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    Big City, Big Dreams 
 
      
 
    July 28th 2014  
 
      
 
    We did it. We graduated with a bachelor’s degree from NYU, one of the world’s most renown and prestigious universities. Having consistently made the Dean’s list, we were both ecstatic to move on from the chains of consistent deadlines and assignments to the freedom of living in the big city and progressing in our careers. By we, I mean Amy and I.  
 
      
 
    We met in our final year at an event organised by the philosophy society: a fantastic group which met up every Tuesday evening. We both loved to engage in deep discussion about existential issues and just about anything profound in the realm of critical thinking. Since we were both liberal arts majors, we had a lot in common when it came to academic interest. But there was so much more to Amy than her brains. We had a connection that went far beyond what we knew intellectually and what we talked about. The old cliché of having a sort of spark works perfectly in this narrative because we were constantly on the same page. She filled a void which no friend before her had ever been able to fill. I still remember when we first met - all eyes were fixed to the door as a tall beautiful woman walked through ten minutes late to our first group meeting. She had an alternative fashion style with blue bangs and a grey beanie. Ripped jeans and perfect bad-girl posture.  
 
      
 
    Her masculinity was extremely attractive in my eyes as it complemented her feminine glory in a radiant way. She sat three seats away from me in our little circle. It took her a good five minutes before she even noticed me but when she did, her smile captivated me.  
 
    I bit my lip but did not realise my attraction was in any way romantic. Not at all actually. The nature of our friendship was always platonic, at least before we became roommates where things developed in a complicated and uncanny way, but one thing at a time. 
 
      
 
    I was single and assumed that I was straight, at the time. I never looked at women in a sexual way. Amy was no exception when we first met but that didn’t mean that I necessarily felt nothing. It was clear that there was indeed something there. My feelings bewildered me. Why was I so drawn to this girl? Throughout the meeting, my eyes would naturally drift towards her and I couldn’t fight it. Like a sweet spot in a light-salted dessert, my soul sought her out and my eyes focused upon her.  
 
      
 
    I’m sure she felt uncomfortable, or at the very least confused. I mean let’s be honest here: I’m someone she had never met before who was staring at her impulsively. With beady mesmerised eyes, I’m surprised she didn’t walk away or shoot a look of discontent my way. Maybe she thought I was someone who knew her. She must have scrambled through her memories to find me in there somewhere but undoubtedly without any luck. I do wonder what she was thinking about that very first day. Either way, I got very lucky. At the end of the meeting when everyone escaped quickly to catch the subway or to wander the early evening streets of the Big Apple, Amy stood by the door. She almost anticipated that I was going to approach her. I know this because she wasn’t really doing anything. She fiddled with her bag a little, looked around pretending to be looking for something, but all of this was to no particular end.  
 
      
 
    In retrospect, it’s evident that she expected me to say something. Instead of being brave and polite enough to introduce myself, I tried to walk past her. I was embarrassed. As my fortune goes, I wasn’t able to get past her and millimetres before our shoulders brushed past each other, her eyes met mine. I stood still like a complete idiot. I had no words. My brain was urging me to say something - absolutely anything. But there were no words that made themselves manifest. Amy laughed in a mixture of bemusement and humour. After all, objectively the situation was pretty hilarious. This weirdo who had been staring at her for an hour or so was now seemingly going out of her way to do the same thing again but this time, more directly-  to her face.  
 
      
 
    “You okay? You’re not blinking.” Amy said. 
 
      
 
    I cleared my throat as I had clogged myself up a bit. “Yeah, yeah everything is fine. I’m so sorry.” 
 
      
 
    I made my way towards to door keeping my head down. 
  
 
    “Wait a minute.” Amy stopped me. “Do I know you?”  
 
      
 
    “I don’t think so, why?” I replied with a dry mouth. 
 
      
 
    “Why?” Amy chuckled. “Dude, you’ve been eyeballing me the whole session.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh god, I do apologise. My mind has been all over the place lately. If I did that then please know that it was unintentional.”  
 
      
 
    My back began to sweat and I was itching to leave. 
 
      
 
    Amy smiled at me and said, “relax, it’s fine. My name is Amy.”  
 
      
 
    “Daniella.”  
 
      
 
    “I like that name. I’ve never met a Daniella before.” 
 
      
 
    “You’re not the first person to tell me that. I’m usually the first Daniella that most people meet. I guess there’s always a lot of pressure on me then.” 
 
    
“What do you mean?” 
 
      
 
    “Well I have to wear the name Daniella in a positive way.” 
 
      
 
    “I still don’t get you.” 
 
      
 
    “Okay let me give you an example. I used to know someone called Tracy. She was the first and only Tracy that I’d ever met who wasn’t a fictional character on a late night TV show. We hung out, we talked on the phone a lot and got quite close. Then one day, she bad mouths me to a guy I was seeing and he broke up with me. So since she turned out to be a complete b*tch, I now associate the name Tracy with… well b*tches I guess.”  
 
      
 
    Amy cracked up while breathily saying, “God, I’m sorry that happened to you. I’m also sorry for laughing. Believe me, it’s not at you. It’s just the way you said that.” 
 
      
 
    I loved Amy’s laugh. It was pure and raw. Full of ejectives, there was nothing fake about it. She just let out her outbursts of amusement. I could tell that she was a real and genuine girl. Something lost among the masses of my generation.  
 
      
 
    “So you basically are trying to avoid coming across badly so that I don’t think of all future Daniellas as b*tches?” She asked. 
 
      
 
    “Yep. Pretty much.” 
 
    “Well you know being a bitch is a good thing sometimes. Just not in the Tracy kind of way.” Amy  teased. 
 
      
 
    “Who knows, perhaps the Daniella kind of way is more enlightening.” It was at that moment that I realised how weird it is to say your own name out loud as if you’re narrating your own life as it’s happening in the present moment.  
 
      
 
    “You’re funny.” Amy posited with a cheeky grin. 
 
      
 
    “So are you.”  
 
    
We shook hands and I began to feel much more at ease. Looking back, she handled the situation perfectly and in a far more appropriate manner than I would have - had I been in her shoes. 
 
      
 
    Her hands were so soft but her grip was firm. They were bigger than mine and in the three seconds that our skin touched, I got goosebumps down my left shoulder. The chill was invigorating to the extent that I didn’t want to let her go.  
 
      
 
    “Anyways, I’m heading to get a slice. You hungry?” She asked.  
 
      
 
    “Sounds good to me.” I answered.  
 
      
 
    The connection began then and there. Amy took me to Ben’s Pizzeria which she confessed was her favourite pizza joint. It was right near our campus so we walked there and I learned so much about her that evening. After we had our food, we walked down Waverly Place towards her halls of residence.  
 
      
 
    “So tell me, what do you want to do after you graduate?” I enquired. 
 
      
 
    “Oof! Isn’t that the question that keeps us all up late at night.”  
 
    “Oh sorry, I was just curious.” 
 
      
 
    “No, it’s all good. I’ve always wanted to be a professional musician but hey, that’s like a one in a million chance.” She said.

“You’re a musician? That’s awesome, what do you play.” 
 
      
 
    Amy did the air guitar gesture before coming out with the inevitable, “I play guitar. Since I was a young girl, I just wanted to be like Avril Lavigne you know: the next rock star. But in all seriousness,  with my feet on the ground and my head out of the clouds, I would like to get an office job. It’s not my dream career but it’ll get me on the employment ladder so I can save up for a few years. Maybe then I’ll go into something else. I’m like the wind, I change a lot and have varying interests. How about you?” 
 
    “Me? I want to be an author.” I stated. 
 
      
 
    “You write? That’s so cool, what sort of stuff?” 
 
      
 
    “Mainly historical fiction. I like to reconstruct stories based on historical figures.” 
 
      
 
    “Wow, you’ll have to read me a sample sometime.” 
 
      
 
    “Hah, you got it.” 
 
      
 
    Amy and I got close pretty darn fast. We were hanging out after class at least three or four times a week and became best friends in no time. We were inseparable. Fast forward a few months to graduation and I was honestly very afraid that after college, we would lose touch. The night after the ceremony, we went to a local bar to celebrate. It was my idea. Celebrations are great and all but I mainly wanted to have a good chat with Amy to know where she was at and what her plans were. I was worried in a way. I really didn’t want to lose her from my life and the God honest truth is that I’d never had such a good friend as her. She was addictive and I couldn’t get enough. I wasn’t prepared to let all the good times slip away and become memories.  
 
      
 
    We got to the bar at around nine o’clock. The music was loud and the drinks were expensive but I was with Amy, so nothing in my mind could go wrong. 
 
      
 
    “Well we made it!” I exclaimed. 
 
      
 
    “Yes we have!” Amy replied taking a sip of her mojito. That was her drink. I swear, I could place a wager that at least sixty to eighty per cent of her blood is mojito.  
 
      
 
    “You scared?” She continued. 
 
    “Scared about what?” 
 
      
 
    “You kidding? We just finished college, man. We’re out there in the real world now and we got to work our butts off just to survive. I don’t know about you but to me, that’s tricking terrifying.” 
 
      
 
    “Amy, relax. We’re not homeless. I mean sure, we have to work now and all but it’s a new stage in life. It’s thrilling. It’s exciting. It’s…. god damn terrifying! Jeez, you’re right.” 
 
      
 
    Amy raised an eyebrow and muttered an “mhm. Told ya.” 
 
      
 
    “Look, elephant in the room.” I came out with it. 
 
    “What?” 
 
      
 
    “Well we haven’t really spoken about life after university, have we?”

“Is that not what we’re doing now?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, it is I guess. I’m just going to come out and say it.” 
 
      
 
    Amy waited as I took in a deep breath. 
 
      
 
    “You’re my best friend Amy, I always want to hang out and I’m scared that now college is over, we won’t…you know…see each other as much, if at all.” 
 
      
 
    Amy took on a more serious and disheartened expression. “I’d be lying if I said I hadn’t been thinking the same thing.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh yeah?” 
 
    “Yeah. I’ve never had the connection I have with you before. You make me so happy and…” Amy  couldn’t finish her sentence and began tearing up.  
 
      
 
    “Oh for the love of God babe, you’re going to make me cry too.” I couldn’t hold back my own waterworks. We hugged passionately as I felt her head press warmly against my should. There was something that I didn’t fully understand at the time. A spark, a light, a connection. It was a deep feeling that passed the boundaries of mere friendship.  
 
      
 
    After the moment of soppiness passed and the tears had been wiped dry, I tried to lighten the mood. I asked her, “so Amy, a lot of cute guys here tonight. You fancy talking to them.” 
 
      
 
    Amy’s response was telling of something which I only found out later. She shrugged and said, “no, not tonight. Not in the mood.” 
 
    “Oh okay, you sure?” 
 
      
 
    Amy replied, “yes.” I’d never seen her so deeply uncomfortable. I assumed she was still upset about our previous conversation but in reality, I was being naive.  
 
    
“Is everything alright?” I asked to be sure. 
 
      
 
    “Everything’s just dandy” she answered.  
 
      
 
    I was about to speak but she interrupted, “well…it’s just…” 
 
    “Yeah..?” I made the presumption that there would be more. 
 
      
 
    “Never mind.” She said bluntly anticlimactically. 
 
      
 
    “Come on Amy, please tell me. Is it something I said?”  
 
      
 
    “Seriously Dani, forget about it.”  
 
    
So I let it go. An awkwardness emerged and I really had nothing to say. I truly do despise those moments in life where you want to come out with words but no words come to mind. Just like when someone asks you what your favourite song is and in that moment, you forget every single song you’ve ever heard.  
 
      
 
    Thank goodness Amy found some material to speak about as she said, “so going back to what we were talking about earlier about missing each other and not being able to spend much time with each other once all this is said and done and we move on with our lives.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, what about it?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “Well… what are your plans?”  
 
      
 
    “I think I’m going to try and find a job in the city. What about you?”

Amy responded, “I was thinking about moving back to Ohio with my family for a while. I kind of miss my dogs and my siblings. But at the same time, a lot is holding me back.” 
 
      
 
    I thought for a second. “What’s holding you back? Don’t you miss your parents too?”  
 
      
 
    “Well that’s just the thing. They’re precisely what I don’t miss!” 
 
      
 
    She seemed genuinely distraught of a sudden and I was concerned. 
 
    “Amy. Honey, you’ve never brought this up.” I compassionately added. 
 
      
 
    She sighed with slight annoyance. “Yeah.” She huffed. “Well it’s not exactly a nice topic to bring up.” 
 
