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When I first started dating Laurie and Cherry, I knew how I felt about Laurie. Cherry was very pretty, and really cool, and so smart. That wasn’t a new revelation. I never thought I’d even come close to being the kind of person who got to hold her hand, though. So I guess even when we decided to make this work, I didn’t let myself believe it. I barely knew there was a love like this.

When we first moved, things were nice. It was in the middle of August when we got the place, a cute little two bedroom townhouse, downtown near the community center I volunteered at. Cherry was working full time. Her family’s shop was an hour away by bus, and biking was no better, so she gave her bike to her little brother. Every day at ten she’d walk up to bus stop, take a bus all the way down, then get on another bus to her old home and work. Then she’d do it backwards to be home for six, or seven on long days. So every morning, Laurie would be up first and make us tea, then we’d enjoy breakfast together.  

Breakfast was special to us. Laurie and I were home all day together, since neither of us worked and I only volunteered for a couple hours every other day, and Cherry usually ate dinner on the way home, so this was the only meal that we all shared.

One morning, Laurie didn’t wake us up. I woke up naturally around the time she usually did, half past eight. I rolled over in bed, stretching out and sighing softly. I reached over, from my bed to hers, but didn’t feel her. Then I rolled to my other side, my eyes still closed, and felt Cherry’s thick, plush blanket.

She mumbled softly, then jumped awake with a snort. “Oh no I’ve overslept,” she said, kicking her blankets off.

I squinted against the sunlight and pushed myself up. “No, it’s okay,” I said, keeping my eyes on my phone. She wore pajamas, but it was just underwear with little bunnies on it, and I didn’t want to be disrespectful. “It’s only 8:30.”

She let out a big sigh and slowed down. I watched from the corner of my eye as she started to unwrap her hair. She never finished in the bedroom. She’d get her clothes for the day and go to the bathroom. I didn’t know if that was for her sake, or if she wanted me to have a private place to change, but I didn’t feel right asking.

Our bedroom was big, comfortable, and worked for the three of us. Three beds, two full sized and one twin, were set up side by side with only a little room on Cherry’s side to get off. There was the feet of the beds, too, but there was only enough floor space for two dressers along the wall. Luckily, there was a really big closet on Cherry’s side, so we had all the space we needed in here for our clothes.  

I went downstairs after Cherry. She and Laurie were in the kitchen.

“I’ve wasted two eggs now trying to make this perfect,” Laurie cried, clutching the handle of the pot she was washing. “I don’t know how to make poached eggs.”

“It’s okay,” Cherry said, putting her arms around Laurie’s waist and hugging her from behind. “It doesn’t need to be perfect to be enjoyable.”

“But I can’t even get them right at all…”

She swayed her softly, kissing the top of her head. Her beaded braids clattered delicately around Laurie’s face. “We can try something different, my dear.”

Laurie put the pot down on the drying rack and rubbed her face with her wrists. “I guess,” she said.

When Cherry let go of her and stepped back, they noticed me standing at the end of the hall, holding the railing. It felt like I walked in on something I shouldn’t have seen. My face turned bright red and I kind of didn’t hear what they said.

“Good morning,” I stammered and hurried to the living room. I turned on the news.

The living room was between the kitchen and the little room at the front of the house, which we used as a split reading room and painting studio. The two rooms were connected by a very large doorway, and there was no wall between the living room and the hall to the kitchen. The wall from the front door ended at the stairs, and there was even a little cut out window in that wall, so the rooms got a lot of light. The front wall was basically one big window, too.  

I pulled back the curtains to let the light in, then used the little watering can by the window to water the potted plants.  

“Morgan, how many eggs do you want and how much do you want them boiled?” Laurie called from the kitchen. She was still a bit shaky.

“Is three okay?” I asked. “And hard boiled, please.”

“Of course,” she said, and stepped back into the kitchen.

I drifted into the living room and sat down on the sectional couch. Cherry brought in our teas and I took mine with a smile. She sat on the other part of the couch, sipping her tea as she listened to the weather report. I couldn’t help but watch her, but I looked away when she looked at me. She did look at me quite a bit.

Why did I have to be so awkward?

When Laurie came in, the conversation bloomed.

“I hope Arty comes back from his trip soon,” Cherry said, taking her plate. “I’ve been working twice as hard to train my replacement, do my job, and do his job.”

“Isn’t he coming back on the first of September?” Laurie asked.

She nodded. “I really do hope so. I don’t want to wake up at six every day just to get to school.”

Laurie frowned. “I’m going to have to bus, aren’t I?”

“I can drive you, it’s okay.”

“I wouldn’t want to make you go out of your way,” she said, nervously adjusting her hearing aids.

