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​So, I have a quick story. I’m Krista. This is a weird thing to be thinking about since I'm getting married in the morning. Maybe it's because my old roommate from college, Tammy, just text messaged me that she is coming to the wedding after all. I should mention that I'm marrying a man, whom I love. I just don't one hundred percent only like men. I honestly did not know I was bicurious or bisexual or whatever, until Tammy and I became roommates. My fiancé has no idea about mine and Tammy's past. It never seemed important to bring up. It was a one-time thing and everyone experiments in college...right?

“Have you done number six yet?” I asked, elbowing Tammy.

We were seated side-by-side at the campus library, trying and failing to digest three chapters of physics in two hours. We both missed class for our college’s volleyball tournament and after death threats from our coach, regarding academic probation, we were trying to cram before the weekend.

Tammy shook her head, stealing one of my potato chips.

“I asked you if you wanted chips,” I said, pulling the bag away.

“Well, either you give me some potato chips or my growling stomach gets us kicked out of the library,” Tammy said, raising an eyebrow at me.

I rolled my eyes and handed her back the bag of potato chips. I raked my hands through my raven black hair, knowing stale chips were the least of my worries.

“We should go out tonight,” Tammy said, grinning like a Cheshire cat.

“I don’t go out.”

“That’s why we should go out.”

I threw down my pen and folded my arms.

“Have you ever been to the Honey Pot?” Tammy asked.

“We have like three days of late homework and we may not graduate unless we pass like one class this semester—and you’re asking me if I’ve been to a gay club?”

Tammy shrugged like she had just asked the most logical question in the world. I rolled my eyes and Tammy started poking me.

“Please, please, please. I’m so fucking bored. I don’t even know why I took this class,” Tammy said, gagging.

“Because you like to follow me around. I’m the biology major, remember? Are you still undeclared?”

Tammy shrugged and started packing her books into her polka dot backpack. 

“Where are you going?”

“Out, like to a club like a normal college senior. It’s Friday. I’m just gonna drop the class. Sorry that I follow you everywhere.”

I looked at Tammy like she had three heads.

“What the hell is wrong with you? Are you really mad?”

Tammy stood up, throwing her bag on her back and pulling her long blonde hair into a messy bun. I looked up at her, trying to read her expression. Her bright blue eyes were staring flatly at me. We had been friends and roommates all semester and I instantly regretted it. Not because Tammy wasn’t cool. Not because she had not been fun. The problem was she was too cool and too fun. She was always invited to parties and she frequently brought me. She always brought me out of my shell and away from my books. The other problem is I had my first string of Cs in my entire college career. Tammy always got Cs in college so Tammy couldn’t care less about a GPA.

“Let’s go out,” Tammy said, biting her lip at me.

“No.”

“Come on. I will study all day tomorrow, even though it’s Saturday. Pleeease.”

“No.”

“It will be fun!”

“It’s always fun. That’s not the point. I need straight As for the rest of the semester just to get Bs in all of my classes. This is your fault.”

Tammy scoffed but gave no intention of leaving my side.

"Aren't you, at least, curious?" Tammy asked, her voice low and lilting. 

“Nope. I’m not gay and even if I was, I doubt the townies at the Honey Pot are who I would pop my cherry on. Hypothetically speaking, of course.”

“What about me?”

I jerked my head up to look at Tammy. I half-expected her to be smirking or wearing some other sarcastic expression. Her face was deadly serious. I looked around to make sure no one was listening, but it was Friday, two weeks before fall break. No one was in the library but us.

“What?” was all I could manage to say.

“I’m just asking. I mean no pressure, just curious if you’re curious.”

I looked Tammy up and down. She was tall like the other girls on the volleyball team but she was curvy, too. Even then in her yoga pants and white tank top, her full breasts were straining against the seams of the shirt. Tammy seemed to catch me looking at her and smirked playfully. It was no secret that Tammy was proudly bisexual. She never made a move on anyone on the team and she was never with a girl longer than it took her to make-out in a local bar.

“I’ve got homework,” I said, clearing my throat.

“Sure you do. Look, come out with me tonight. If you have a bad time, I won’t tempt you with any more fun this whooole semester!”

“And if I do have fun?”

“One kiss on the lips.”

“Who?”

“Me.”

I scoffed and leaned back in the leather chair. I thought for a beat. After all, one kiss could not be that bad.

“Fine. Deal.”

So up until this part, I didn’t know that I liked Tammy. Even if I had a great time, I was going to lie, because I wanted to get into medical school. That’s where I met Steve, my fiancé, by the way. Once I got into medical school in New York, I lost contact with Tammy. We reconnected over Facebook, hence why she is giving me a heart attack by coming to my wedding. Anyway, this is what happened at the Honey Pot.

The club was packed. Bright colored lasers were bouncing from the high black ceilings to the glitter covered walls. Male exotic dancers were gyrating on the bar in their underwear and topless girls, wearing body paint were handing out Jell-O shots. Tammy looked hot. I still remember the tight blue dress that clung to her like a second skin. I had borrowed one of her black dresses. Only because she said she thought I looked pretty. That meant something to me.

“Well?” Tammy asked, grinding against me.

“Well, what?” I asked, giggling.

“Having fun yet?”

“Not as much as you. Three girls have hit on you and it’s been like thirty minutes.”

Tammy laughed and sipped on her pink drink. Even then, I was more of a gin and tonic girl. I felt you looked less weird dancing when you held a drink in your hand, and I had sunk a few by then to free me of my inhibitions.