      
 
    I placed my hand on her lap. “You know you can tell me anything, right? I’m always going to be here for you.” 
 
      
 
    I had of course seen Amy upset before but this time was different. She was really cold towards me and I’d not seen her reject my affection before. I sensed the tone and tried to back off. 
 
      
 
    She said, “I suppose it’s just not something I like to talk about. Can we just drop it?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes. Yes of course. But…” 
 
    “But what?” She snapped. 
 
      
 
    I moved in closer to look into her eyes as if to assure her that it was me, her best friend that she was talking to. I was under the impression that she was lobbying resentful feelings onto me and all I wanted to do was make her feel comfortable. Her beautiful eyes were watering up and slightly bloodshot. 
 
      
 
    “Amy, you never answered my question. What are you going to do?” 
 
    She finished her drink in one quick motion as if to inebriate herself as much as possible to numb whatever repressed feelings lurked beneath the surface of her regard.  
 
      
 
    “I’m going to stay. I can’t be dealing with any crap right now. It’ll destroy my mental health.” 
 
    “Stay?” I was confused. “Here in the city?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, here in the city. Why is that so surprising?”  
 
      
 
    “I mean I knew there was a chance you wouldn’t be going back home home but I figured that you being you, you’d want to fly your wings elsewhere.” I said. 
 
      
 
    “Well I sure as hell wanted to but I like the city.” Amy tapped her empty glass on the countertop. This gained the attention of the bartender. 
 
      
 
    He approached, “you ladies want something else?” 
 
      
 
    Amy looked at me as if to seek my permission. 
 
      
 
    “Go for it. If you want something else” I told her. 
 
      
 
    Amy raised an eyebrow, “I’ll only order another if you get something as well. I don’t want to be drinking alone.” 
 
      
 
    I’m not a huge drinker but this conversation sure was deep and I could tell that the alcohol was somewhat going to help Amy relax.  
 
      
 
    “Sure, I’ll have a cranberry daiquiri and she’ll have a…”
  
 
    Amy butted in, “mojito please.” 
 
      
 
    The bartender nodded in acknowledgment of our beverage order.  
 
      
 
    “Right, where were we?” I asked trying to get back on course with our conversation. 
 
      
 
    “I was just telling you that I like the city and since you’ll be staying, it’ll give me another reason to stay.”  
 
      
 
    I smiled at Amy and she cracked a grin. It was better than nothing given the emotionally driven diversion we’d just come from.  
 
      
 
    “Can you afford it?” I asked her. 
 
      
 
    “I’ve managed thus far, have I not?” She said with confidence. 
 
      
 
    “I know that Amy but there are no more grants now that you and I are no longer students.”  
 
      
 
    “Pfft, I don’t need grants. I can cope. Besides, I’m from Cleveland.” She stated proudly. 
 
      
 
    “What in the name of all holiness has being from Cleveland got to do with any of it?” 
 
      
 
    Our drinks arrived. Amy swiped at hers without even looking at the bartender. She looked at me as if I’d asked an absolutely ridiculous question while I quietly thanked the man. 
 
      
 
    “Let me tell you about women from Cleveland. Honey, my mom side hustled for years traveling from Louisiana to California. She had four children as a single mother and is still alive today. It’s in my blood.”  
 
    Amy took a big gulp of her mojito, downing a quarter of it rather impressively before saying, “as long as I know where I want to be, I’ll be there.” 
 
      
 
    I answered her, “you sure as hell have a good attitude for it girl, I’ll tell you that much.” 
 
    Being best friends, Amy knew I was skeptical and worried about her well-being. While I was gazing down at the ruby red crystals formed by the low lighting hitting the surface of my drink, she took my hand. 
 
      
 
    “Dani, really I’ll be okay. I’ll do my best to get a job in whatever I can then I’ll save for a few years.” 
 
      
 
    “I just wish you knew how much you’re worth Amy.” 
 
      
 
    “How much I’m worth?” She pondered. 
 
    “Yeah, you put yourself down so much and sometimes I wonder if you even care about yourself. You act as if it doesn’t matter if you die tomorrow. I want you to care about your future. You deserve to give that to yourself. I know you’ve fallen on some hard times when you were younger. But look at you now girl! You’re twenty-two years old and have a college degree from NYU no less. I know they say that reaching for the stars is cliche and all… but god damn…reach for the stars!”  
 
      
 
    “I was raised that way. We didn’t have much when I was a kid. Sometimes I can’t even believe I’ve made it this far.”

“Then push to get further.” 
 
      
 
    “Eh.” She said without much enthusiasm. 
 
      
 
    “No, not ‘eh’ Amy. I give too much of a damn about you to watch you fail now.” 
 
      
 
    We both giggled at the semi-serious tone the conversation adopted.  
 
      
 
    I jokingly came out with, “don’t make me mother you now! I’ll have to move in with you and watch your every move. Make sure you stay in line.”  
 
      
 
    Amy chuckled and then looked upwards in thought. 
 
      
 
    “Haha what?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “Why don’t we?”  
 
      
 
    “Why don’t we what?” 
 
      
 
    “Move in together!” Amy exclaimed. 
 
      
 
    “What?!” I said with more bewilderment in my voice than anything else. 
 
    
“We’re both going to live in the city right?” She said. 
 
      
 
    “Go on…” 
 
      
 
    “…and we both need to make ends meet. We like each other, we’re best friends, it only makes sense, doesn’t it?” 
 
      
 
    “The idea hadn’t even crossed my mind.” 
 
      
 
    In that moment, I couldn’t think of a single flaw with that plan. 
 
      
 
    I downed my drink and screamed, “oh my god, let’s do it!”  
 
    We hugged each other excited. I was ecstatic because I wasn’t going to lose my bestie and more than that, we were going to be roommates. 
 
      
 
    “I hope you don’t mind guitars.” She teased. 
 
      
 
    “Why? How many have you got?” I inquired. 
 
      
 
    “Seven!”  
 
      
 
    “Rock on girl. They’ll give our apartment a much more lively vibe anyway.” 
 
      
 
    The night came to an end and we agreed that from the following day, we’d start looking for apartments which were affordable and reasonably priced so that we could rent it. I had two more weeks in my student housing and Amy had three. Ideally, we’d find a place to move into as soon as possible. I was so thrilled and the prospect of living with my best friend was verily electrifying. 
 
      
 
    ———————————————————— 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ROOMMATES 
 
      
 
    The next day, Amy came round to my small overpriced city student flat. I had been living there since second year and I was honestly more than pleased to at last be able to move out. We shortlisted some affordable places and made a clear note of them. After a week and a half of visiting apartments, we came across the ideal one. It was a two bedroom located at Saint Nicholas Avenue, New York City.  
 
      
 
    When we first visited it, we both had the same reaction. We couldn’t believe that it was in our price range. It was magnificent and had everything we could want as a young duo of best friends starting out in the real scary world of true independence. After dabbling in legalities, the place was ours to rent and two weeks later, we moved it. 
 
    We made our respective selection of bedrooms and settled in. It took us three days to get moved in. What’s funny is that moving Amy’s guitars in took the longest amount of time. When they were bunched in her bedroom, it was evident that there wasn’t any space left to move around in. It was literally her bed, her closet and her guitars. The wooden floors were no longer visible. 
 
      
 
    “Dani?” Amy called me on the first day from her room. I was sat out in the main living area facing the kitchen. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah?” I called out in response. 
 
      
 
    Amy came out to meet me looking nervous. I knew her well enough by that point to know there was a question that was to follow. 
 
      
 
    “I was thinking, would it be alright with you if I put some of my guitars here near the TV.” 
 
      
 
    I thought for a second but she tried to sell her proposition well. “Think about it, it could make for great decoration.” She exclaimed. 
 
      
 
    “Oh fine then! It’s not like I have a choice is it?” I teased. 
 
    
“What’s that supposed to mean?” She nudged me playfully.  
 
      
 
    “You always have to win.”  
 
      
 
    She gasped in joking horror, “I so do not!” 
 
      
 
    I walked away heading towards her bedroom, “come on you. Let’s move these babies.” 
 
      
 
    Amy followed. 
 
    “Which ones?” I asked pointing at the guitars. 
 
    
Amy picked out two of them. One was a candy apple red Fender stratocaster and the other was a vintage 1970s Ibanez in a beautiful hot yellow. 
 
      
 
    “These.” She said. 
 
      
 
    “Are you kidding me?”  
 
      
 
    Amy didn’t understand what I was suggesting. 
 
      
 
    “You seem to have a problem with these guitars. What’s wrong with them?” She asked. 
 
      
 
    “Nothing is wrong with them…on their own. But red and yellow don’t go together.” I made my case. 
 
      
 
    “That’s your concern? They’re guitars Dani.”  
 
      
 
    “I know I know but we’ve got to have some standards Amy.” 
 
      
 
    “Standards?! Dani, this place on its own is the highest standard we would ever be able to find. The guitars will add to it.” She shouted bewildered. 
 
      
 
    I hugged her from behind, “yes boss.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh come on now don’t be like that.”

“Like what?” I asked as she brought her hands over mine which were around her waist. 
 
      
 
    “Now I’m the b*tch for having to have it my way.” Amy said. 
 
      
 
    “No you’re not, I’m just trying to respect what you want and I agree with what you said.” 
 
      
 
    “…and you’re sure about that?” She needed reassurance. 
 
      
 
    “I’m positive”, I confirmed.  
 
      
 
    We didn’t disagree on much and it turned out the guitars worked really well on the wall. One on each side of the television. My room was far less animated than Amy’s. The primary difference between our rooms was that she didn’t have a desk in hers. I did, but then again, I’m the writer and she is the musician. It made more sense that way and we came to such a mutual agreement when we moved in. 
 
      
 
    Now that we had been settled for three days, it was time to work out how we would actually afford this place. Making real money for the first time was such a discomforting idea - it’s never an easy endeavour.  
 
      
 
    Amy had the same fears on her mind and it was actually her who brought it up. It was nine o’clock in the morning on a Tuesday when she got out of the shower and came into the kitchen where I was having coffee. A side-note about Amy is an observation that only one who has spent prolonged periods of time with her can make. She looks better without makeup and straightened hair. It’s such a pity when I encounter girls like her. The kind who never realise their true natural beauty. But Lord knows that I saw it. By ‘Lord’ I mean the goddess of sex and beauty because she was simply hot. I was still puzzled at the time about how she never took an interest to relationships and men. Again, my naivety playing the focal role in that situation. 
 
      
 
    As she entered, her wet hair, bare face and shining complexion made for a gorgeous roommate indeed. I didn’t have much time to look at her though.   
 
      
 
    “Dani, I wanted to talk about our living situation.” She said, which caught me off guard. 
 
      
 
    “You’re not kicking me out already are you?” I teased. 
 
    
“Hey, I’m being serious!” She half-jokingly said in a playful tone. 
 
    
“You’re right, you’re right.” I composed myself. 
 
      
 
    She continued, “now that we’re kitted up here, we should talk about making rent and our plans. I spoke to my uncle over the phone last night and he said that there’s an opening in his New York office so I’m going to take it!” 
 
      
 
    “Well that’s amazing Amy!” I got out of my chair to hug her.  
 
      
 
    “What’s the job?” I enquired. 
 
      
 
    “It’s a junior intern position at a vegan food company but it does pay really well for someone just starting out and it’ll give me the chance to afford my half of the rent as well as gaining experience.” Amy said, delighted. 
 
      
 
    “I’m so happy for you!” I said with a tiny bit of envy. I wish I had those sorts of connections. 
 
      
 
    “I guess my question is: what are your plans?” She interrogated. 
 
      
 
    I began to answer, “well…” 
 
    
However, Amy interceded. “Look I’m not trying to pressurise you but obviously it’s best to have this conversation now so that no unexpected incidents come up later in the month.  
 
    “As you know, I’m working on a novel right now and I get some income from previously published books. It doesn’t quite cover the rent but I do have a bit of savings for the next couple of months. In that time, I will look for a job and try to get any part time work I can as well.” 
 
      
 
    “Awesome. Dani, I hate to have these conversations because…” Amy was nervous. 
 
      
 
    “Hey. Hey. I get it!” I reassured her as it seemed as though she was very uncomfortable talking about money. I don’t blame her. When you’re such good friends with someone, it’s hell for things such as finance to come in between such a bond. Nonetheless, this is the real world and these aspects of life do need to be talked about, no matter how reluctant one is to bring them up in conversation.  
 
      
 
    “Since I don’t start until next week, why don’t we go out. It’s a lovely day and we could go to the park and then maybe have a meal somewhere.” 
 
