as I now fully understood what she was asking. However, I tried not to let her know that I knew what she was asking. “Be with you how, Lola?” She took a sip of her wine and replied, “Romantically as in me and you.” I was stunned and scared. “Are you asking me if I would have sex with you if you had blond hair and blue eyes? Why are we even talking about this, your engaged to Theo.” She shook her head and said, “No, not anymore. He met up with me in Los Angeles and I broke it off.” I was beyond shocked at this point. “Why, Lola?” I asked with a quizzical tone. She finished her glass of wine and began, “It wasn’t fair to him or me. When I think about the future and what I want he’s not in it. I love him but I’m not in love with him. How could I marry him and continue to live the lie that I have been? It just wasn’t fair so I had to break it off. When I think of the future there’s only one person that I think about.” I swallowed hard and asked with a combination of fear and anxiousness in my voice, “Who’s that?” She looked at me with the most serious look I had ever seen on her face and replied, “You.” I took a deep breath and replied, “Me. What are you saying, Lola?” She stood up from her seat and said, “You promised me that you would always been in my life so promise me that no matter where this conversation leads that you will always be in my life.” I nodded my head in reply and said, “I promise.”

Lola rubbed her face with both her hands and said, “When I think about the future, what I want and who I want to be with it’s you, Bella. You know I love you, but I need you to know that I’m in love with you and I want to be with you, always. I know that I’m not your ideal girl, but I need you to be honest with me, Bella. I think that there’s something between us. Is it all in my head?” I shook my head and replied, “Lola, even if there is something, you’re not gay. How does us kissing for a few minutes last week lead you to the conclusion that you’re in love with me?” “I know what I know, Bella, now answer my question.” I shook my head and said, “You were engaged up until last week and now I’m supposed to believe that it’s because you want to be with me?” She nodded her head and said, “That’s exactly what I’m saying. Do you feel how I feel? Just tell me the truth.” I shook my head, “Lola, we kissed one time. Now you’re telling me you’re in love with me and want to have sex with me? Like if I dropped my robe to the floor you would want to kiss every inch of my body and put my pussy in your mouth?” She looked at me with a look of excitement that turned me on. “That’s exactly what I’m saying Bella!” she said with conviction. I arose to my feet. I untied the robe from around my waist and took it off. I threw my robe on the floor exposing my nude body to Lola for the first time. I looked at her and sarcastically asked “What are you waiting for?” If there was any doubt in my mind that Lola wanted me the way she said she did there wasn’t any longer. Like an uncaged animal she grabbed me and stuck her tongue in my mouth as her hands ran across every inch of my body. She began rubbing my ass with one hand as she rubbed my tits with her other hand. As we French kissed I felt myself become wet in seconds. She stopped kissing me to lick my neck and suck on my earlobe as I gasped with excitement. She stopped and looked at me with a look I never seen on her face before. She looked so serious and full of lust. She pushed me onto the couch and quickly placed herself between my legs as she pushed my legs apart. She was breathing heavily as she looked at me and said, “I’ve wanted this for so long.” She kissed my pussy and then spread my lips apart as she started to lick my pussy and suck on my clit. I never had my pussy eaten the way Lola ate me. She was so into it. She licked me with a passion and fury that I had never experienced. She stopped momentarily only to say, “You taste so good” as she continued to passionately eat my pussy as she inserted her fingers into me. She was finger fucking me like I was never finger fucked before. I couldn’t believe what was happening.

She told me she wanted me and was in love with me and there she was. My best friend and the woman I was in love with in between my legs, licking my pussy and fucking me with her fingers. I yelled out in passion, “Lola! I can’t believe you never done this before! Oh shit, uh, don’t fucking stop!” My entire body was shaking as I enjoyed every lick of her tongue. “Fuck, Lola you’re going to make me cum. I’m gonna cum, I’m gonna cum, Lola, Lola, fuck…” I exclaimed as I lost complete control of my body. It was the fastest and most electric orgasm of my life. Even though I had just orgasmed she didn’t stop licking me. I had to pull her head up from my pussy for her to stop. Her face was soaked in my juices as she kissed me. I couldn’t believe that I was tasting myself in Lola’s mouth. She stopped kissing me and smiled. “What do you think now?” she said with a smirk. “I believe you” I said laughingly. She arose to her feet as she slowly and seductively removed her tee shirt and short tight panties exposing her naked and beautiful body. I couldn’t contain myself. I started passionately kissing her, took her by her hand and walked her to my bed. I laid her down as we continued to French kiss. I stopped kissing her to see a look of lust and excitement on her face. She bit down on the lower right corner of her lip and I smiled and began to lick and suck on her nipples. I slowly and erotically kissed down her stomach as she spread her legs apart. My face was no inches away for her shaved and pink pussy. I licked her pussy and she exhaled in pleasure. Her pussy tasted so sweet that I couldn’t get enough. I buried my face into her pussy as I licked her with a passion and fury that I had never had inside of me before. “Bella, Bella, Bella oh my God, oh, um, just like that baby… just like that. Come here” she said as I placed my pussy over her face as I continued to lick her. The feeling of licking her as she licked me felt amazing. She was swaying her hips into my face as she licked me for a while until I felt her body lock up and she exploded. I could feel her arms lose strength as the grip she had around my waist loosened. She was panting until she again buried her face in my pussy and licked me until I again had an earth shattering orgasm. I didn’t want it to stop but neither of us had an ounce of strength left in our bodies. I cuddled up against us as she held me close to her. “I love you, Lola. I have for a long time” I said as she smiled and kissed me passionately. I giggled and said, “I can’t believe that after all this time this is the result of our relationship. To think the first time, you had sex with a woman was with me.” She smiled nervously at me and replied, “Not quite.”

