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...Kate shot her a deadpan look.
"Meghan, if we’re going to approach a prince, the least you can do is look like an actual human being in the morning."
Meghan let out a huge yawn. "Princes don’t wake up early, Kate. They’re too busy playing polo or socializing. This time of day, they’re still curled up in their golden beds...
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Kate & Meghan’s 
Royal Hunt 
Kate is a brilliant college student who just wants a simple, peaceful life— plenty of sleep, good grades, cheap coffee, and weekends spent in bookstores. Her life is almost boring... until Meghan, a loud and chaotic New Yorker, moves into the apartment next door in the suburbs of Sydney. And just like that, Kate’s world is turned upside down!

From nearly getting hugged by a random stranger on the train, to a campus party that ends in total disaster, to the insane idea of hunting down a real-life prince! At first, it’s all just a joke—there’s no way two ordinary college girls could ever get close to royalty, right? But then, the universe hands them a golden ticket. Fate gives them a jackpot! Suddenly, they’re plotting a Royal Hunt—crashing a royal gala in Monaco, Europe, disguising themselves as socialites, and boom!—somehow, they actually pull it off.

Could their ridiculous plan really work? Is becoming a princess as easy as a fairy tale? Or will they soon realize that happiness isn’t just about crowns and castles? Can Kate and Meghan survive the endless maze of royal protocols? Or is this just the beginning of a high-stakes, high-society survival game?

Get ready to laugh out loud, swoon, and lose yourself in this wildly chaotic international adventure—because when two ordinary girls dare to crash into the world of royalty, there’s only one possible outcome: world-class chaos!
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Chapter 1
Kate’s Life Amid the Bustle of Sydney
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Kate, a sophomore at a prestigious private university in Sydney, was living a life that often felt like a roller coaster. Between the endless stream of assignments and the sudden, often chaotic, organizational meetings, her time and energy were constantly consumed. Not to mention the occasional friendship drama that drained her emotionally. In the quiet of her thoughts, Kate often felt bored, and sometimes, she wasn’t truly happy.

Still, small things always managed to rekindle her spirit. Going to the movies alone with the last of her savings, spending hours at a bookstore just reading without buying anything, or wandering aimlessly while savoring the fresh air of Sydney’s suburbs. Kate found simple joys in these moments.

Her life was, in many ways, modest. She lived in a tiny apartment on the outskirts of the city, where the hum of passing cars provided a constant background. The typical city bustle felt quieter there, although the occasional late-night blaring of music from a neighbor’s apartment could still break the peace.

Kate wasn’t the type to hang out in fancy cafés or chase after the latest youth trends. To her, those things were too expensive and didn’t align with her thrifty lifestyle. As a recipient of an educational loan from the university, Kate had to be clever with her budget to make it through each month.

She was a beautiful, independent, and intelligent young woman from a middle-class family. Her father worked a modest office job, while her mother ran a small convenience store back in their hometown of Melbourne. Kate knew that the opportunity to study in Sydney was extraordinary, and she didn’t want to waste it.

"I have to succeed," she whispered to herself whenever exhaustion threatened to overtake her. Her dream was simple yet powerful—to become a successful career woman, capable of giving herself and her family a better life.

But the journey wasn’t always smooth. Besides the academic pressures, Kate also grappled with loneliness. While she had a few friends on campus, she often chose solitude. For her, social interactions filled with small talk and friendship drama were just a waste of time and energy.

That afternoon, after a long day of presentations, Kate decided to visit her favorite bookstore downtown. It was always her escape. The smell of fresh paper and rows of neatly arranged books offered a calm she couldn’t find anywhere else.

She wandered through the aisles, reading the synopses on the backs of several novels. One book with a simple, predominantly black cover and an intriguing title caught her attention.

“Last Chapter (Adam vs Eve),” she murmured, flipping through the first page.

Kate sat in a corner of the store, completely absorbed in the story, losing track of time. She nearly forgot the store's closing time until an employee approached her.

"Sorry, the store will close in five minutes," he said politely.

Kate smiled, gently closed the book, and returned it to the shelf. "Thank you," she said before stepping outside.

As she exited the bookstore, Kate decided to take a stroll without a destination in mind. Sydney at night had its own charm. The streetlights sparkled, the hurried footsteps of people rushing home filled the air, and the aroma of coffee from small cafes along the sidewalks was inviting.