      
 
    I smiled, “that sounds amazing.” 
 
      
 
    We left the apartment and with a cocktail of liberation, happiness and shaking uncertainty, we tried to enjoy the day. The park was the first stop on our promenade. There was one free bench which we took. We sat close to each other and faced a massive fountain where pigeons were seeking out  food. Amy put her bag down.  
 
      
 
    No words were exchanged for a few seconds. Instead, we took in the somewhat fresh New York air and pensively gazed without much purpose. I still had the curiosity about Amy’s romantic life. All of my other friends and most girls our age talk about relationships, sex and the whole scope of love life. 
 
      
 
    “Amy?” 
 
      
 
    “Mm?” She answered blissfully.  
 
      
 
    “Have you ever been in love?” 
 
      
 
    “Hah. That’s quite a random question.” She said.
  
 
    “I suppose I’m just curious. I’ve known you for a couple of years now and I’m interested in what you’ve experienced in life, that’s all.” I reasoned. 
 
      
 
    “It’s a fair question. The answer is: yes, I have been in love.” 
 
    She was still staring out in front but I faced her. I did not want a repeat of what happened at the bar so I was very cautious with my wording as I would hate to overstep. 
 
    “May I ask about it?”  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, depends what you want to know.” She asserted. 
 
    
“Tell me anything. I’d love to hear about it. Who was he?” 
 
      
 
    In retrospect, it was the word ‘he’ that caused her to look at me in an unexpected way. At the time, I had no idea what I’d said wrong. Still, Amy didn’t correct me but I should have known something was up when she proceeded to use gender non-specific pronouns.  
 
      
 
    “Well…they were really sweet. We actually sort of grew up together.” She started. 
 
    
“Sort of?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “Yes. We weren’t related or anything but we spent a lot of time together growing up. In the playgrounds, at school and so on. It lasted ages. In high school, we were really really close. I’d say probably as close as you and I… maybe even closer. That sparked a romantic love for one another and I was the first to tell them. They said it back but we hid our love from our families. When they eventually found out, their parents sent them away to finish high school somewhere in Iowa where they had relatives. We’d write and then text but our love slipped away. It broke my heart.” 
 
      
 
    Amy was deep in thought and I felt really bad about hearing what she’d just told me.  
 
      
 
    “Damn girl, that’s heavy. I’m really sorry.” I sympathised. 
 
      
 
    She sighed really deeply and looked back at the fountain, “yeah…what can you do?”
  
 
    I asked, “this person…do you still love them?” 
 
      
 
    “No, at least not in the way I used to. I love them as a sibling or as close friend. I mean, they were all I really had growing up and they were taken from me so soon.”

“They?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “The person.” She said. 
 
      
 
    I assumed in a silly way that she was just trying to maintain the person’s privacy. Amy being gay hadn’t yet crossed my mind. 
 
      
 
    “Well I’m sure that he thinks about you all the time, Amy.”  
 
      
 
    “I sure hope so. Maybe I’ll see them again one day but to be honest, I don’t really care now."

“You don’t?” I uttered softly. 
 
      
 
    “No. Life has to move on doesn’t it. Besides, look at me now. I’ve got an incredible roommate, I’m in the big city and should be making some money. I can’t complain.” Amy’s tone changed as she said this and a wonderful smile emerged on her gorgeous face. 
 
      
 
    I wrapped my arm around her and she leaned in for a brief cuddle. She then sat back up and asked, “okay okay, now you.” 
 
      
 
    “Me?” I giggled. 
 
      
 
    “Damn right. I told you my story, now it’s your turn. Have you ever been in love?”  
 
      
 
    I grinned. 
 
      
 
    She immediately teased me, “ooo you have! You have! Tell me.” 
 
      
 
    “Alright but my story sucks compared to yours so don’t judge.” 
 
      
 
    “It’s me honey, I’d never judge you…well maybe sometimes.” She laughed. 
 
      
 
    I began telling her my story. “Mine was also in high school. I met this charming guy. I didn’t have any kind of deep connection which dated back to our childhoods or anything but I did fall pretty hard for him. He did too. He ended up breaking up with me in our senior year.” 
 
      
 
    “Why?” Amy asked. 
 
      
 
    “I think he was cheating on me with this other girl called Mary Bennet.”  
 
      
 
    “Ugh, guys are the absolute worst. I swear it’s best to stay away sometimes.” 
 
      
 
    “Not all guys, Amy.” I defended cheekily. 
 
      
 
    “No?” She said, expecting more of a justification for my imposition. 
 
      
 
    “No. I’ve been with a few really nice boys and it just didn’t work out.”

“You’re right, I shouldn’t generalise. I guess my experiences haven’t been as pleasant. You probably have more romantic endeavours than I do.” She stated. 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t think of what else to add so I moved on. 
 
    “So these days…what are you looking for?” I blurted out, attempting to change the subject slightly only to realise that I was just taking a different branch of the same tree.  
 
      
 
    “You mean romantically?” Amy asked requiring specification.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
      
 
    “Oof!” Amy let out a massive sigh which was followed by a chuckle.

“What?” I laughed. 
 
      
 
    “That’s an intense question.” Amy said.

“I’m sorry. I just want to know if I should expect a hoard of guys coming in and out of our apartment every night and then again the following morning.” I teased. 
 
      
 
    “Believe me, that will not be happening.” Amy was sure. 
 
      
 
    “It won’t?”

“Nope. Not for me. I think I’ll… take it easy in that regard. At least for a while.” Amy calmly said.  
 
    She was very still as if in deep thought. At that moment, I heard Amy’s phone ring.  
 
      
 
    “Ah shoot, do you mind if I get this? I’ll be just a moment Dani.” 
 
      
 
    “It’s all you.” I smiled. 
 
      
 
    “Hello?” Amy answered her phone. 
 
    Amy got up and picked her jeans up a bit. I admired her as she walked a few meters away to speak. Her beautiful natural hair flowed in the subtle wind and the grace of her pose stunned me. She was dressed so casually and yet, the silhouette of a goddess was before me. Even heaven would be jealous of such a glorious angel. As silly and sappy as it sounds, I missed her already. She was just here a second ago, we were roommates and yet, I still missed her! 
 
      
 
    Before long, she returned and while she fiddled around on her phone, she talked to me, “sorry, sorry.” 
 
      
 
    “Everything alright?” I asked, afraid that it wasn’t my place to query of anything else that might be perceived as too forward or imposing on her privacy. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, everything’s fine. That was one of my close friends Carmen. She’s having a party at her new apartment tonight. I literally haven’t spoken to her in so long!” Amy said with pure excitement. 
 
      
 
    “Cool! Sounds like you’ll have a good time.” 
 
      
 
    “Don’t you mean we?” Amy said, demonstrating yet again more enthusiasm.  
 
      
 
    “We?” I was confused. 
 
    “I told Carmen about you and how we live together and she invited you to come along. It’ll be fun!” 
 
      
 
    “Oh I don’t know if…” I started to say. 
 
      
 
    “Come on Dani! You never want to party! Time to let your hair down. This might be the last chance we really get before we start our jobs.” Amy said. 
 
    “You really want me there?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “Of course…but I don’t want Dani to be a grumpy grumpess.” Amy said in a silly voice to provoke some joy into my admittedly dull facial expression. 
 
      
 
    I laughed, “okay, I’ll come, I’ll come.”

“Yay! Woohoo! Roommates out on the town.” 
 
    
“We don’t have to dress up do we?” I asked. 
 
    “Pfft nah! I never do. Carmen is casual too so we can just go as we are. All that really matters is the music, the drinks and having a good time.” 
 
      
 
    Amy could tell I was a bit unnerved. 
 
    
“Look, it’ll go really well and you get to meet some of my closest friends.”  
 
    “You mean to say that I’m not your closest friend?” I gasped in a hyperbolic fashion to joke around with her.   
 
      
 
    Amy stuck her tongue out before saying, “you are but you know what I meant.”  
 
      
 
    I was grouchy and shrugged like a little kid to play along with this weird humorous role-play we had somehow come up with. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t give me that!” She said. 
 
    Tickling me, she laughed and shouted, “cut it out silly! You’re my favourite!”  
 
      
 
    We both regained normal composure and behaviour and Amy sat down next to me as we originally were positioned.  
 
      
 
    “What time do we have to be there?” I asked. 
 
    “Probably around six.” Amy answered. 
 
      
 
    “We have time then! Do you want to get a slice?”  
 
      
 
    “God, yes please! I’d kill for a slice right now.” 
 
      
 
    “Is there ever a time that you wouldn’t kill for a slice?” 
 
      
 
    “Hmm…now that you ask me, I’d have to say…no.” 
 
      
 
    “Sounds about right.” I teasingly responded. 
 
    The rest of day went fairly rapidly. After lunch, we wandered around some shops, aimlessly. Joking and laughing, I bonded so deeply with my new roommate. I really loved Amy and she taught me a kind of friendship that I never thought was really possible. In a bizarre way, it reminded me of the connection I had with my ex boyfriend before we became an item. Looking back over our story, I must admit one thing. That afternoon was the first time I began to realise my feelings for Amy were not typical for two girls claiming to just be friends. 
 
      
 
    In my head, I remember trying to justify it by telling myself that we were just really close or that we were best friends. However, best friends are meant to be like sisters, right? I didn’t perceive Amy as a sister at all. Not in the slightest.  Best friends are still ultimately ‘friends’. Friendship has boundaries and yet, every second spent in Amy’s company made me want to break down every single boundary so I could get to her heart. As an alternative, I tried to convince myself that Amy was like family. But at the end of the day, family is family: stoic in nature and relational.  
 
      
 
    How was I meant to even begin to search myself when I’d never known anything like this? Even as we went home to prepare for the party, I found myself caught in a mental dilemma. My head was pounding like a black puck and my heart was screaming out the words, “I DON’T KNOW”. 
 
    One thing I did know was that somewhere along the way, Amy got under my skin. My feelings for her ran deep. There was love there but it was not romance. At least, I didn’t think it was back then. My heart and head were engaged in a raging battle. Like a bag of skittles, every color of emotion poured out and I was tasting a painful dichotomy.   
 
      
 
    With something that was so new, it seemed like I was subconsciously trying to push it away. Essentially, I was trying to categorise the relationship of Amy and Dani in a comprehensive  manner. Pushing her into a friendship box that she didn’t belong in.  
 
      
 
    If it were a romantic attraction, it would have been so much simpler but I wasn’t sexually attracted to Amy, I thought. She was a friend but on a profound level. I didn’t want to be were her as such but I didn’t only want to be friends. I wished there was something between best friends and romance.  
 
      
 
    As with every emotional struggle that I had been exposed to before, I pushed it to the back of my mind. I blamed myself for overthinking everything because ‘we were friends and this is how friends show affection.’ Indoctrinating myself like a Pavlovian dog, I memorised this sentence until it became part of my innermost psyche. At the time, I also assured myself that Amy had no strange feelings towards me and that she would be put off by me if she even knew what was going on in the muddled waters of my brain. We were friends. Nothing more and nothing less. I was happy to accept that. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PARTIES LIKE THESE 
 
      
 
    “You ready Dani?” Amy shouted at me from her bedroom at 5:37 pm. 
 
      
 
    “Yep!” I replied from the kitchen. I was wearing the identical clothes from earlier that same day but I did put on a bit of mascara and eyeliner. I usually also wear a light layer of foundation but being atrocious at not making it look cake-y, I skipped it and went for simplicity.  
 
      
 
    As Amy came out of her room, I noticed that she had put a fair bit more effort into her look. She had straightened her hair and went for dramatic but foxy makeup. Dark grey eyeshadow and a purple shirt. She changed her jeans as well. These ones were black with intentional rips.  
 
      
 
    “How the hell do you own your look so well?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “Aww so sweet of you to say!” Amy politely replied with appreciation. 

“I mean it honey. I wish I had a style, you know?” 
 
      
 
    “You have a style!” Amy responded trying to be supportive. 
 
    
“Oh please. I just throw on whatever but you on the other hand- you’ve got this awesome iconic thing going on. It’s just you. I’d kill to be iconic!” I said. 
 
      
 
    “What kind of thing have I got?” Amy laughed. 
 
      
 
    “It’s like emo but more recent.” 
 
      
 
    “Hey! Emo never died man!” She teased. 
 
    I laughed along with her. 

“Come on, we should get going.” Amy stated while walking past me to pour herself some water in a hurry. 
 
      
 
    “Where is Carmen’s place anyway?” 
 