“It’s not a problem,” Cherry said, placing her hand on Laurie’s knee.

I felt myself blushing again, watching how easily they spoke. I focused on eating my eggs and toast, feeling like I was doing something wrong by watching them. By liking them, really. I’d been feeling this on and off since we moved and I was just hoping it would go away with time.

“Where’s he gone again?” I asked.

“Arty? He’s up in Barrie with his friends. One of their girlfriends lives there with her dad because he’s sick,” Cherry said. 

I nodded. “I hope he gets better soon.”

She gave me a serious glance. “He might not.”

“Oh,” I breathed, nodding again.

Not knowing what to say, we all went back to our breakfast. I kept my shame to myself. I’d really ruined that one.

Laurie broke the silence after a few minutes, picking up our plates. “I’ve got my interview at noon today.”

“Yeah!” Cherry said, helping take the dishes into the kitchen. “You’re gonna do great, I know you are.”

She laughed nervously. “I hope so.”

“You will!”

With nothing to add or help with, I slunk back upstairs to the small bedroom where my computer was. Before Cherry left for work, I said bye to her and gave her a quick hug. Then I started back up the stairs to my room.

“What are you doing up there?” Laurie asked, following me. 

“I just got into a video game Ronnie recommended.”

“What is it?”

“Some dungeon crawler, Torchlight 2 I think. It’s kinda old. Do you want to watch me?”

She paused on the landing as I opened my door. “I don’t know… I’d love to, but I’m so stressed about this interview.” 

“You’re gonna be fine,” I assured her. “Like Cherry said.”

She fiddled with her hearing aids so much that one’s external part fell off. “I’ve never–” she readjusted it, blushing, then restarted, “I’ve never had a job interview before is all. I’m definitely going to mess this up.”

I frowned. I hadn’t had a job interview either, so I wasn’t much help, but I offered to try to help her get dressed.

“That would be a huge help,” she said, and hugged me. 

I stroked her back lovingly. “I promise you’ll do fine no matter what,” I reassured her again.

She thanked me, albeit halfheartedly, then brought me to our room. I sat on Cherry’s bed while she went through her section of the closet. She hummed as she looked, taking out and putting back several shirts. I zoned out a bit, thinking about what I’d make for dinner.

“How about this?” she asked.

I blinked and refocused my eyes on a pretty blue button down, her lovely champagne dress pants, and a matching tie with silvery threaded diamonds.

“It’s a lovely outfit. Very dapper,” I said with a smile, then remembered she was applying at a comic shop, not an office job. I cleared my throat awkwardly and struggled to suggest that it might be a bit…

“Too much,” Laurie said tearfully. “I knew it.” She covered her face with her hands. “Oh, I can’t do this…”

I froze up. I honestly didn’t know how to help with this. I didn’t consider myself to be very smart with clothes, no matter what Laurie and Cherry told me and showed me. I just hugged her and said some generally comforting things, trying to come up with a plan.

She sat beside me on the bed, leaning her head on my shoulder. She heaved a big sigh and wiped her cheeks. “I’m sorry…”

“It’s okay,” I said, brushing her fluffy hair out of her eyes. “Do you wanna call Cherry? She’s better at this stuff than I am.”

She patted my leg affectionately. “You’re helping, Morgan. Don’t say that.”

“I meant the clothes,” I murmured. “I’ll just call her if you’d like.”

She looked a bit worried, but agreed.

Cherry picked up after a few rings. “Hi Morgan,” she said. “Sorry, I was on the phone with Arty. What’s up?”

“Laurie and I need your opinion on what she should wear to this interview.”

“Put her on speaker, I’ll see what I can do.”

I put the phone down on her pillow and turned on speaker. Laurie said hi and she described her chosen outfit.  

“Wow,” Cherry said.

“Is it that bad?” Laurie squeaked.

She stifled a laugh. “No, no, it’s just like, you gotta dress for the job you want… That would land you any classy office job in the city, or those upscale fashion stores, but this The Vine. It’s the center of the city’s alternative community.”

“You’ve been there?” I asked.

Laurie nodded.

“Yeah,” Cherry’s voice cracked through the speaker. “Journee works there with one of her partners.”

Journee was one of Cherry’s best friends, and lived near her old place.

“What do you have in mind for me, then?” Laurie asked, anxiety showing in her voice.

“What shirts do you have? Like your regular shirts, no dress shirts or pajamas.”

She blushed, ears to chest. “I kinda… Don’t…”

“Oh Laurie,” Cherry said, tired but loving, “we gotta get you some clothes for this job.”

“I’m sorry—”

“Don’t be! You rock your style and you don’t need a whole new
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