Kate savored every second of her walk. Her steps eventually led her to a small park, a quiet spot rarely visited by others. She sat on a bench, gazing at the sky as it darkened.

In moments like this, Kate felt free. No college assignments, no organizational pressures, no drama. Just her and the serene night.

But amidst her daydreaming, another set of footsteps approached. A young man with tousled hair and a large backpack sat on the bench next to her.

“This place is pretty quiet, huh?” he said with a smile.

Kate turned, slightly startled but still smiled back. “Yeah, I like places like this.”

A light conversation flowed between them. The young man introduced himself as Culton, an art student looking for inspiration for his project.

Kate studied Culton, a guy with an easy smile and a tone of voice that made everything feel comfortable. After their light conversation that night on the park bench, Culton made an offer that left Kate both hesitant and curious.

“Tomorrow’s the weekend. If you’re not busy, how about we grab some coffee? There’s a little coffee shop nearby, and the coffee is really good,” he suggested enthusiastically.

Kate paused. Going out with someone she had just met wasn’t something she usually did, but there was something about Culton that made her feel like this might not be a bad idea.

“Alright,” Kate finally said, offering a slight smile.

The next day, Kate arrived at the coffee shop Culton had mentioned. The place was small, with minimalist decor featuring hanging plants and soft yellow lights. A warm atmosphere and the aroma of freshly brewed coffee welcomed her. Culton was already waiting at a table by the window, with two cups of coffee on the table.

“I ordered a cappuccino for you. If you don’t like it, we can get something else,” he said, sliding the cup toward her.

“Cappuccino? Perfect. Thanks,” Kate replied as she sat down.

Their conversation flowed naturally, starting with light stories about college. It turned out Culton also studied at the same university as Kate, even though they were in different majors. Kate was studying business, while Culton was diving into fine arts.

“So, you’re an art student? That sounds fun. I’ve always wondered how you guys find inspiration for your work,” Kate said, taking a sip of her coffee.

Culton smiled, his eyes sparkling. “Inspiration is everywhere. Sometimes it comes from the most unexpected places, like that small park last night. I often go there when I’m stuck.”

Kate nodded, feeling more and more at ease with him. They shared stories about annoying professors, piles of assignments, and even their favorite cheap eats around campus.

But beneath all the casual chatter, Kate realized something. This was the first time she felt connected to someone outside her usual circle. Culton wasn’t just a good listener—he made her laugh with his absurd stories about failed art projects.

As they finally left the coffee shop, Culton looked at Kate with a warm smile. “I’m glad we met. You’re different from the people I usually meet.”

Kate paused before replying, “Me too. Thanks for the coffee and... the conversation.”

They walked slowly away from the café. The cool evening air did nothing to dampen the warm exchange between Kate and Culton. Streetlights lit the empty sidewalks, and every now and then, Culton glanced at Kate, as if he were thinking of something.

“So, Kate,” Culton suddenly stopped and looked at her seriously. “What are your plans for the weekend?”

Kate was surprised by the question. “Um, nothing special. I usually just stay at the apartment, watch movies, or read. Why do you ask?”

Culton gave a slight smile and gripped his backpack tightly. “I was just wondering... have you ever tried something out of your usual routine?”

Kate furrowed her brows. “What do you mean?”

Culton paused, then explained with enthusiasm, “There’s an art market near Sydney Harbour. It’s my favorite spot to find inspiration. Lots of local artists showcase their work, there’s live music, and the street food is amazing. I thought maybe you’d like to come along? I bet it’ll be different from your usual routine.”

Kate chuckled. “Sounds interesting, but I’m not sure I’d fit in with that kind of scene.”

“Why not? Art isn’t always about complicated paintings or sculptures. Sometimes, art is an experience. And I think you’re the kind of person who can find beauty in simple things,” Culton said, his eyes full of conviction.

Kate felt warmth in her cheeks. It was rare for someone to speak to her like that. She thought about Culton’s offer, trying to find a reason to say no, but found none.

“Okay,” Kate finally said. “I’ll go. But if I get bored, you owe me dinner.”

Culton laughed. “Deal. But I’m sure you won’t be.”

The next day, Kate met Culton at the train station. Culton looked different in his colorful casual attire, holding a small camera in his hand. They boarded the train heading to the harbor, where the vibrant atmosphere of the art market could be felt even before they arrived.

From a distance, the sound of acoustic music filled the air. Booths were brimming with unique artworks, from abstract paintings and handmade crafts to creative installations made from recycled materials.