      
 
    I waited for Amy to finish her drink and putting it down, she told me.

“Oh okay! Not too far. We’ll get a cab. Do you have any cash? I think I’m out.” I said. 
 
      
 
    Amy ruffled through her back pockets. “I have a ten.” 
 
      
 
    “That’ll cover it, won’t it?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, you’d hope. It’s only seven minutes according to my phone.” 
 
      
 
    “Seven minutes? You kidding me? Why don’t we walk?” I suggested. 
 
      
 
    “Not gonna happen girlfriend.” Amy made clear.  
 
      
 
    I grinned, taking the hint and said, “alright, let’s head out now then. You got the keys?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, but bring yours just in case.” She said. 
 
      
 
    “In case of what?” 
 
      
 
    “You never know Dani. Just please take them with you. This place is new and sometimes we misplace things.”  
 
      
 
    “I think you’ve misplaced your head.” I joked grabbing the keys.  
 
    In direct retort to my snide remark, Amy shoved me and then hugged me as recompense. Our banter was second to none. That’s what made being roommates twice as fun. 
 
      
 
    We arrived at Carmen’s. Amy buzzed and someone (presumably Carmen herself) let us in. We starting walking up the stairs. Her apartment was on the third floor. 
 
      
 
    “I swear, every apartment in the area looks identical from the outside.” I noticed. 
 
      
 
    “You won’t be saying that once we’re inside.” Amy said.  
 
      
 
    “I won’t?”  
 
      
 
    “No, believe me. Carmen’s place is huge. It was a gift from her parents when she graduated.”

“Lucky her. She has rich parents.”
  
 
    “Yeah, but she isn’t arrogant about it. You’ll love her.” Amy said. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t think I’ve ever heard of this girl, was she at our school?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “No, she went to Arizona State but she’s from Queen’s originally. She’s only just got back to New York and she’s always wanted to live in the city.” 
 
      
 
    “So how do you know her?” 
 
      
 
    “We met through a mutual friend and only met in person once or twice. She came to the city when I was a freshman. We stayed in touch through social media and used to talk all the time over Skype.” 
 
      
 
    “I see!”  
 
      
 
    Lo and behold, we made it and Amy knocked on the door. I was ultra nervous at that moment. As Amy so delicately reminded me earlier, I rarely party and it’s made even more scary when you know nobody there.  
 
      
 
    “You excited?” Amy asked but I couldn’t answer because Carmen answered the door almost as the breath escaped my lips. 
 
      
 
    “AMY!” Exclaimed the girl.  
 
      
 
    “Oh my gosh, hi!” Amy hugged her. 
 
      
 
    Carmen was a very tall girl and extremely pretty. As the door opened, a gush of loud stereotypical party music was let out.  
 
      
 
    I wanted to tell Amy how nervous I was but didn’t want her worrying about me. The last thing I wanted to do was spoil her fun. This was about her and her friends. I was just tagging along really. 
 
      
 
    “How have you been?” Carmen asked Amy. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll be honest. Really, really great!” Amy answered with keenness.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah?” Carmen reacted, almost with a hint of surprise as if she wasn’t expecting that response.  
 
      
 
    “Absolutely” Amy carried on. “I have a wonderful apartment with my best friend.” 
 
      
 
    When Amy said this, she turned with her hand out to present me to her friend.  
 
      
 
    “Carmen, I’d like you to meet the girl I’ve been telling you about. This is Daniella.” 
 
    “Well it’s certainly a pleasure to you Daniella.” Carmen shook my hand. 
 
    “Nice to meet you too and thanks so much for inviting me. You really didn’t have to!” I replied trying my best to be humble.  
 
      
 
    “Nonsense. After all Amy has told me about you, how could I not invite you. Anyways, what are you two ladies still doing out here? Come in, come in!” Carmen insisted.  
 
      
 
    She seemed like such a pleasant girl. As Amy and I walked into her massive apartment, I tugged on Amy’s sleeve. She turned to face me. 
 
      
 
    “You okay babe?” She asked.  
 
    
“Yeah” I replied with a grin.  
 
      
 
    This stopped Amy in her tracks. 
 
      
 
    “Let me get you guys a drink. What are you having?” Carmen interceded as she was in front of us. 
 
    “Oh umm. I’ll just have a beer please.” Amy said.

“How about you Daniella?”
  
 
    “Same for me.” I replied. 
 
      
 
    Carmen walked off into the kitchen and as she did, a few people distracted her so I assumed that we’d be waiting a little bit for our drinks.  
 
    
“What is it then?” Amy interrogated. 
 
    
“Hmm?” I said unsuspectingly.  
 
      
 
    “You pulled on my sleeve just now?” 
 
    
“Oh yeah! Right! Carmen just said twice that you’d been telling her all about me?” I said, well and truly pleased. 
 
      
 
    Amy blushed. “You may have come up.”  
 
      
 
    I gently pinched her cheek because of how adorable she was being. I didn’t think much more of it but I was absolutely privileged to have been spoken about in a positive light by my bestie. 
 
      
 
    We walked further into the apartment where there were about twenty other people. Some were clumped into groups of two or three while others were drinking in random locations. The latter were most likely getting very tipsy. 

“Do you know any of these other people?” I asked Amy. 
 
      
 
    “I think I might know one or two.” She said scanning the room for familiar faces. One did prop up. A girl called Sam, and the two started chatting away. I kind of just stood there. After a few seconds, Carmen returned with two bottled beers that had just been cracked open. I had no intention of drinking a lot and I wasn’t sure about Amy’s intentions.  
 
      
 
    When Carmen departed, Sam joined her. 

“I’m so sorry about that darling.” Amy said to me, stroking my arm.  
 
      
 
    “For what?” I asked.  
 
      
 
    “I’ve been ignoring you like an idiot and talking to everyone else.” 
 
      
 
    “Don’t fret! This is your thing, you talk to anyone you want.” 
 
    
“I don’t want you to feel as though you’re missing out!” 
 
    “I’m not!” I said, but Amy wasn’t accepting of that answer and in that moment, she called to someone who was standing next to Carmen’s TV.  
 
      
 
    “Jacob!” She yelled.  
 
      
 
    The young guy looked over at us, “Amy! Hi!” 
 
      
 
    He walked over. This dude was pretty handsome by my standards and he had a big smile. I assumed Amy was quite tight with him.  
 
      
 
    “I want you to meet my friend and roommate Dani.” She said. 
 
      
 
    I went in for a hug while he had his hand out. Great  first impression. We quickly moved past it though and began talking.  
 
      
 
    “You two get to know each other.” Amy said with a wink.  
 
    
I appreciated what she had just done for me but in a way, I didn’t like it. I had grievances with the fact that she had left me with a stranger. My anger wasn’t caused by this seemingly very friendly fella but rather, the reality that Amy had left. It was a combination of jealousy and need. I really wanted her to stay with me. I knew she had all these other friends but I wished I could be by her side.  
 
      
 
    Subconsciously, one of the primary reasons that I tagged along was to get to know the other sides to Amy’s personality and past. I was looking forward to learning about her from the perspectives of other people that knew her, even if it was several years ago.  
 
      
 
    Yet there I found myself with a guy who was a hundred times more interested in talking to me than I was with him. Nevertheless, I wanted to be polite so I stood there and listened to him. While I tried my very hardest to fully engage myself in the conversation, my heart wasn’t in it. Instead, I caught myself eye-balling around the room to check where Amy was every few minutes. She was my only friend and the only girl I knew at that party. In doing this, I noticed that Amy was drinking progressively more and more. In turn, her personality was increasingly outgoing too. She was already on her third beer! I was happy she was having fun but I wished that it was with me instead.  
 
      
 
    These thoughts seemed awful to me at the time. I didn’t want to be that clingy friend but can you really stop yourself from feeling how you feel? Is there a remedy? I abstained from these thoughts by focusing on Jacob but then another realisation came to mind. I could only recall three occasions in my head of times where I had a drink with Amy. We had spent so much together doing all kinds of nonsense but drinking wasn’t really ever involved  - unless it was a special occasion. I’ve never been a big drinker myself but I never explicitly asked Amy if she was. I figured that maybe she was being considerate because she knowingly had always been aware of my alcohol habits, or lack thereof.  
 
      
 
    “You ok?” Reality set back in as Jacob looked at me concerned.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah sorry.” I replied. 
 
    “So you and Amy are living together? How is that going?” He asked with an inviting smile. 
 
      
 
    “I couldn’t ask for a better roommate.” 
 
      
 
    “Aww you guys are so cute together. She is crazy about you, you know.” He spilled. 
 
      
 
    “She is?” I asked. 
 
    
He suddenly had a look of embarrassment on his face as if my reaction should have been unreservedly different. Stupefaction was not what he expected from me and yet, that’s what he got.  
 
      
 
    “Uh.. well I thought… that you guys are pretty close?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah she’s my best friend?” I stuttered, confused.  
 
      
 
    “Well look, you seem like such a nice girl and as long as Amy is happy, I’m happy for you two.” 
 
      
 
    “Damn dude, you make it seem like we’re married.” I joked.  
 
      
 
    “No obviously not but I think I made a stupid assumption. Just ignore me.” 
 
      
 
    “What assumption?” I wanted to know more. There was evidently something that I was missing. 
 
      
 
    Once more, Jacob didn’t want to reveal what he intended to say and neutrally posited, “nothing, just know that Amy really likes you and she’s lucky to have you as a friend.” 
 
      
 
    I smiled in response and looked around the room again. Amy was with Carmen and in the middle of a conversation. She moved her hair out of her face and observed that I was staring at her. Her facial expression changed when she looked at me. A look of mesmerisation was followed by a cute twinkly smile. I mouthed “hey” and she did the same back. 
 
      
 
    Carmen took her parole away again and Amy was obliged to engage in the conversation. 
 
      
 
    “So how do you know Amy?” I asked Jacob. 
 
      
 
    “We’ve been friends for a couple of years. I was Carmen’s friend before though. She’s the one who introduced me to Amy when I reconnected with Carmen when I started college.”  
 
      
 
    “You two fell out?” 
 
      
 
    “I’ve actually known Carmen since grade school but there was about five years where I didn’t hear a single breath from her. It came as a surprise to me when I saw her again but I’m so happy for her and she’s absolutely stunning, don’t you think?” He said. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah… Carmen is really beautiful. Do you have a crush on her or something?” I asked this because I didn’t really understand the tone of Jacob’s words. It was as if something had happened to Carmen in the time they weren’t talking. 
 
    
“No. She’s just a friend. I actually do have a girlfriend.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh okay, it’s just the way you said that something came as a surprise to you?” I hinted that I needed a bit of an explanation to comprehend him.  
 
      
 
    “Right, you only just met her didn’t you?” He asked. 
 
    I nodded. 
 
      
 
    “Carmen didn’t used to be Carmen, if you know what I mean.”  
 
    “You mean she’s…” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah. Exactly. I’m really ecstatic for her and it’s honestly such a privilege to be back in her life. You have no idea how much happier she is than when we were growing up. She was always in her own head and I was worried about her at one point. But now, she’s this outgoing and wonderful woman. If anyone in this world deserves to be happy, trust me: it’s her.” 
 
      
 
    “You sound like an amazing friend. She’s lucky to have you dude.” I said.  
 
      
 
    “Look, I’m going to go catch up with a few friends if that’s alright with you but hopefully we can talk again later on in the evening?” He said. 
 
    “That’s a plan!” I affirmed. 
 
      
 
    We shook hands and he walked away. By this point, Amy had a hoard of people around her. She was joking around and in a world of her own. I was pleased for her. When she’s happy, I am too. Still, I did feel a bit left out. I could have walked over to her and joined in but I didn’t really feel like it. Alternatively, I ambled over to the staircase in the corner of the living area and sat there. I began playing a few games on my phone.  
 
      
 
    Time passed by and it had now been two hours. I was leaning, almost laying down when Carmen came over to me. 
 
      
 
    “Daniella! Why are you here alone silly?” She asserted. 
 
      
 
    “Oh I just felt a bit tired so I gave myself a time out.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s fine. Well, I don’t know how to say this but  we kind of have a bit of a situation.” She informed me. 
 
      
 
    “What kind of situation?” I responded. 
 
      
 
    “Your roommate is a bit drunk and isn’t feeling too well.” 
 
      
 
    “Uh-oh.” I exclaimed.  
 
      
 
    I panicked because I wasn’t sure what to expect. As aforementioned, I’d never been in such a situation with Amy before. A drunk Amy was not an Amy I had been acquainted with prior to that evening.