I looked at her with shock as I laid next to her, holding my head up with my bent elbow and my right hand against my face. “Not quite?” I asked. “A few months before Theo asked me to marry him, we had a threesome with another girl. It was all his idea, but I was curious. We had been watching a ton of lesbian porn together and it would turn me on so much that when he suggested it I went along with it. Long story short we did it and I loved every second of it. We did it again a few other times but then I started doing things without him. I realized that I preferred woman and cheated on him a few times with women on business trips. I knew that I wanted to be with a woman but when I thought of my ideal woman I thought of you. I was waiting for you to make a move, but you never did so last week I made the move. It felt so right I was beyond upset when you stopped it. When I went away on my last trip I knew I had to break things off with Theo and tell you how I felt.” I shook my head and said, “I don’t care that you don’t have blonde hair and blue eyes. You’re my ideal woman and I’m so in love with you.” “I’m so in love with you Bella” she said as we kissed and fell asleep holding each other. I awoke about an hour before me and Lola were supposed to be at work. “I’m calling in” I said as she said, “Good, call in for me too.” I walked into the living room, grabbed my cell phone and left a message for Michael saying that Lola and I had food poising and wouldn’t be in. When I walked back into my bedroom, there was Lola lying flat on her stomach in the middle of my bed. I don’t know what came over me. Looking at her firm and voluptuous ass made me so horny. I climbed on top of her and kissed her neck and slowly licked down the middle of her back. I had never done this before, but had it done to me before. I knew what I wanted to do and that’s exactly what I did. I kissed each of her ass cheeks and then licked right down the middle of her ass. When my tongue brushed passed her asshole she said, “Um, that’s feels so good.” That’s all I needed to hear as I buried my face and tongue in between her ass cheeks as I licked and sucked on her tight asshole. As I sucked on her asshole she started playing with herself. “Bella…Bella…lick my ass baby, lick my ass. Ah, that feels so amazing, don’t stop.” As I licked her ass I played with myself and in under ten minutes both myself and Lola had almost simultaneous orgasms. After our orgasms Lola started laughing and asked, “What go into you?” I giggled in reply, “I don’t know I just wanted to do that to you.” We spent the rest of that day lounging around the apartment and talking. We talked about practically everything. Our fears, our hopes and what the future held for our relationship. For as unsure and scared I was about a relationship with Lola not working she was the complete opposite. Hearing the confidence in her voice put my mind at ease. Hearing the excitement in her voice about our future made me excited for our future.

As the years went on we continued to work at Wittman Advertising, but the constant traveling was taking a toll on Lola and the amount of traveling she was doing was having a negative impact on our relationship. When Michael decided to sell of his remaining stake in the company it was the perfect opportunity for Lola and me to leave. We both had non-compete clauses in our employment contracts, but Lola had a massive amount of money saved up due to her millions in earnings. Truth be told she never had to work another day in her life if that’s what she had chosen to do. After our non-compete clauses expired, and Sienna returned to Australia after splitting with Michael us three decided to go into business for ourselves. Us three meaning me, Lola and Sienna. It took some time but not before long most of Lola’s clients left Wittman for our company. We have a little over ten clients but they’re big spenders and Lola doesn’t have to travel at all. After spending time with Sienna in Australia I fell in love with it. Me and Lola bought a small house there because of me and I settled down with Lola in Bethany, Oregon because of her. Today is going to be Lola’s thirtieth birthday and the day that I ask her to be my partner for life. Me being me I was worrying about her saying no. Then again, what would the chances be of my best friend and lover saying no to marrying me? I don’t have any sort of mathematical equation for this question, but I can say with certainty that the chances are slim to none.
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