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    To the ones who reminded me that even in the most ordinary journeys, magic can happen.To Bob—real or imagined—thank you for the smile, the laughter, and the reminder that my heart still knows how to race.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Not every smile is meant to stay,but some linger long after the moment is gone."
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It was a Sunday morning when I embarked on a trip from Nairobi to Namanga. The bus was already buzzing with excitement, and as the journey began, I couldn't help but feel the thrill of adventure. Our first stop was in Kitengela, where I made a friend, a cute, reserved guy. We shared a quick bite, sipped on drinks, and laughed about the little things.

But when we got back to the bus, our seats had been taken by a group of rough, looking girls. They barely acknowledged us as we stood there, stunned. Feeling a bit defeated, we moved to the front, hoping to find two empty seats. And that's when I saw him.

There he was, sitting tall and radiant, a charming smile on his face. My heart skipped a beat. He was gorgeous, with eyes that seemed to sparkle in the sunlight filtering through the bus windows. This was Bob, though I didn't know his name at the time, I felt drawn to him in a way I couldn’t explain. My heart raced as my face flushed.

Desperately trying to compose myself, I took a sip of the dry whiskey I had with me, hoping it would calm my nerves and hide the blush creeping up my neck. But instead, I coughed uncontrollably, the sharp burn of the drink making it worse. He glanced over, his smile widening as he watched my awkward display. I could feel my embarrassment growing, but there was something in his eyes that made me feel at ease, even if just for a moment.

His smile was contagious, warm, and welcoming, and I couldn't kick him out of my mind, not like I had done so many times before with other men. He was different. He had to be. After all, he was my first crush in over a year. I had practically given up on this thing called love, convinced it wasn’t for me. Why was I always left holding out my heart, only for no one to take it and hold it close? But today felt different. Today, I couldn’t ignore the flutter in my chest, the way my skin tingled with anticipation. Why?

Maybe it was the whiskey, giving me a nice buzz and warming me from the inside, boosting my confidence. Maybe it was his smile that lit up the entire front of the bus. Before I knew it, I blurted out, “Hi.”

Silence. He didn’t respond. Did he not hear me? Or was I that uninteresting? My stomach churned, the whiskey now feeling more like battery acid. Please don’t puke, I begged myself silently, trying to maintain my composure.

He was staring at me, his expression frozen in what looked like a mix of amusement and surprise. He watched me so intently, that I couldn't look away, though my face felt like it was betraying every ounce of self-control I had. And then, without warning, he burst out laughing. But it wasn’t a cruel laugh, not mocking or rude. It was a soft, melodic laugh that only made his eyes sparkle more. I was weak in the knees, grateful we were seated, or I might’ve collapsed.

“Why do you look like you’re about to puke all over me?” he said between laughs.

I froze, the anxiety gripping me again, but somehow the bad feeling was beginning to fade. The sound of his laughter, so genuine, so infectious, made my heartbeat increase exponentially. What was this? Why was I feeling like this?

“W-what?” I stammered, still trying to process his words.

“You look like you’re going to be sick,” he repeated, this time with a mix of concern and humour. His mischievous expression softened, replaced by something kinder. Was it a concern? Or was it pity?

I wanted to disappear, but before I could, my mouth worked faster than my brain. “I’m not going to be sick,” I said, smiling, “at least, not unless you make me.” The words hung awkwardly in the air, and I cringed at how ridiculous they sounded. But to my surprise, he laughed again, this time even harder.

“Touché!” he chuckled, shaking his head. “I’ll try not to be that overwhelming.” His eyes met mine, and everything around us seemed to fade away for a second. It was like the chaos of the bus the noise, the bumps, even the strange girls who took our seats, ceased to exist. There was just me and him, a moment suspended in time.

I felt myself relax, the awkwardness dissolving into something lighter, something easy. His laughter was still echoing in my ears, and I was smiling, not out of embarrassment this time, but because I genuinely enjoyed his company, even if we hadn’t said much to each other. 
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"Stop it!" I scolded myself silently as my mind started to wander into future daydreams, imagining us holding hands, his long, elegant fingers intertwined with mine as we watched the sunset. The thought was both thrilling and terrifying, and though I tried to stop it, my body had its reaction. My face flushed again, and in my panic, I quickly took another sip of whiskey, hoping the burn would melt away the rising heat in my cheeks.

I needed to get my head out of the clouds, and fast. “Football”. That was the safest topic I could think of, neutral, casual, and something I was confident enough to talk about without embarrassing myself further.

"So," I began, trying to sound nonchalant, "are you into football?"

His eyes lit up instantly. "You’re kidding, right? Huge fan. Manchester United all the way!"

I breathed a silent sigh of relief. Thank heavens, I thought. I knew enough about football to keep the conversation going, and I was more than happy to let it steer away from the awkward tension of moments earlier.

“Oh, Man U?” I grinned. “They’re having quite the season, aren’t they?”

He chuckled. “Yeah, tell me about it. It’s been a rollercoaster. But I’ll stick with them, no matter what.”

We dove into a lively chat about teams, players, and the latest matches, and soon, the awkwardness had dissolved completely. The conversation flowed easily now, and with every laugh, every joke, I felt more and
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