I stood up, concerned as any good friend would be, and followed Carmen.  
 
    Lo and behold, by the kitchen entrance, Amy was on the floor giggling to herself and I immediately ran over to her. 
 
    
“What the hell are you doing?” I said both worried and embarrassed.  
 
    
Others were gathered nearby sniggering judgementally. I was bothered by the spectacle of my best friend being a laughing stock.  
 
      
 
    Amy reacted very delayed and she wasn’t really with us. Her eyes wandered aimlessly as her mania continued. Eventually, her eyes met mine and she fixated on me. 

“Dani? There you are! I was looking all over for you.” Amy murmured indistinctly and drunkenly.  
 
      
 
    I ignored this because one of us had to be responsible and I wasn’t prepared to stand idly by as Amy’s dignity was being hammered. I tried lifting her up and I called over to Carmen. She rushed to our attention and helped me to lift Amy. 
 
      
 
    We walked out of the kitchen, carrying her like a corpse. 
 
      
 
    “Where to?” Carmen asked. 
 
      
 
    “How about to the couch?” I suggested. 
 
      
 
    “Not a good idea, Daniella. It’s covered in pee and alcohol.” Carmen said peeking to her side to be sure. She carried on talking, straining from Amy’s weight, “…and I’m pretty darn sure there are empty beer bottles on it too.” 
 
      
 
    “Okay so what do you advise?” I asked. 
 
    “I’ll tell you what. Why don’t we take her to the balcony for some air.” She recommended. 
 
      
 
    I agreed and that’s what we did. The balcony was a lot bigger than it looked from the inside. It was reinvigorating to absorb that beautiful cool night air. Even though we were in the city, when you have been sardined into a room of drunk adults for the better part of three and half hours, anything can be considered a refreshing break.  
 
      
 
    We laid Amy down on a deck lounger which Carmen had. Amy’s eyes began to close. 
 
      
 
    Carmen and I breathed sighs of relief.  
 
      
 
    “I’m so sorry” Carmen said. She lay her hand on my shoulder.  
 
      
 
    I smiled at her and replied, “don’t be.” 
 
    “She’ll be okay” Carmen said. 
  
 
    “I know…thanks so much for helping out.” I answered.  
 
      
 
    “It’s nothing. What do you want to do?” She asked. 
 
      
 
    “Well I think we’ll head back soon but I’ll wait for Amy to sober up a bit and then we’ll take a cab.” 
 
      
 
    Carmen didn’t say anything. We stood there looking at Amy. The voices from inside the apartment began to get louder again as if party-mode had resumed. 
 
      
 
    “You’d better get back to it. You are the hostess at the end of the day.” 
 
      
 
    “Ah! I suppose you’re right.” Carmen affirmed. 
 
      
 
    “You sure you’re going to be okay?” She added. 
 
    “Of course. I’ll sit by her…you know…making sure she’s alright and everything.” I stated while taking a seat on one of the other chairs. 
 
      
 
    “Alright then. If you need anything, just come looking for me.” Carmen whispered in a sympathetic tone. She then left and went back inside, closing the sliding glass door behind her.  
 
      
 
    I was alone with a semi-conscious Amy. 
 
    
“Oh Amy. Amy, Amy, Amy,” I half-jokingly tutted. 
 
      
 
    Amy then moved facing me and slowly opened her eyes. 
 
      
 
    “Amy?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “I’m so…tired…” she said, still inebriated. 
 
      
 
    “We’ll go home soon but you need to sober up a bit.” I calmly asserted. 
 
      
 
    “What time is it?” She said. 
 
    
I didn’t answer. I just stared at the empty city streets before us.  
 
      
 
    Amy’s eyes closed again momentarily before she said, “Dani?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah?” I answered, not really taking her seriously. 
 
      
 
    “I’m scared.” Amy said. 
 
      
 
    This did however catch my attention. There was something about her tone and the way in which she spoke these words that was a stupefaction to me. There was a hint of grievousness behind them. 
 
      
 
    I faced her. “What are you scared of, Amy?” 
 
    “How I feel.” She uttered.  
 
      
 
    “Amy, don’t talk honey. Just rest.” I counselled.  
 
    
Nonetheless, she retaliated with, “no. I’m scared of how I feel.” 
 
      
 
    “How you feel?” I questioned. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah…how I feel about…you.” 
 
      
 
    “About me?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    Amy’s eyes closed again as under her breath came a “mmhm” sound.  
 
      
 
    “Amy?” I awoke her again. I needed to know what she meant. Of course, I knew she wasn’t in a sound state but I knew Amy well enough to know that there was an element of truth behind her words. 
 
      
 
    “What do you mean?” I posited. 
 
    “Dani, I don’t want to be your friend.” She said while laughing. Her laughter turned into sadness within a few seconds. A tear ran down her cheek. I leaned into her and stroked her hair.  
 
      
 
    “Amy, honey, what’s wrong?” 
 
      
 
    “I think I’m…” Amy couldn’t complete the sentence as she began to well up properly this time. More tears rolled down her face, clouding her eyes. I wiped them and comforted her.  
 
      
 
    “You think you’re what sweetie?”  
 
      
 
    “I think I’m falling in love with you.” 
 
      
 
    I was taken aback. Shivers sprung up all over my body and descended again.  
 
      
 
    “What?” I asked. 
 
    Amy looked at me straight in the face and held back any more tears. At this point, her cheeks blushed red and she was warm from the induced fever. She sniffed and retrained anything left in her as her emotional regard spoked a thousand truths. Out of nowhere, she leaned in to try and kiss me.  
 
    I pulled away.  
 
    
“What the hell are you doing?!” I shouted. 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry, I’m sorry.” She said. 
 
      
 
    I was very confused and a little bit offended. I was also brokenhearted. This was my best friend who I perceived as my friend. Knowing that she held romantic feelings for me broke a sort of trust I had with her. I thought we were building on something that was more than family and yet, all along, she was falling in love with me. I just did not know how to react. Yes, in truth, I had previously possessed weird sentiments towards Amy but they were never like this. They weren’t romantic, I thought.  
 
      
 
    I ran inside to find Carmen straight away. The last thing I heard from Amy was “Dani?” 
 
      
 
    Carmen was talking to a friend of hers but I inconsiderately pulled her arm away from the other girl.  
 
    
“What’s going on?” She asked. 
 
      
 
    “I have to ask you something and promise me you’ll tell me the truth?” I said in a frenzy. 
 
      
 
    “Uh. I don’t know what…” Carmen began saying before I insisted.

“Promise me you’ll tell me the truth!” I exploded. 
 
    “I promise, I promise. What is it?” Carmen now matched my level of panic. 
 
      
 
    “Okay. All night, people have been coming up to me and saying really strange things about me and Amy. Everyone is acting like there was something obvious I should know that I don’t know. Well…now I know so I need you to tell me. Is Amy in love with me?” 
 
      
 
    Carmen looked down and started playing with her hair. “Well I mean…” she started. 
 
      
 
    “Is Amy in love with me?” I repeated. 
 
      
 
    Carmen sighed with emotive eyes and nodded, “yeah. She really is.” 
 
    
I nodded without any clear reasoning in my head. 
 
    “Okay”, I exclaimed. 
 
    Carmen rushed back to the friend she was talking to, evidently trying to evade the awkward situation which had just broken out. I walked back outside to where Amy still was and I sat next to her.  
 
      
 
    Amy was awake and was now a little bit more aware of her surroundings. She had sobered up a bit.  
 
      
 
    “Dani?” She said with inflection. 
 
      
 
    “Mhm.” I bluntly answered.  
 
      
 
    “What’s wrong?” She asked, as if nothing had happened. 
 
      
 
    “How do you feel?” I replied without answering her.  
 
      
 
    “I’m a bit better.” 
 
      
 
    “Okay. Good.” I answered. 
 
    “Do you want to go home?” She asked, assuming that it was tiredness that rendered my temper so short. 
 
      
 
    “Sure.” I stood up and Amy also tried getting up. 
 
    
I gave her a hand and as she stood herself upright, she was clearly very dizzy and so I held her hand. 
 
    
“Okay, here we go” I said helping her along by holding her arm. Right in that instance, I had to put aside what had been said in order to focus on getting Amy home.  
 
      
 
    “Are you two leaving?” Carmen said attempting to sound surprised like any good hostess but instead, it came out as if it was inevitable. 
 
      
 
    “I’m afraid so” I exclaimed. 
 
      
 
    A small “hmm” emitted out of Carmen’s mouth. 
 
    As I walked past Carmen to head for the front door, she placed her hand over my shoulder, stopping me in my tracks. With one hand, I pushed my fringe out of my face and looked at Carmen.

“Make sure she’s okay, yeah?” She whispered to me. 
 
      
 
    I didn’t say a single word to Carmen so in lieu of vocalising anything, I just threw a nod her way in acknowledgement. We both knew this couldn’t end well and the awkwardness that ensued was too much to handle. In that moment, it was a case of getting home and whatever would happen the following morning would be dealt with at the time.  
 
      
 
    Once outside, we waited by the street corner. I glanced both ways every few seconds. The dim light from the streetlight above us projected a shadow of a drunk Amy clinging onto me for stability. How ironic the situation.  
 
      
 
    Every few seconds, Amy would murmur something inaudible so I let her ramble. Finally, I flagged down a taxi and after helping Amy in, we were on our way home. 
 
      
 
    Once we arrived at our apartment, the smell of home hit my nose and I was much more at ease. I was even more relieved at the fact that my roommate was safe. 
 
      
 
    “Time for bed Amy.” I said. 
 
      
 
    She was absolutely out of it so I practically carried her to her room. Accidentally stumbling into clothes on the floor and hitting my knee against the bridge of one of her guitars, I eventually found the bedroom light and when I did, lay her down on the bed.  
 
    Like a moth that was seconds away from dying, Amy’s eyes fluttered open a bit before retiring into a deep sleep. 
 
      
 
    I removed her shoes and unhooked her bra so that she wouldn’t be restricted in her sleep. Looking at her precious body but still in emotional shock and turmoil, I took a deep sigh of relief. I was so pleased to be home but was certainly not looking forward to the conversation that would take place the next day. 
 
      
 
    I shut the light of her room and just as my left foot exited the room, I heard her speak. 
 
      
 
    “Dani?” She uttered.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah?” I replied. 
 
    “I’m sorry.” She said. 
 
      
 
    “So am I. Goodnight Amy.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    MAKE OR BREAK 
 
      
 
    The morning light hit my sheets which shone right through to my eyes. I had forgotten to shut my blinds completely the night before and even though they were more or less closed, the morning sun has a way of peeping through the tiniest of gaps.  
 
      
 
    I awoke and my back was killing me. A piece of advice for the future: carrying an adult woman around is not good for your spine. I learned that the hard way, I suppose but hey ho, Amy is my best friend. As I sat up on the edge of my mattress, every event from the night before came rushing back to the forefront of my memory.  
 
      
 
    Decisions had to be made. Do I confront Amy head-on or do I wait for her to bring it up? Alternatively, do I pretend like nothing was said? I was lost and worried. The anxiety of just leaving my room was killing me inside. I knew I couldn’t just put it off. So I chanced it and walked out into the main living area.  
 
      
 
    I jumped in shock because Amy was awake. In fact, she was more than merely awake because she stood there adding sugar to her coffee. She wasn’t hung over or anything and seemed to be functioning without much trouble. To my amazement, she was dressed very smartly and evidently ready to go out. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, good morning honey.” I said. 
 
      
 
    Amy then did something that I have never seen her do or ever anticipated. She glared over at me and in the coldest and most heartless tone let out “hi.” 
 
      
 
    “Um.. everything okay Amy?” I wondered. She was being exceedingly distant towards me and I wasn’t sure why. 
 
    “Yep, all good.” She bluntly stated. 
 
    
“Yeah…good…um…you going out then?” 
 
      
 
    Amy sighed as if it was such a burden to answer me.  
 
      
 
    I repeated the question. 
 
    
“I’m going to see my uncle. He’s briefing me about the job.” Amy said. 
 
      
 
    “What time are you back?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    Amy grabbed her bag and threw it over her shoulder. She looked in the mirror almost making one hundred per cent sure that she wasn’t engaging in the slightest bit of eye contact with me.  
 
      
 
    She finally responded, “I’m not sure.” 
 
    “No?” I asked with an intonation that implied I wanted a bit more explicitness. 
 
      
 
    “No, I’m hanging out with friends tonight so I guess after that.” She posited. 
 