Kate couldn’t hide her amazement. “This place... is incredible,” she murmured.

Culton smiled, pleased by her reaction. “I knew you’d like it.”

They spent the day exploring the art market. Culton enthusiastically pointed out his favorite pieces, while Kate tried to understand this entirely new world.

In one corner, they stopped in front of a large painting depicting a starry night sky. Kate fell silent, her eyes fixed on the intricate details of the artwork.

“Do you like it?” Culton asked.

Kate nodded slowly. “The night sky always makes me feel small but also strong. Like, no matter what our problems are, the world is still beautiful.”

Culton looked at her with admiration. “You have an interesting way of seeing things, Kate. I knew bringing you here was the right choice.”

They ended the day sitting by the harbor, enjoying a bowl of ice cream while watching the sunset. For the first time in a long while, Kate felt her weekend was filled with color and meaning.

After a long day at the art market, Kate and Culton walked slowly along the Sydney harbor. The gentle evening breeze carried the scent of the sea, mingling with the aromas from bustling restaurants and cafés. The streetlights reflected off the water, creating a vibrant yet warm Saturday night ambiance.

“So,” Culton broke the silence, “what do you usually do on a Saturday night like this?”

Kate gave a small smile. “Not much. If I’m not watching movies alone in my apartment, I’m reading books until I fall asleep. I’m not really the type who goes out at night.”

Culton chuckled. “So this is your first time enjoying a Saturday night like this?”

Kate nodded. “Honestly, yes. And I didn’t expect to enjoy it this much.”

They continued walking toward a small café on the harbor’s corner. Culton had been there before and said the place had amazing live music. As soon as they entered, the café welcomed them with its cozy atmosphere. Soft light from the hanging lamps created an intimate feel, while a singer with an acoustic guitar performed hit songs everyone knew.

Culton chose a table by the window, giving them a clear view of the harbor. After ordering coffee for Kate and hot chocolate for himself, Culton leaned back in his chair, looking at Kate with a relaxed smile.

“I’m glad you decided to try something new tonight,” he said.

Kate twisted her coffee cup, feeling a bit awkward but also comfortable. “Me too. It feels strange, but in a good way. I usually feel out of place in a crowd, but tonight... it’s different.”

Their conversation flowed effortlessly. From childhood stories to the big dreams they hoped to achieve, Kate felt as if she’d found someone who truly understood her. Culton shared his struggles as an art student often deemed “unrealistic” by his family, while Kate opened up about the pressure of maintaining her scholarship.

“I guess,” Kate said with a soft smile, “we both have our own unique ways of finding happiness.”

“And I think we’re helping each other find it,” Culton replied sincerely.

As the night grew later, Culton suddenly stood up. “Wait here,” he said, walking toward the small stage at the back of the café.

Kate frowned, curious. She watched Culton speak with the singer, then they shared a light laugh. Moments later, Culton took the stage, holding the guitar handed to him.

“I’m not saying I’m a great guitarist,” Culton spoke into the microphone, “but there’s a song I’d like to play for someone I just met yesterday. Someone who, I think, is pretty amazing.”

Kate felt her cheeks heat up as a few café patrons glanced her way with knowing smiles.

Culton began strumming simple chords, his voice soft yet full of emotion. He sang a song that felt like a story of freedom, the courage to try new things, and finding beauty in small moments.

When the song ended, applause filled the room. Culton smiled, a bit shy, then returned to their table.

“You sang for me?” Kate asked, still surprised.

Culton shrugged casually. “Why not? It’s your first Saturday night outside your apartment. It had to be special, right?”

Kate laughed, feeling warmth spread through her heart. That night, she realized life wasn’t always about monotonous routines. There was a world out there full of surprises, and Culton had just helped her open the door to it.

Before they knew it, the café’s clock showed it was already eleven at night. The patrons started to pack up, and the atmosphere gradually turned quieter. Kate finished her last sip of coffee while Culton checked his watch.

“Looks like we should head back before the last train,” he said half-jokingly.

Kate agreed. “Good idea. I don’t want to be stuck in the city alone.”

They exited the café, the chilly night breeze immediately greeting them. Culton walked beside Kate, matching her pace. They strolled along the now-quiet sidewalk, accompanied only by their footsteps and the rustling leaves in the wind.

“So,” Culton started, “how was your Saturday night? Different from usual, right?”