Tammy turned her back to me, swaying her curves and leading me to the floor. I hesitated, and then put my free arm around her waist and guided her against my body. She smelled so good, like some sort of rainforest shampoo she always used, and I just wanted her close. Suddenly my lips were grazing her ear. She was pushing herself into me and my hands started stroking her hips. Everyone in the room was dancing the same way, but this was something quite new to me. Tammy turned to face me as the song was ending.

“I take it you’re having a good time,” she said, in a low husky voice.

I did not even answer her. In a moment of G&T fuelled spontaneity I just leaned in and kissed her. She tasted like cherries. She didn’t hesitate. Her tongue was swimming into my mouth and even over the pulsing bass of the music, I could hear her groaning into my kiss. I could not believe we were being so bold. Our classmates and teammates were whooping and hollering around us. We both giggled, pulling out of the kiss.

“Follow me,” Tammy said, kissing my cheek, and holding my hand. 

I nodded and interlocked my fingers with hers. She put her drink down and I necked mine, leaving the glass next to hers.

“Where are we going?” I said through a hiccup as we stepped outside of the club.

Tammy looked back at me, dragging me to a black-tinted SUV.

“Whose car is this?” I asked as she pulled out a key fob and unlocked it. 

“A friend’s. After you.”

I climbed onto the back seat. It was spacious and almost completely dark. Tammy climbed in behind me and locked the door.

“So, what’s up?” I asked, tucking my hair behind my ears.

“Just thought you’d want some privacy. Even though you kissed me in front of half the school.”

I was glad for the blackness of the car because I did not feel so bold in the sobering evening air and my cheeks were burning. I was pale as hell, even though we were going to school in Florida. Tammy was always bronzed. I felt her warm hands running up my thighs. It didn’t matter whose they were; it was satisfying.

“Open your legs, Krista,” Tammy said, pulling me into a kiss.

I obeyed, and she turned me to face her. Her fingers were digging into my hips and I was moaning. She pushed my dress up until my panties were exposed. I could feel the cool leather seat against my bare ass.

“God, I’ve wanted to touch you for so long, babe,” Tammy said, sucking on my neck and shoulders.

She pulled my panties to the side and started stroking my clit. It felt so good. I could hear how wet I was as she stroked faster. I was going to come hard. I could feel it.

“You’re so wet for me, baby. I wonder how you taste.”

“No, Tammy, please.”

It was too late. She pushed me backward, and her face was buried between my legs, sucking and licking my pussy. Within under a minute I was coming on her face. I had never even come on a guy’s face before. The car was fogging up and I was screaming her name at the top of my lungs. She bit my thighs, and then sucked on my clit again.

“Oh, god,” I moaned, holding her head firm on my pussy until the mind-shattering orgasm ended.

I released her head and took a deep breath, feeling like I had just crash-landed on earth.

“I’m not done yet,” Tammy said, licking her lips.

“Can I try?” I asked, feeling nervous. 

I felt bad, making her do all of the work. She raised an eyebrow at me and leaned back, pulling her dress off. She had no bra or panties on and even though I had seen her naked in the locker room a million times, it was like I was seeing her for the first time.

“Show me what you got,” Tammy said, leaning back.

I looked at her two full breasts and instantly wanted them in my mouth. I don’t know if it was the alcohol or some deeply rooted desire that had always been present but I was so curious about how she tasted. If I could make Tammy say my name once – no, scream my name – I think I’d feel just as good as I did with her head between my legs.

I leaned forward and licked her nipples. She moaned so I sucked and the louder she got the harder I sucked. She liked it. I shoved two fingers inside of her and she was soaking. Soaking for me! Her clit was slick and swollen. I licked between her breasts, down her stomach and slowly slipped my tongue inside of her. She was so sweet and salty and delicious. Tammy cried out and guided my tongue deeper inside of her. She was screaming my name. I felt like I was going to come again just from hearing her. Then I tasted it all over my tongue. Sexy Tammy, my team captain, had just released herself into my mouth.

Is it sad I still get wet thinking about this story? It’s really pathetic. Whatever happens, whatever I feel when I see her, I’m marrying Stephen. It’s crazy how one text message can bring back so many memories, so many feelings. I just—I just wished she and I had some closure. After that, we made out occasionally, but I was serious about getting my grades up so I blew her off. Maybe she can give Stephen some tips after the wedding.
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​I pulled my hoodie over my head to block out the rain. I had told Tiffany that it was going to rain. She and I had been best friends since we were five and were both applying to go off to the navy together. We were finally eighteen, and the fork that diverged in the road was either the military or single motherhood in a small town like our moms. It was the only way we were going to get out of Olsen County, a little town of two thousand where everyone works on a farm or at the local convenience store at some point in their high school career. Tiffany had to work a shift and, of course, in the midst of a deluge, she was working late. Her sister, Hanna, was home from college and she was on her way downstairs to let me in.

“Hey!” Hanna said, waving me inside.

She was wrapped in a towel. Clearly she had just gotten out of the shower. It really wasn’t fair that another human being could look that good with no make-up on. She had a perfectly smooth, olive complexion. Tiffany and her family were Italian, or so they said. I was just freckled and redheaded like all of the other Montgomeries in my family. We say we're Irish, but we don't know. My confession is something that is old news to me. I’ve had a crush on Hanna for years. She was always Tiffany’s hot
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