      
 
    With that, she left. No goodbye, nothing. 
 
      
 
    What the hell had just happened? She seemed mad at me as if I had done anything wrong. She was the one that jeopardised our friendship last night and she was the one who got wasted to the point that I had to assist her in getting home. How could she be angry at me? I was dazed and entirely confused. What was I supposed to do? 
 
      
 
    I tried to distract myself by focusing on my writing. I spent two hours drafting a plot for a novel but my mind was beyond distracted. All I wanted was to sit Amy down and engage in a long conversation about the situation. It was at around three o’clock in the afternoon that I gave up on my work. I put my laptop away and headed for the kitchen. This was not the day for laboriously typing character traits or mapping out marketing strategies for my next mediocre piece of literature. Only one thing filled my mind, Amy. 
 
      
 
    I attempted to remain collected and to keep functioning. Therefore, I made myself a sandwich and crawled over to the couch where I found some temporary peace by positioning myself like a tired dog in front of the TV. Hours passed and my head subconsciously counted each one as if it were some sick onerous duty. I wish I could assert that it was like in the movies where time magically flies by  but this was not the case. Not in the slightest as with every minute came every second - each one seemingly longer than the one that preceded it. What a drag - an unsurmountable drag.  
 
    Even now as I recount these events, I cannot for the life of me remember what I watched. Most likely, they were mindless reality shows and a couple of awful rom-coms. The tea I had made a few hours ago to complement my bachelor meal of a cold ham sandwich and a bag of chips was now cold. The sun was beginning to set and as a result, my anxious mind eased a little bit knowing that surely, Amy would be home soon. This was at around five o’clock. In this acknowledgment, my eyes closed during a commercial and I drifted off.  
 
      
 
    SLAM 
 
      
 
    I heard the front door close and I shot up like a firecracker. My hair was a mess and resembled a that of a disadvantaged homeless woman.  
 
      
 
    “Amy?” I said with a croaky throat.  
 
      
 
    Once my vision cleared after a few seconds, I saw Amy’s back for a split second as she rushed into her room evidently avoiding me.  
 
      
 
    Trying to retain my balance and still stupefied from exhaustion and the inevitable post-nap headache that arose within a moment or two, I paced towards her bedroom. By this point, the door was all but closed. I was about the knock but as my fingers curled to form a fist, I just couldn’t bring myself to do it. What good would come from talking to her when she wanted to be left alone and was blatantly ignoring me.  
 
      
 
    Now wasn’t the time, I thought. Cautiously, I wandered back to my spot in front of the TV and sat there. I didn’t know exactly what to expect because in a weird way, I wasn’t sure if I was being a nuisance by simply being in the apartment. 
 
    Was Amy waiting for me to go? I just didn’t know and found myself dumbfounded. Nonetheless, I had my answer ten minutes later when Amy came back out but this time, wearing casual attire. She looked like the Amy I knew so well when we first met only now, she wasn’t a carefree spirit or even prepared to demonstrate a slither of happiness. Instead, she wore an expression of discontent and disgust.  
 
      
 
    “Are you heading out again?” I shouted from across the room. 
 
      
 
    Amy looked up at me as if she hadn’t previously known that I was there. Her astonishment that any sound came out of me at all was indicative of the fact that she expected me to remain completely silent. In fact, the extent of her perturbation was so great that she reacted as if the couch was the one who called out to her.  
 
      
 
    Nevertheless, she half-heartedly answered me with another ice cold “yeah.”  
 
      
 
    “So…where are you headed?” I inquired more. 
 
      
 
    “I’m going out with some friends. I’m pretty sure I told you that this morning.” 
 
      
 
    “Okay, geez you don’t have to be like that.” I replied, fuming.  
 
      
 
    “What’s your problem?” She bit. 
 
      
 
    “My problem?” I stood up before continuing. “Ever since Carmen’s party, you have been nothing but spiteful towards me! What the hell is the matter?” 
 
      
 
    Amy, who was holding her bag now slammed it on the ground. “What do you think the matter is Dani?” She asked sarcastically. 
 
      
 
    I put my arms out to shrug with an eyebrow raised. 
 
    
“The matter is that I completely humiliated myself.” She said. 
 
      
 
    “…and that’s my fault?” I answered in an attempt to follow the logic. 
 
      
 
    Amy was hysterical now and matched my anger. “You shot me down, Dani! You could have been understanding or polite because you know…that’s what friends do!” 
 
      
 
    “For the love of God Amy, I basically carried your drunk ass home!” 
 
      
 
    Amy turned away from me as if to suggest that she was heading out. After a break in speech, she looked at me again with condescending but tired eyes, “Dani, you didn’t have to react the way you did!” 
 
    “Amy I…”  
 
      
 
    “I don’t want to hear it Dani!” She yelled.  
 
      
 
    I tried to explain but she slammed the door behind her as she stormed out.  
 
      
 
    That night was cut short for me. I went straight to bed because my head didn’t know how to handle this high intensity level stress. I shut my eyes but it took me the best part of an hour to finally doze off. I was woken up briefly when I heard Amy come home at midnight. A part of me was relieved. If I’m being one hundred per cent honest, all I cared about was her safety and well being. Amy was all I really thought about night and day. I knew that she was mad at me, but I wasn’t mad at her. I just wanted things to be okay again but I knew deep within me, that we were pretty damn far from okay. 
 
      
 
    I hate upsetting my friends but even when it had happened in the past, I did not think twice about it when things got ugly. Most of the time, one of us moved on. Yet, in that late night moment, I knew that something needed to happen here in this instance. This was Amy and I needed to fix it. I just didn’t know how. 
 
      
 
    The following days and weeks were more or less the same. Amy and I did nothing together anymore. We lived separate lives. We ate at different times, we slept at different times, we never socialised and the sole occasion that obliged us to communicate was on the day that the rent was due. Even that was only for a few minutes. Once her job started, I saw even less of her. I felt like a burden and that’s what I must have been in her eyes. A big ugly mistake. To make matters even worse, I was running out of money at an alarming rate. I needed to find a way to supplement my income if I was to pay my half of the agreement. I job hunted and sent out resumes. I had little luck and every interview ended up being a failed effort. I can say with utmost sincerity that I believe I would have aced those interviews had things been fine between us. I missed Amy, I missed my best friend. I couldn’t cope like this and ever since the incident, I had lost all confidence in myself. I didn’t want to hang out with my other friends - I just wanted Amy back. 
 
    
It really hurt me when I saw Amy having fun with her other friends. People who I didn’t know always showed up at the apartment in disproportionate bursts throughout the week. One Wednesday night was especially difficult. At nine o’clock, Amy came through the door with a couple of her girl friends after presumably having had a drink or two. I was in front of the TV with my pyjamas on. One of the girls pointed at me and nudged Amy.  
 
    “Who’s that?” She asked her.  
 
    
Amy’s response killed me. “Oh. Don’t worry about her, she won’t bother us. She’s just my roommate.” 
 
      
 
    I cried myself to sleep that night. I had become just her roommate. Months ago, I was considered to be her best friend. We were inseparable and now I was just some lodger. Her words made me feel like some inoperable benign cyst that lingered inconveniently despite posing no immediate threat. It was aggravating and in my entire life, no description of myself has ever brought me so low. I had just about had enough. I no longer wanted to be a plague in Amy’s life. I just wanted her to be happy.  
 
      
 
    When daylight broke on Thursday morning, I woke up especially early so I could catch Amy before she left to commence her commute to work. 
 
    I sat on one of the stools in the kitchen and waited patiently, carefully considering the words I would use in what would be the hardest thing I’d ever have to say to someone I cared about so dearly. 
 
      
 
    I heard the hair dryer, and after twenty or so minutes, Amy came out.  
 
      
 
    “You’re up early.” She remarked. Although it was a very brief statement, this was the most she had spoken to me in quite some time. My ears pricked up absorbing as much of Amy’s voice as possible for a brief moment. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I am” I replied with an upward inflection.  
 
      
 
    “Hmm” she dismissed me. 
 
      
 
    “Actually Amy, I’m up early for a reason. Do you mind taking a seat? I kind of have something important to tell you.” 
 
    “Can it wait?” She asked, glancing at me. I knew she had time to talk to me so all she was really doing was attempting to evade the situation and more potently, attempting to ignore me.  
 
      
 
    “No. It can’t actually.” I was firm with my insistence. 
 
      
 
    Amy sighed but sat down in front of me, finally giving in. There was minimal eye contact and I could feel the awkwardness infect my spirit as well as my mind.  
 
      
 
    I cleared my throat in preparation to speak with her.    
 
      
 
    “Amy, I…don’t exactly know where to begin with this but I’m just going to come out and say it.” 
 
      
 
    Amy sat in anticipation. 
 
      
 
    I continued. “Things have been really bad between us and there is no point in kidding ourselves any longer. I know you don’t like me and I also know that at this point, our friendship is effectively over. I’ve made my peace with that.” 
 
      
 
    “Hold up. What do you mean I don’t like you?” Amy disputed. 
 
      
 
    “Well let’s face it. You snub me all the time and ever since Carmen’s party, you’ve been blanking me as if I don’t exist.” I defended. 
 
      
 
    “You think that’s because I don’t like you? At Carmen’s, I explicitly expressed my feelings of adoration and love for you. I humiliated myself. The reason I’ve been acting the way I’ve been is because our friendship is irreparable. How can there be any rectification after what I did? It’s not because I dislike you, it’s the opposite….and because of that, it’s difficult to simply go back.” 
 
      
 
    “Still Amy, you shouldn’t have just ignored me! We could have talked about it and it appears as though I am the only one between us who has been trying.” 
 
      
 
    “So…what do we do now?” She asked.  
 
      
 
    “Actually, that’s kind of where I was going with this. Since we are both in agreement that this is not working anymore, I have been doing some thinking. I’ve come to the conclusion that the best and only solution is if one of us moves out. To that end, I think that person should be me.”  
 
      
 
    “I agree that one of us should move out but you’re in luck because due to some news I received yesterday, you can stay put.” Amy said.  
 
      
 
    She had a rather intense look on her face. 
 
    I was a little dazed and asked, “what are you talking about?” 
 
      
 
    “As it turns out, my uncle has managed to get me a higher paid position all the way over in England. Full accommodation and expenses are paid for.” 
 
      
 
    “England as is New England?” I questioned sillily in a state of shock and hoping that what I thought I knew she meant wouldn’t turn out to be true.  
 
    
Amy lowered her voice and stated, “no Dani. England in the United Kingdom. You know, the other England.” 
 
      
 
    My heart broke. I had spent the last few weeks in a state of denial and depression thinking that the worst had happened to us but just as my heart reached rock bottom, the gates of despair opened wider enabling me to sink even further into the abyss of sadness.  
 
    There was a pause of five seconds in which something happened which had never occurred in the entirety of our friendship. It was a short period of time whereby we both knew exactly what we were thinking. Our eyes locked. I could see tears beginning to form in Amy’s eyes. The guise that she had been putting on to reject me came down for those measly seconds and I saw her heart break too. I saw the Amy I loved and the girl who I called my best friend. She spoke no words but the one ball of liquid truth that eventually escaped her left tear duct screamed a thousand words. One of those being ‘sorry’.  
 
      
 
    I was no better, mind you. I was holding back a river of desperation. My insides were crying ‘don’t leave’ but I knew this is what she had to do. Those broken instances of time mean everything to me. It wasn’t only intense but it was real. What we had been through in the recent weeks and months was not representative of the veritable relationship we shared. The love and compassion that once acted as the motor of our friendship had been concealed behind walls of awkwardness. We had both been focusing on that one completely horrible night while simultaneously neglecting the wonderful connection that we once shared. 
 
      
 
    “Well…congratulations!” I exclaimed. But Amy and I both knew that this was not what I really wanted to say. The counterfeit smile that appeared on my face was a concealment for anxiety and panic.  
 
      
 
    “Thanks. I’m going to be moving out next week.” She said.
  
 
    “That soon?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah. That soon.” Amy sighed. I found bittersweet solace in knowing that she was feeling just as emotional as I was.  
 
      
 
    “Is this really what you want?” I asked. 
 
    
“I think so. I mean it’s always scary moving to a new place but I’ve done it before, right?” Amy said with uncertainty in her voice, a trembling throat and watery eyes. 
 
      
 
    I said nothing and just looked at her. I didn’t have words to suffice. 
 
      
 
    Amy then tried to think positively and mustered up some courage. She waved her hand in front of her face suggestive of a solid attempt to calm herself down and remain composed. “Yeah, you know what? This is going to be really good for me. I need this at this point in my life.” 
 