Kate gave a small smile. “Honestly, it was fun. I didn’t expect to feel this relaxed on a night like this. Usually, I’d just lock myself in my apartment, stressing over assignments.”

“Next time, you should get out more. Sydney has a lot of cool places you haven’t seen yet,” Culton said with enthusiasm.

“I’ll think about it,” Kate replied with a light laugh.

Soon, they reached the entrance to the subway station. The subway was their main transport to get home. Culton bought a ticket for Kate as a small gesture of his thoughtfulness.

“Consider this a thank you for keeping me company tonight,” he said, handing her the ticket.

Kate accepted it with a genuine smile. “Thank you. But next time, let me treat you to something.”

Culton chuckled. “We’ll see.”

When the rumbling sound of the train grew louder, Culton waved at Kate. “Take care, Kate. See you again!”

Kate waved back. “You too, Culton. Thanks for tonight.”

Culton’s train arrived first. He boarded, giving a final wave before the doors closed. Shortly after, Kate’s train pulled in. She found a seat by the window, resting her head while reflecting on the evening.

As the train sped away from the city center, Kate watched the receding lights. A warm feeling enveloped her—something she hadn’t felt in a long time.

When she finally reached the station near her apartment, Kate stepped off and walked slowly home. The suburban streets were quiet, with only the occasional sound of passing cars.

Back at her apartment, Kate opened the door, switched on the lights, and kicked off her shoes. She collapsed onto her small sofa, closing her eyes for a moment while replaying the night’s moments in her mind.

“This is the first time I’ve felt alive,” she whispered to herself, a small smile on her lips.

That Saturday night might have been simple, but for Kate, it was the beginning of something new in her life.
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Chapter 2
Meghan's Arrival
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That morning, the quiet atmosphere of Kate’s apartment was disrupted by the sound of heavy footsteps and the clinking of items being moved around. Kate slowly opened her eyes, blinking a few times to shake off the lingering sleepiness. Morning sunlight slipped through the gap in the curtains, casting a warm glow over her room.

Curious, Kate stepped to the window and opened it. The fresh morning air greeted her face, making her feel more awake. She looked outside, taking in the familiar view of the narrow street below her apartment and a few birds gliding low. However, the persistent noise continued, further fueling her curiosity.

Kate glanced at the small clock on her bedside table. 10 a.m. It was already late enough to start the day, she thought. She quickly tidied her hair, slipped on a sweater draped over the chair, and walked to the front door.

When she opened her apartment door, Kate found several men lifting heavy items, including a small table and a few large boxes, into the unit directly next to hers. The apartment had been vacant for a while, and Kate had never really paid attention to what was happening with it.

Amid the bustling activity, she spotted a young woman with long hair tied back in a ponytail standing at the doorway of the neighboring unit, giving instructions to the movers. The girl appeared cheerful, though her face showed a hint of exhaustion. Her casual attire—an oversized T-shirt and long denim pants—suggested she was in her late teens or early twenties.

“Just put it near the sofa,” she said politely, pointing inside her unit.

Kate leaned against the door frame, observing the girl with growing curiosity. After a few minutes, the girl noticed Kate’s presence. She turned and flashed a wide smile.

“Hi!” she greeted cheerfully.

Kate was a bit taken aback but quickly returned the smile. “Hi. Did you just move in?”

“Yeah,” the girl replied, stepping closer. “I just rented this unit. I’m Meghan.”

Kate nodded warmly. “I’m Kate. I’ve lived here for quite a while. Welcome, Meghan.”

“Thank you, Kate! I think I might be asking for your help a lot,” Meghan chuckled softly, trying to break the ice.

Kate smiled. “No problem. If you need anything, I’m just next door.”

They chatted briefly before Meghan returned to guiding the movers as they hauled the last of her belongings into the apartment. Kate watched from a distance, noticing how Meghan moved swiftly and efficiently despite looking a bit overwhelmed by all the items she had to manage.

Back in her apartment, Kate closed the door with a strange yet pleasant feeling. Meghan’s presence seemed to bring fresh energy to the usually quiet hallway. Perhaps, Kate thought, this could be the start of an unexpected friendship.

Kate stood in her small kitchen, busy chopping vegetables for lunch. The smell of sautéed onions filled the air, blending with the soft jazz music playing from a small speaker on her shelf. She felt relaxed, finally enjoying her day off without any significant interruptions.

