
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Best Friends - An Intimate Story For Adults  

Melanie has been my best friend for as long as I can remember. We're the same age, born two weeks apart. She lived three houses down from me growing up. She was the pretty one, the athletic one, the girl everyone wanted to be next to. And she let me hang around more than anyone else. I don't know where I would have ended up without her, probably a social outcast.

I definitely would never have had a boyfriend without her. Every boy wanted to talk to her. She never seemed all that interested. But they were always around, and she was the best wing woman a girl could ever hope for. She sent so many boys my way that I even managed to land a few of them, even as awkward and weird as I was. 

I just didn't have the social skills she had. She always knew what to say, what to wear, and how to charm everyone she met. When she got invited to a party, it was always assumed that I would be coming along. I was her +1 for everything. 

She couldn't find a boy she liked for prom, so I was her +1 there too. I thought I looked pretty good in an emerald green dress with my hair up. She helped me put on makeup and a few boys commented on how I looked like a girl when I put some effort into it. But she chased them off, joking that I was her date and they better leave me alone. 

I didn't get too much attention at prom though, because most of the boys saw her and forgot about everything else. Mel is tall and curvy and skinny and has big boobs and perfect skin and big blue eyes and full lips and all the other stuff that makes men melt. It's ridiculous. I couldn't compete with that. 

Toward the end of senior year, a few weeks after prom, Mel told me that she was gay. I was honestly shocked. She had dated a few guys, though never for long, and even slept with a couple of them. We shared things like that. We talked about everything. 
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"HOW LONG HAVE YOU KNOWN this?" I asked. 

"I've been sure for a year or two," she said. "But I've always kind of thought girls were more interesting."  

"I'm cool with it," I said. 

"Of course you are," she said. "The smart, artsy weirdo, who is also my best friend, is obviously going to be cool with it. But keep it between us. This town is too small for me to be out here. And we'll be at State in the fall and I can be as gay as I want there." 

She was right. Our town wasn't a hateful place, but it was way too small for Mel to be openly gay without it causing a scandal and getting some annoying comments. College would be a much better place for that. 

When the subject of college came up in Junior year, I told everyone that I was considering my options. In truth, I was waiting to see where Mel was going. My grades were better than hers and I knew I could get into any college that she got into. When she applied to State, so did I. We both got in and got a dorm room together. 
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