    I smiled at her again, “I really hope you’ll find everything that you want. You deserve it.” 
 
      
 
    Amy fixed her eyes upon me. As always, a million thoughts and emotions ran through my head at a speed no slower than that of light. Just peering into her eyes made the whole situation so much more arduous. It was devastating to know I’d never look into her eyes again, to never have what we once had. I internally promised myself that I would wait until I was alone to cry but I could not hold the tears any longer. Resilience is a trait that I had demonstrated in times of strife or grave sadness but I had never felt like this. I broke down and almost at the exact same time, she did too. I reached my arms out to hug her and to feel her embrace. She accepted it and hugged me back.  
 
    It had been so damn long since I felt her and was able to smell her. I felt like a puppy who had been out in the cold for days and was now finally able to return to a warm home. Because that’s what Amy had become in my eyes: a home. Someone who I could trust no matter what. A woman who had become my world and filled the fibres of my heart and soul with substance. Good grief, I had missed her like crazy! Unfortunately, the contact between us was an interim for a closure which brought with it the cruel reality that was ahead of us both. 
 
      
 
    This was going to be much harder than I had anticipated.  
 
      
 
    “Okay, well I’m going to go and straighten my hair.” She sighed. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, do you have to leave soon?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    Amy nodded. “I’m afraid so, Dani.” 
 
    “Heh” I giggled. 
 
      
 
    “What?” She wondered.  
 
      
 
    “Nothing. It’s just been a while since you called me that.” I justified. 
 
      
 
    With a minor fragmented smile she whispered, “I guess it has.” 
 
      
 
    The tears began to well up again and I thought to myself “goddamnit Dani, not now!” 
 
      
 
    Amy picked up her bag which had been sitting on the counter-top from the night before and prior to  turning her back on me to get ready, she stood still - eyes still locked on me. “I’m so sorry Dani.” 
 
      
 
    “Don’t!” I came back with, without missing a beat.  
 
      
 
    “Don’t Amy.” I said again, in a softer tone. I sensed that she knew what I meant. I was implying that adding anything more would just make the situation harder to deal with.  
 
      
 
    With that, she left and I found myself alone for a few moments. I adamantly didn’t want to be there when she left for work. I had to get out of that apartment as soon as possible because my head felt like it was going to explode. The emotions were too much to take. I couldn’t believe I was about to lose Amy forever.  
 
    
I hid in my room and got dressed. I threw on anything instantly visible to me. My head was misplaced and my brain was in a foggy state. Once adequately clothed, I waited for that ‘bang’ of the front door but at the last minute, I rushed out to beat Amy. I didn’t want to cross paths so I went for it. Leaping from the four walls of my bedroom like a locust, I did not even waste a millisecond.  
 
      
 
    When I left the apartment and subsequently the building, the air of the city was somehow different. For the first time since we moved in, I noticed how loud the cars were, how piercing the sound of hungry pigeons was and most of all, how scary the outside world is without Amy. She had been my protection, my shield and the one who made me feel as if I were queen of the world, governing from cloud nine. When Amy was around, nobody would hurt me and nothing could get under my skin. For verily, she was my heroine, my muse and the woman who distracted me from the pains of life.  
 
      
 
    During the worst of times, she acted as my best friend and in the best of times, she was…my everything. As I stood by the corner of the street with tears streaming down my face, the realisation struck me like a hard unforgiving iron. I loved her. No, not just in the way that one friend loves another. I was in love with her. That was why these feeling were so novel to me, so indescribable, so pure and natural.   
 
      
 
    “Oh my God…what an idiot you have been!” I said to myself. How could I not have been aware before? I could have saved what we had because I saw my heart in hers and this whole time, I felt for her the way that she did for me! Heck we could have been together right now! The gift of love reached me but it did so too late. Now I was going to lose the woman I love when she is about to travel across the pond to the United Kingdom.  
 
      
 
    My tremendous panic violently turned into nausea. I felt ill because I was rendered in a position of uncertainty once more. What was I to do? Do I reveal my feelings to Amy and cause another stir, or do I risk letting her go and live out the rest of my life not knowing what might have come of telling her the truth? 
 
    I had to make rapid decisions in the midst of a brewing nightmare. I decided to take a walk. I paced past hundreds of unknown faces. Many people stared at me: the panicky mess of a girl in a rush to get nowhere. I didn’t care and I didn’t even know where I was going. Some time went by and very rapidly as well. I stopped by a fast food place because it looked familiar to me. I got my bearings in place and obliged my mind to do some thinking. Why did this area look so familiar? Had I been here before? 
 
      
 
    I walked at a more normal speed in the same direction that I had been. The building in front of me answered my questions. It was Carmen’s apartment building. I recognised the location from the night that ended up damaging our relationship.  
 
    As I was still in the process of scanning for solutions in my mind, it seemed to make sense to speak to Carmen now that I was here. Isn’t it funny how sometimes life leads you to where you need to be even when you think you’re headed for disaster? Who knows though, maybe I still was. 
 
      
 
    I chanced it. I rang the bell and after an anxious few seconds, her voice came through. “Hello?” 
 
      
 
    “Carmen, it’s Dani. I’m so sorry to bother you and to show up randomly but are you free to talk?”  
 
      
 
    “Dani who? I’m sorry.” She responded. 
 
      
 
    “Daniella. I’m Amy’s friend. I came round a while back.” Labelling Amy as a ‘friend’ was now awkward for me, having clarified my feelings for her.  
 
      
 
    “Oh of course! Dani. Sure let me buzz you up.” 
 
      
 
    Once again wasting no time, I speedily ran up the stairs to her apartment.  
 
    “Daniella! How the heck are ya?” She warmly invited me.  
 
      
 
    “Oo not so good I’m afraid Carmen.” I replied, still maintaining some polite composure. 
 
    
“Well would you like to come in?” She asked. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t want to impose but I do need to speak to you.” 
 
      
 
    “Nonsense, please.” She waved me in and I took off my coat and shoes. Carmen was such a pleasant girl. A truly warm-hearted and down to earth human being. 
 
      
 
    I entered.  
 
      
 
    “Your place looks even more stunning in the daytime!” I exclaimed.  
 
    “Dani, you’re shaking. Please sit and tell me what’s going on.” Carmen said. With a heart of gold, she ignored my common platitude and was more concerned with the topic of substance which I came to discuss.  
 
    
We sat on her couch and she intently looked at me. 
 
      
 
    “So, you know how Amy is moving away?” 
 
      
 
    Carmen nervously nodded subconsciously knowing that this conversation would be more serious than she expected. 
 
      
 
    I continued, “well I really don’t know what to do.” 
 
      
 
    Carmen lay her hand on my lap and said, “honey, I know this must be hard for you because you two are such good friends but she’ll visit and you could go over whenever you can.” 
 
      
 
    “You see, that’s just it. I…I don’t see her as my friend.” 
 
      
 
    “You don’t?” Carmen was puzzled.  
 
      
 
    “No. I’m…deeply in love with her.” I said. 
 
      
 
    A stunned Carmen removed her hand from me as she was shaken by what I said. In fact, she was lost for words and after a few failed attempts to speak, she said, “but…she was in love with you and you rejected her. That’s kind of why she’s going away.” 
 
      
 
    “I know, I know! I’m a complete idiot but I realise now that I love her…and I can’t live without her.” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “Oof this is heavy Dani. Really freaking heavy. I don’t really know what to tell you. I don’t need to tell you what you already know: that this was avoidable.” She said. 
 
    “So… so what do I do?” I trembled. 
 
      
 
    Carmen pensively gazed trying to think up some kind of answer. 
 
      
 
    “I should tell her, should I?” I added. 
 
      
 
    “Oh hell no! No no no, you can’t tell her!” She insisted with oomph.  
 
      
 
    “Wait, what do you mean?” I said. 
 
      
 
    “Dani… listen to me. If you told Amy now, think how messed up her head would be. I don’t think you acknowledge or even register how much she loved you. I mean girl, she really really loved you. When you didn’t feel the same way back, she broke inside.” 
 
      
 
    “How do you know that?” I wondered. 
 
      
 
    Carmen with a smile that showed her recognition for my naivety said, “she told me. Every day for two weeks we would speak on the phone. She was head over heels for you. Nose over tail, actually. She’s finally taking a step to move on.” 
 
      
 
    “I know but…” I tried to combat her words but she beat me to it. 
 
      
 
    “Dani, Amy is going away. She’s starting a new journey in her life and you need to realise that. As you know, she hasn’t had the best opportunities in life so far. This is huge for her! It’s her chance to make it. I hate to say this but… it’s too late.” 
 
      
 
    “It can’t be!” I cried out with sobbing eyes. 
 
    
Carmen lowered her voice and said, “I’m so sorry. I wish I could say something more enlightening but deep within you, you already know the truth.” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know what to do.” I said, barely audible from the tears and welling up in my throat. My heart felt like it was about to escape through my mouth. 
 
      
 
    “The only thing you can do now is be a good friend. Support and respect her decision. It’s hard on her too, you know.” She said. 
 
      
 
    I cried on Carmen’s shoulder. She was a good friend and held me tightly. I needed that support. 
 
      
 
    “Can I get you a coffee? Maybe some water or something?” She offered, kindly. 
 
      
 
    “Oh no no. Thank you so much though but I think I’d best be going.” I answered. 
 
      
 
    “You sure? Stay, for me at least.” She repudiated my previous statement. 
 
      
 
    “Really Carmen, you’re amazing but I really need to be off now.” 
 
      
 
    Carmen looked at me with a comforting regard. She was emotional herself as her left eye began to water. The right one followed. She hugged me before saying, “I understand. Do what you need to do but please know that Amy is my friend too. Don’t make this harder for the both of you. I’d hate to hear about her heart breaking again.” 
 
      
 
    “Don’t you worry Carmen. As much as I love her, you’re right and she deserves the best.” I said. 
 
      
 
    “It’s funny you say that.” She said. 
 
      
 
    “What?” I was curious. 
 
      
 
    “ ‘She deserves the best’. That’s what Amy used to say about you.”  
 
    “It is?” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “Yup, all the time. To think how perfect you two would have been together. A match made in heaven but some things just aren’t meant to be.” Her words disturbed me. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah…I can’t believe I’m letting her go.” Something inside me flared up. A kind of fire, some sort of flame that had fight with it. 
 
      
 
    “Hey come on, she’s not just going to leave your life forever. You really think she is?” She said.
  
 
    “Well sure she is Carmen. Think about it. She’ll be over there in England starting a whole new life. She’ll meet someone else, make new friends and before you know it, I’ll be a long lost memory. Come on, it’s Amy we’re talking about. She’s a lively free-spirited girl. Nothing ever stops her.” 
 
    “…And yet you’re the only person who ever could.” Carmen spilled.  
 
      
 
    Her words were like a torch to my soul. “What are you talking about?” I asked.  
 
      
 
    “What you said is true. Amy is a free-spirit and I’ve known her for a long time Dani. Nothing ever gets to her or stops her in her tracks. Nothing ever made her stay in one place and no-one ever gave her a thrill or joy so powerful to make her want to remain in that one place….except for you. You’re the only person who ever got under her skin. You stole her heart. The way she talked about you…I’ve never seen anything like that in her.” Carmen said. 
 
      
 
    “Oh my God, you’re right.” I stated. It was the first time I properly comprehended the extent to which Amy loved me. I had been so self-absorbed until that point. 
 
      
 
    Carmen’s composure changed slightly and so did mine. 
 
      
 
    “You know what Carmen? I know what you said and I respect it but I have to do this. I just have to. I need to tell her. I love her and if I let this slip me by, I will never forgive myself.” 
 
      
 
    Carmen surprisingly smiled at me a gave me a gentle nod. “I think you might be right, Dani. I think I underestimated how much you care about Amy. Look…if you’re going to do this and it doesn’t go the way you want, please promise me you’ll be there for her as a friend.” 
 
      
 
    “I promise.” I said with confidence. I nervously headed for the door before Carmen said, “Oh and Dani? If you do get her, never ever let her go.” 
 
      
 
    I smiled at Carmen and left. 
 
      
 
    DON’T LET ME GO 
 
      
 
    This was not going to be a stroll in the park. When I was at college, I thought finals were a challenge but when stakes are this high and emotions are running wild through the mind, nothing is scarier.  
 