But a gentle knock at the door suddenly broke the silence. Kate furrowed her brow, a bit surprised. “Who could that be?” she muttered, turning off the stove and wiping her hands on a small towel.

She walked to the door, peeked through the peephole, and cautiously opened it. Standing there was Meghan, with a bright smile and a box of tart adorned with a blue ribbon in her hands.

“Hi, Kate,” she greeted cheerfully. “I just finished unpacking, and I thought, why not stop by to introduce myself? Oh, and I brought a tart as a little housewarming gift.”

Kate returned the warm smile. “Oh, thank you so much! You didn’t have to, Meghan. Come on in,” she said, stepping aside to let Meghan into her small but tidy apartment.

Meghan walked in, looking around with curiosity. “Your apartment is so cozy, Kate. I love the vibe here,” she said as she placed the tart on the dining table.

“Thank you. I’m just making some lunch. Would you like to join me?” Kate offered as she headed back to the kitchen.

Meghan hesitated for a moment but then nodded with a small smile. “If it’s not too much trouble, I’d love to.”

“Not at all. It’s nothing fancy,” Kate replied, continuing to cook. Meghan sat on a chair near the dining table, watching Kate move skillfully around the kitchen.

After a few minutes, lunch was ready—warm white rice, sautéed vegetables, and simple roasted chicken. Kate brought everything to the table, along with plates and glasses for the two of them.

“Wow, this looks delicious,” Meghan said as she helped Kate set the table.

“Hope you like it,” Kate responded.

They began eating, chatting about all sorts of things—from their backgrounds to what brought Meghan to the apartment right next to Kate’s. It turned out Meghan was a transfer student from New York City who had moved to Sydney to pursue her degree in Communications at the same university where Kate was studying.

“This apartment has such a different vibe,” Meghan said in the middle of their conversation. “I love the calm atmosphere. It’s perfect for focusing on my assignments.”

Kate smiled. “Yeah, it’s not too crowded here. I like it because it’s cozy and in a good location, even if it’s a bit far from campus.” Kate joked.

They laughed together.

“If you need anything, I’m right next door,” Kate offered.

“Noted! Thanks, Kate. I think I’ll need lots of recommendations for good places to eat around here,” Meghan chuckled.

Their conversation flowed naturally, and before they knew it, most of the food was gone. Meghan insisted on helping Kate clear the table and wash the dishes, even though Kate had initially declined politely.

When Meghan finally returned to her apartment, Kate closed the door with a small smile. The presence of a new neighbor had brought a fresh burst of color to her typically quiet day.

Maybe, Kate thought, life in this little apartment would become much more interesting with Meghan living next door.
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Chapter 3
 A Fresh Start for Meghan
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Monday morning arrived with a crisp, invigorating chill in the air. Meghan stretched in her bed, reminding herself that today marked the beginning of her journey as a student at her new university. A blend of nervousness and excitement swirled in her mind. Through the door, a light knock echoed. It was Kate, already prepared to accompany her.

"Meghan, are you ready? The first train will be packed if we take too long," Kate called out, tapping gently on the bedroom door.

"Just a minute!" Meghan hurriedly grabbed her sweater and bag. After double-checking the administrative documents she had prepared the night before, she stepped out of the room with a slightly awkward smile.

The subway ride into the city felt crowded, as it always did during rush hour. Kate and Meghan stood side by side, occasionally swaying with the rhythm of the train. Kate began offering Meghan directions to their university.

"Once we get there, head straight to the second floor of the administration building. They'll give you a guide and a temporary schedule," Kate explained, holding onto the train handle. "If you're confused, just ask the staff. They're usually friendly."

Meghan nodded, trying to absorb all the information. "Okay, I'll try to follow your directions. But if I get lost, don't be surprised," she joked with a faint smile.

Kate chuckled. "You won’t. Don't worry. The university is big, but you'll get used to it."

After nearly an hour, they arrived at the central station. The sky was clear, and the city's air felt different—more vibrant, filled with energy. Kate escorted Meghan to the university gates.

"Welcome to our university," Kate announced, raising her arms dramatically. "Now, your life officially begins here."

Meghan laughed, feeling a spark of new enthusiasm. "Thanks for bringing me, Kate. You’re a lifesaver today."

Kate patted her shoulder lightly. "Don't mention it. If you need anything, just call me. I have to get to class now. Good luck!"

After Kate left, Meghan stood for a moment, staring at the grandeur of the university's main building. A mix of pride and anxiety swelled within her. However, she knew this was the start of her long journey in this new place.

