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Emma’s house was one of mystery. It was old and covered with ivy, hidden on a keyhole street. One summer, her dad propped a ladder up to repair a scratch in the siding. It snagged on some branches and he didn’t bother reclaiming it. Instead, Cece had claimed it as her own. It was the perfect vehicle for mischief, and Emma’s parents didn’t mind a little mischief, especially when it was among friends.

That day, as the coolness of spring began to give way to the heat of summer, Emma’s mother spotted Cece from the kitchen window. A slight smile crept up her face, one corner twisted up wryly. In an instant, Cece knew what happened. A strange wash of excitement and dread coursed through her as she bolted around the house to the old ladder. She tightened the laces on her sneakers, heart thumping in her chest, and began to climb.

Cece had suspected that Emma was busy with her next great romance. She hadn’t been responding to texts for days. She went to school and attended every class, but she wasn’t really present. She spent each period staring in to space, one hand on her cheek, and only snapped out of it when called upon. She spent her lunches in the library instead of their usual spot. Cece hated to chase Emma down when she didn’t want to be caught, but sometimes enough was enough.

When Emma fell in love, she leant into the dramatics. She’d bolt her door and lie on her bed like some Victorian maiden, or maybe Mrs. Bennet from Pride and Prejudice. She’d lie there with a cold cloth on her forehead and swoon. She wouldn’t even look at her phone. She’d place it face-down on her bedside table and shut the entire world out with her headphones and her mom’s old iPod Shuffle.  

It should’ve been funny, seeing how seriously she took these kinds of things, but there was something about Emma that made it impossible to laugh at her. It was her earnest excitement, the way she faced every event in her life with a certain gravitas. Everything, no matter how small, was so important and she had to give it the weight it deserved. She made even the smallest events special. There was so much space in her heart.

Emma enjoyed life so much, and she faced it boldly without caution. Cece could never understand her. Even the most mundane of moments were worth a symphony. Even the biggest of risks was worth taking. And she never worried. Cece always worried. Cece never understood how Emma couldn’t worry.

One thing Cece didn’t worry about was her ability to get into Emma’s room. She jumped onto the roof just beneath Emma’s bedroom window and peered inside. Just as she suspected, Emma lay on her bed with her headphones on. Her eyes were fixated on the ceiling, her black hair was splayed all around her pillow, and her arms and legs were twisted across the queen-sized mattress. Posters and magazine clippings covered her walls and her bedding was all bunched up. She looked like she belonged in some iconic teen movie. She was just messy enough to be cool and nonchalant, but still put-together enough that she wasn’t a total hot mess.

Cece rapped on the window frame and popped out the bug screen. She squeezed her shoulders through the opening and was halfway onto Emma’s bed when she was noticed. Emma sat bolt upright in surprise, but then her face melted into a smile the instant she realized who was breaking into her room. 

Emma had the most disarming smile, all bright teeth and glistening lips. Her canines were a little crooked, and her front teeth had a gap between them. Cece always found that endearing. And it was clear so many boys had too, because Emma had her boys. There was always a new great romance on Emma’s horizons mere moments after the last had ended. Heartbreak didn’t exist for long in her world—there was always something else on the horizon.

“You know, you could just be normal and come to the door,” Emma teased as Cece tumbled onto her bed. Despite Cece’s intrusion, she wasn’t upset. She was smiling, grinning even. She sat up and took off her headphones.

Cece brushed the dust and leaves off her knees. Her back ached a little from her inelegant somersault through the window, but she bounced back easily enough. 

“Like you’d come down,” she muttered.

Emma threw her hair over her shoulder and straightened her back. She stared at the wall ahead of her with her nose turned upwards.

“I’m thinking,” she explained. “This could be the start of my grand love story—I have to really reflect.”

She always said that. Every time, every boy, could be the “harbinger of her eternal happiness”—those were her exact words once. She always talked like she came right out of Anne of Green Gables. She loved purple prose and extended metaphors. She loved to speak in half-whispers, drawing out particularly nice vowels like she was caressing them.

She was so weird. It should’ve been a deterrent, but it only made her more charming. There was something so magnetic about the way she carried herself. Something so enchanting in how deeply she committed to marching to the beat of her own drum. She never backed down, she never compromised. She was just Emma, wholly and unabashedly.

“Who was it this time?”

Emma sunk backwards onto her bed with a sigh. She wrung her hands together as Cece lay beside her, making sure to keep her shoes off of the bedding. Had Emma been willing to see her the normal way, this wouldn’t be a problem. She would’ve left her shoes at the front door and




























































d2d_images/cover.jpg