      
 
    I walked home. I thought about everything I could say to Amy. How would I start the conversation? When would I say it and where? There was no right answer. I pondered as to whether I should take the ‘rip the bandaid off’ approach and just come out with it but that would definitely not be a good idea. More context would be needed. I was also obviously worried about the numerous things that could go wrong. Nonetheless, such things had to be put aside because I needed to do this. More than anything else in the world. True love doesn’t come to everyone and it doesn’t happen every day either. This was unique, special and meant everything to me.  
 
      
 
    When I arrived back to the apartment, I wasn’t quite sure what to do. I was agitated but knew that Amy wouldn’t be back for another few hours. I watched a bit of TV but that lasted for no longer than fifteen minutes. I knew I had to do something in preparation for telling Amy, but what? I had already mapped the words so what more could I do? I decided to head out to pick her up some flowers. It was a romantic gesture if anything else and even though Amy wasn’t the biggest fan of flowers, I knew that roses always made her heart flutter.  
 
      
 
    “Who are these for then ma’am?” Said the store owner who was bundling the flowers nicely.  
 
      
 
    “For a friend. She’s really special to me so please make sure they’re beautifully wrapped.” I half teased. 
 
      
 
    “Well in that case, do you want to add some variety to your bouquet?” He asked.  
 
      
 
    “No thanks.”  
 
      
 
    “Are you sure? Does your friend only like roses or something?” 
 
      
 
    “Hehe pretty much.” I answered.  
 
      
 
    I loved the quirky things about Amy. Being madly in love with her didn’t help me to stop obsessing over such things. Other than the roses thing, Amy hates yellow M&Ms, she can’t stand red peppers on pizza, she is practically allergic to boy bands, ironically, and she loves mixing and matching different coloured socks.  
 
    I should have known I loved her ages ago. The perspicacity into her likes and dislikes should have served as some sort of warning sign, right?  
 
      
 
    “Do you want me to add a name to that?” He asked. 
 
    
“I’ll do it myself at home, thank you.” 
 
      
 
    I purchased the flowers and put them in water as soon as I got in. I spent the rest of the afternoon typing and working away.  
 
    
At last, the door opened. I felt like an excited dog and rushed to the front door. 
 
    
Amy walked in. A stunning radiant goddess was before me. Her beautiful complexion and adorable cheeks were to die for. Technically, this was the first time I was knowingly seeing her in a romantic way. My irises turned into love hearts like an emoji and I was in love with her.  
 
      
 
    “Hey Amy!” I said. 
 
      
 
    “Hey Dani, you okay? You look constipated.” She joked. 
 
      
 
    “I’m fine, how was your day?” I asked as she put her belongings down.  
 
      
 
    “It was amazing! Today I was briefed about England.”

“Oh yeah?” I tried to seem excited for her but I couldn’t help but be really saddened by her level of enthusiasm for moving away. 
 
      
 
    We sat in the kitchen. 
 
      
 
    “Basically, I will be shadowing for a lot of it plus I get the experience of seeing how the industry works in Britain. That gives me the edge over employers who have only worked in the UK or the US. Another bonus is I get some solid vacation time. I actually have a close friend in France who said I could come visit her. I’m hyped.” She was ecstatic. 
 
      
 
    “I bet! It sounds incredible Amy. Are you not going to miss America at all?” 
 
      
 
    “You know what…I don’t think I will. I mean sure, it’s where I have lived my whole life and it’s home but I need to get out there and live my life. Ever since I was eighteen, I always felt like something was missing. I tried and tried over here but it didn’t feel right. Nothing did. This does though. I can spread my tiny wings and build a life for myself. It’s terrifying for sure… but it’s so exciting too.” 
 
    Carmen was right. Amy needs this and I had a sudden change of heart, a painful but brutally honest one. I couldn’t take this away from Amy or try and stop her. I said that I couldn’t forgive myself if I let her go but I would live with shame for the rest of my life if I took away her potential happiness.  
 
      
 
    “I am so proud of you Amy. So proud of you.” I said. 
 
      
 
    “That means the world to me, Dani.” She whispered. 
 
      
 
    “Just try not to forget about us squares back here in the US when you’re big over there.” I spoke in a jokey manner. 
 
      
 
    Amy didn’t take it as a joke. Her smile vanished and I saw the sadness again. The sadness that made me wonder if she was refraining from telling me something. Her words were deep, “how could I ever forget my family here.” 
 
      
 
    “How about your friends?” I added. 
 
      
 
    “Well I mean it’s really only Carmen and Jake and…” 
 
      
 
    “…and what about me?” I led the conversation trying to find out how she felt. I needed something from her. Something to close the book. Anything. 
 
      
 
    She stared at me. A slight grin transformed into a pokerface. “Well, what can I say Dani… I’ll miss you the most but it’s better off this way. You said so yourself.” 
 
      
 
    “I guess I did.” I replied. 
 
      
 
    The ambience was tense again, like it was earlier that morning but something else was in the air too. 
 
    “Gosh Amy, you’re going to do so well in life.  To think that when we met, you never believed in yourself. Well I believe in you and look how far you’ve come. You’re really going places and I just want you to know that…” 
 
      
 
    As I talked, I realised that something was happening. Amy wasn’t looking into my eyes anymore. Instead, she was fixating on my lips and I couldn’t believe what came next. She leaned it and shut me right up by kissing me. Her lips pressed against mine for just a second. Electric, passionate, perfect. I pulled away for a second just to catch my breath and to really acknowledge what had just happened. 
 
      
 
    I wanted more and so did she. I grabbed the back of her head and felt her smooth hair. We had the most intense juncture where time stool still. I kissed her so lovingly as she did too. Tears ran down my face.  
 
    Amy was surprised and in shock that I not only accepted her kiss but kept it going. After all, I hadn’t revealed my feelings towards her yet but the connection and spark between us brought us together without the need for a revelatory set of mere words. It felt as though this moment was what my whole life had been leading up to because in her sweet and tender embrace, I found everything that I had ever been looking for. I loved her so much…more than life itself because without Amy, there was nothing else. Again, I knew I had to make her stay somehow. In the midst of the kiss, there was no other option, she had to stay. She had to be mine because I was under the impression that I would die without the light she shed on my life every day.  
 
      
 
    I had to be with her. We took to kiss to her bedroom and I hugged her so tightly. I pushed her away ever so slightly and she felt my resistance.  
 
    “Is everything okay, Dani?” 
 
      
 
    “Amy, I don’t want to break your heart again and I don’t want my heart to be broken either.” 
 
      
 
    “What do you mean?” She got up and we sat up in her bed. 
 
      
 
    “I uh…I…” my sentence wouldn’t materialise.  
 
      
 
    “Dani, what’s going on?” 
 
      
 
    Amy knew me so well and sensed that something was up. I had run out of places to hide and I couldn’t run. The time for the truth was now and there was no escape from it. 
 
      
 
    “Okay Amy, this is killing me and if I don’t just come out and say it, I don’t think I ever will.” I started. 
 
      
 
    Amy looked into my eyes and in doing so, gained access to my heart and soul. Now that she was inside of my spirit, she was a part of me. There was no chance of her leaving that special place in my world that she had established from the very first day.  
 
      
 
    “Dani please tell me. You’re scaring me.” She uttered in trepidation. 
 
      
 
    “Amy, you can’t go to England.” 
 
      
 
    She was shocked and shouted, “what? What on earth are you talking about.” 
 
      
 
    The tears began again but I held them in and remained brave and firm. From a place of sheer vulnerability, I continued, “You can’t go Amy. I’m so damn in love with you and I can’t let you go.” 
 
      
 
    Amy had a similar but more intense reaction to that of Carmen. She gathered her thoughts. “Where was this a month ago?” She asked. 
 
      
 
    “I know, Amy, I know. I’ve been a fool up until now but I have nothing left to lose. I already lost you as a friend and you said you’re leaving for the UK so I just have to be honest with you.”  
 
      
 
    “Dani, I…” Amy resisted but I had to do everything I could. 
 
      
 
    “Amy, I can’t let you do this. I know this is big for you.” I said. 
 
      
 
    “It’s huge!” She interrupted. 
 
      
 
    I carried on. “It’s huge, yes. But the thought of not having you in my life destroys me inside. I can’t live without you. I love you Amy, I love you.” I hysterically cried my eyes out and spilled my heart out before her.  
 
      
 
    “Dani, this is too sudden and too late. I’m going to England in three days.I loved you too and if you had just been honest earlier…” 
 
      
 
    “I didn’t know earlier. I’ve never felt this way before for anyone. You mean everything to me and there’s got to be a way.” 
 
      
 
    “There isn’t, Dani.”
  
 
    “You loved me before and I know that somewhere inside you, you still love me. You wouldn’t have kissed me otherwise.” 
 
      
 
    A moment of silence followed and Amy started to reveal raw emotions. Her face went red and I could tell she was on the verge of crying.  
 
    “Look Dani, it is what it is and it has to stay that way. I’m sorry but this time next week, I’ll be in England. I am going away sweetie…I’m so sorry.” She said the final three words under her breath and they cut like a knife.  
 
      
 
    I was in agony. I had failed and had to face the facts. Amy was leaving and in the worst possible way. 
 
      
 
    I didn’t eat for the next two days. I couldn’t even get out of bed. There was no point because the heartache was too severe. The way I saw it, it was best that I didn’t speak to Amy anymore. Anything further would deepen the wounds for both of us. Therefore, I ignored her as she did me. Still, this somewhat failed as the night before her flight, she knocked on my bedroom door. 
 
      
 
    “Come in” I croaked.  
 
      
 
    “These are yours.” Amy said holding out a set of pens. They were very special pens which I gave to her after we graduated. They had both of our names on them and were a sort of novelty gift. 
 
      
 
    “But Amy, I gave those to you.” 
 
      
 
    “You’re the writer remember.” She smiled, placing them on the desk.  
 
      
 
    “Besides, the company has a whole bunch of…” She began to explain but saw the terrible condition of my face. 
 
      
 
    “Dani, I hope you know just how much I’m going to miss you.” She said. 
 
      
 
    I didn’t reply. 
 
      
 
    “And to answer your earlier question, you’re the only person I’m really going to miss.”  
 
    Again, I said nothing and let out a small unenthused simper.  
 
    
“I saw the flowers. Thank you…you know, I never deserved you Dani.” With that, she left. I knew that she had to catch her cab for the airport in a couple of hours which also meant that I didn’t have to worry about running into her in the morning. I fell asleep. 
 
      
 
    My eyes awoke to the beaming sun once again. My terrible habit of never closing the blinds was to thank for that. My mind was as numb as my body at this point. ‘Day one of life alone’ I thought. At least I could rest easy knowing that after this day, the rest get easier from then on. 
 
      
 
    I stretched. My back was in excruciating pain. Then again, I had been in bed for forty-eight hours or so. I stumbled with uncombed hair and scraggy pyjamas into to kitchen to make some coffee. I counted on spending as little time in the apartment as possible to help me get over the turmoil in my head.  
 
      
 
    However, Amy’s suitcase was still in the hallway! ‘Oh dammit, she’s slept in and missed her flight’ I thought to myself. I rushed to her bedroom and lo and behold, I found Amy. She wasn’t asleep at all. She was in a gorgeous dress and looked completely made up from head to toe. Elegantly, she sat on the bed and looked into my eyes. She was smiling and I was confused. I looked around and she had scattered the petals of the roses that I bought for her all over the bed and floor. A romantic setting. In the background, the first songs we ever listened to together when we were drunk at college. 
 
      
 
    “Amy! What the hell are you doing here? You missed your flight!” I proclaimed. 
 
    Amy didn’t react for a second. She then shook her head. “You’re right.”  
 
      
 
    “Let me call a cab, or your uncle or something.” I panicked.  
 
      
 
    Amy stood up and placed her hands on my waist. She then got her plane ticket which sat on her bed and ripped it up. “I’m not going anywhere Dani.”

“You…you what?” I asked. My heart was beating like an indigent untamed hornet.  
 
      
 
    “I love you too. I love you Dani.”  
 
      
 
    Amy kissed me again like she did the other night and we shared an intense moment of passion. I made squirming sounds because I was so relieved and happy. I didn’t know whether to laugh or cry but I knew she was serious. By some miracle, I had Amy and she was mine. As the kiss ended, she held my face as my eyes fastened onto her beauty. The music in the background was setting up a form of perfection which is only seen in movies but we were living it right then and there.  
 
      
 
    “You’re staying… I mean…you’re staying with me?” 
 
      
 
    “Just with you Dani.” 
 
      
 
    We were about to kiss again and as I leaned in, under my final breath before sealing our fate as a couple, I whispered, “don’t let me go." 
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