As she stepped inside, Meghan took a deep breath. "Come on, Meghan. You got this," she whispered to herself, beginning her search for the administration office following Kate's directions.

Meghan's steps grew more confident as she entered the university's main building, but the bustling atmosphere quickly caught her off guard. The building was filled with students moving in all directions, bulletin boards plastered with colorful papers, and signs pointing in confusing directions. She pulled out a small note from her bag, comparing Kate’s directions with the signs on the walls.

"Second floor, administration office," she murmured, making sure she was on the right track.

However, as she climbed the stairs to the second floor, Meghan began to feel overwhelmed. When she reached her destination, it was nothing like what she had imagined—there was no large desk with a receptionist to guide her, only several doors with department names faintly written above them.

She chose the door labeled "Student Affairs and Administration" and knocked hesitantly. A middle-aged woman with a warm smile opened the door.

"Hello, how can I help you?" she asked.

"Hi, I’m Meghan. A transfer student. I need to submit my documents for re-registration," Meghan said, holding out the folder containing her paperwork.

The staff member examined the documents carefully, then nodded. "Okay, you need to fill out an additional form. After that, these documents must be submitted to the academic office in the next building. Oh, and don’t forget to verify your temporary student ID at the IT room on the third floor."

Meghan could only nod, jotting down the steps on her phone. "Thank you."

But the longer the process took, the more daunting it felt. At the academic office, she had to wait almost an hour just to get a queue number. After that, the verification process in the IT room was also time-consuming, with various digital forms that needed to be filled out again.

By the time Meghan returned to the main administration office to submit her final documents, the day had turned to late afternoon. Her stomach growled, and her feet ached from walking back and forth between the university buildings.

"This process is more complicated than I expected," Meghan muttered, trying to stay positive.

A young staff member reviewing her documents offered a faint smile. "Yeah, transfer students usually have to go through a few extra steps. But don’t worry, after this, you just have to wait for an email confirmation. Once that’s done, you’ll officially be part of this university."

Meghan returned the smile, albeit wearily. "Thank you. I hope everything goes smoothly."

As she stepped out of the administration building, the sun was setting, painting the sky a golden orange. Meghan exhaled deeply, relieved that this exhausting day was finally over. Despite the hurdles, there was a sense of satisfaction within her for making it through her first day.

Passing through a small campus park, she decided to sit on a long bench for a moment, enjoying the cool evening breeze. Deep down, Meghan felt certain that this was the beginning of something significant in her life.

After a few minutes, Meghan checked her phone. It was already half-past six in the evening. Time had flown by without her noticing. She knew she needed to leave soon, as the subway that would take her back to her apartment in the suburbs of Sydney was about to depart. The exhaustion had started to settle in, but she tried not to let it overwhelm her.

Meghan rose from the bench and began walking to the train station. The cool evening air helped ease the tension in her body slightly, but her mind remained restless at the thought of the long commute ahead.

When she arrived at the station, a wave of anxiety washed over her. The arriving train was already packed with people who appeared to be returning home from work. Squeezing into the crowded carriage, Meghan felt the stifling heat and humidity inside. All the seats were occupied, forcing her to stand, wedged between other passengers. The cramped, bustling, and noisy environment added to her mounting stress.

In the slowly moving train, Meghan's fatigue deepened. She stared out of the window, but all she saw were the city lights outside, as if reminding her that this journey wouldn’t end quickly. She felt trapped in a sea of equally tired people, each carrying their own burdens.

Biting her lower lip, Meghan struggled to hold back the deep frustration rising within her. Her mind teetered between wanting to cry and wanting to scream. Today had been so long, starting with the lengthy process at the university. Though things had gone smoothly, they left a deep mark of exhaustion. Now, she had to top it all off with this draining commute.

Taking a slightly shaky breath, Meghan tried to calm herself. "I can do this," she whispered, her voice nearly lost in the train’s chaotic noise.

Finally, after several stops and transfers, Meghan reached the station closest to her apartment. Stepping off the train, the cooler, quieter night air greeted her. She walked slowly, heavy-footed, towards her rental apartment.

Reaching the third floor, she stood at her door, fishing for the key in her bag. Once inside, Meghan dropped her bag onto the floor and shuffled wearily to her bed, breathing a sigh of relief.

"Tomorrow will be better," Meghan whispered to herself, even though the exhaustion hadn’t fully left her. But at least today, she had made it through so much, and that gave her a faint sense of accomplishment.

With a body nearly immobile from fatigue, Meghan collapsed onto her bed. Her eyes began to close on their own, and within seconds, she was fast asleep, leaving behind the bustling world still spinning outside. The city's noise, the crowded trains, and all the day's events faded away into the silence of the night.

Around 8:30 p.m., a gentle knock echoed against Meghan’s apartment door. Not fully awake, she summoned the strength to open her eyes. A heavy drowsiness filled every nerve, but she knew she had to see who it was. With staggering steps, she moved toward the door, her eyes still half-shut, her body weighed down. When the door finally swung open, there stood Kate, a teasing smile on her lips.

"How was your first day at campus? Fun, right?" Kate asked with a playful chuckle, clearly eager to tease.

Meghan only managed a weak nod, too drained to respond further. Without a word, she brushed past Kate and trudged back into the apartment. Her steps were sluggish, as if every ounce of energy had been drained from her. Kate followed, slipping into the apartment as naturally as always.

Meghan fell back onto her bed, releasing the weight of her body into the mattress.

"What a crazy day," she muttered, staring at the ceiling. "I really didn't expect my first day to be such hell. It was so exhausting—all the administrative stuff at college, and then on my way home, the station was insanely crowded. I even had to stand the whole ride on the train. I felt like my legs were going to break."

Kate chuckled at Meghan's complaints.

"Oh, I know exactly how that feels. Every transfer student goes through it. But hey, you’re almost done. Just wait for that confirmation email, and you’ll officially be part of the campus."

A faint smile crossed Meghan’s face, a small comfort despite her body still feeling like a ton of bricks.

"I hope everything goes smoothly."

Kate sat at the edge of the bed, watching as Meghan drifted off again.

"You really need to sleep," she said softly. "But don’t worry, things will get better."

Meghan nodded slowly, her eyes already closed, her body too tired to say anything else. Kate remained seated, looking at Meghan's face—so worn out yet bound to her by the shared experience of being away from home, of struggling alone in a foreign place. Kate knew that despite the brutal first day, Meghan had the strength to face whatever lay ahead.

Meanwhile, Meghan, deep in slumber, had no idea that despite feeling empty and exhausted, she had taken a new step forward. The first day at university, with all its challenges, was merely the opening chapter of a long journey filled with uncertainty—and perhaps, happiness too.

Kate rose from Meghan’s bed and moved quietly toward the small kitchen in the apartment's corner. She opened a cabinet and found a box of tea bags.

“At the very least, I can make us some tea,” she murmured, turning on the electric kettle. The sound of boiling water filled the quiet space, bringing a touch of warmth to the otherwise silent apartment.

Once the tea was ready, Kate poured it into two cups and returned to Meghan’s bedroom. She sat on the floor, leaning against the bed, sipping her tea while watching her new friend sleep. In the stillness, Kate reflected. She, too, knew how hard it was to be an international student—no family nearby, only friends who might understand.

A few minutes passed before Meghan stirred. Her eyes opened slowly, and she squinted at Kate, who was sipping tea.

“Is that tea I smell?” she croaked.

Kate smiled.

“I thought you could use something warm after such a long day. Come on, sit up. This will make you feel better.”

Meghan sat up on the edge of the bed, accepting the cup from Kate.

“Thank you. You’re such a good friend,” she said, her voice still weak. She blew on the tea gently before taking a sip. The warmth soothed her throat, offering a small but much-needed comfort.

“You know, life here won’t be easy,” Kate began, staring into her cup. “But we have each other. If you need help, I’m here.”

Meghan looked at Kate, gratitude filling her eyes.

“Thank you, Kate. I don’t know what I’d do without you.”

“Oh, don’t get too sentimental, or I might actually fall for you,” Kate joked, making Meghan chuckle—a small laugh, but her first of the day. And that was enough to ease Kate’s mind.

The night grew later, and their conversation continued. What began as light chatter about college slowly transformed into a deeper discussion about dreams, fears, and hopes. Kate shared stories of her family in Melbourne, while Meghan spoke of leaving her family in New York to chase her ambitions.

“I don’t know if I’m strong enough to make it here,” Meghan admitted.

“If you weren’t strong, you wouldn’t have made it this far,” Kate replied firmly. “You’ve already made a big decision to come here. That alone proves you’re tougher than you think.”

Their conversation stretched on until Meghan finally felt calm enough to sleep again. Kate made sure she was comfortable before saying goodbye and heading back to her own apartment.

As Kate walked home, she felt something different. Meghan wasn’t just a new friend but perhaps someone who would become an important part of her life in this city. And for Meghan, Kate’s presence was the beginning of a bond that might become a pillar of support through the tough times at college and beyond.

Kate smiled softly as she reached Meghan’s apartment door, but a faint voice called out, stopping her.

"Kate," Meghan’s voice was hoarse but hopeful. "Can you... stay tonight? Keep me company? I miss home. I don’t want to be alone."

Kate turned around, seeing Meghan standing at the bedroom doorway, her eyes glassy like a child afraid of being left behind. Kate’s heart melted.

"Oh, Meghan, you’re such a drama queen," she said, trying to lighten the mood. But instead of leaving, Kate stepped back inside, slipping off her shoes.

“Alright, I’ll stay. But just so you know, I snore like a starving wolf.” Kate joked as she flopped onto Meghan’s bed, the mattress squeaking under her.

“Snore? Seriously?” Meghan eyed her suspiciously.

“Nah, just kidding,” Kate laughed. “But I do kick in my sleep. So, watch out.”

Meghan giggled.

"Oh my God, I invite you to stay, and now I’m the one being threatened."

They finally lay on the small bed, which was clearly too tiny for two. Meghan turned off the light, leaving them in the dark with only the sound of their breathing. But that was just the start of a chaotic night.

Around a quarter past three in the morning, both woke up with a strange feeling. The bed wasn’t wide enough, and Kate, a restless sleeper, had somehow wrapped herself in all the blankets.

"Kate! You stole all the blankets!" Meghan shouted, half-annoyed, trying to pull them back.

"Wait! Wait! I didn’t realize!" Kate laughed but clung to the blanket like a koala to a tree.

“I’m freezing, you selfish brat!” Meghan finally managed to yank the blanket, almost sending Kate tumbling off the bed.

“Whoa!” Kate squealed before hitting the floor with a loud thud. They froze for a moment, then burst into uncontrollable laughter.

That night, despite the chaos, marked the start of a unique friendship. From blanket battles, arguing over who should make breakfast, to Kate finally surrendering to the floor—everything felt silly but unforgettable.
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Chapter 4
The Beginning of Kate and Meghan’s Chaos
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The next morning, with Kate and Meghan both sleep-deprived, their tiny apartment turned into an impromptu war zone. Their phone alarms went off simultaneously, and both of them reflexively silenced them without actually waking up. The result? They woke up in a frenzy when Kate opened her eyes first and screamed, “MEGHAN...!! We’re late!! THE TRAIN...!!”

Half-asleep, Meghan sprang out of bed like a coil. “What? What time is it?!” She grabbed her phone and immediately shrieked. “Seven-fifteen! Our class starts at seven-thirty! Kate, I haven’t showered!”

“Forget the shower! We don’t have time for that!” Kate shouted, bolting out of Meghan’s room to her own bathroom just to splash water on her face. Meanwhile, Meghan scrambled to find her clothes, which had somehow ended up on the floor, the chair, and hanging off the door handle overnight.

“I can’t go out with my hair looking like this!” Meghan clutched her tangled hair, which resembled a bird’s nest. Kate, emerging from the bathroom while brushing her teeth, walked over and casually said, “Just wear a hat. Your hair is beyond saving.”

“A HAT?! I don’t have a hat!”

Kate sighed, dashed into her room, and returned with a bright blue baseball cap that read “World’s Best Grandma.” “Here. Hurry up!”

Meghan stared at the hat in disbelief. “Seriously, Kate? This is the best you’ve got?”

“Do you want to go to campus or walk a runway? Pick one!” Kate retorted as she tied her sneakers.

They finally burst out of the apartment, each clutching a bag and a hastily grabbed piece of toast. On the stairs, Meghan nearly slipped while trying to put on her shoes mid-stride. Kate burst into laughter and said, “If you fall, I’m not helping you up!”

“Real funny, Kate. Just wait until I get a seat on the train before you do!” Meghan shot back, speeding up.

At the subway station, they found a line that snaked around like a dragon. Kate looked at Meghan with a defeated expression. “We’re never gonna make it on time.”

“Wait! I’ve got an idea!” Meghan suddenly grabbed Kate’s hand and pulled her toward the ticket machine. She fumbled with the machine, and when the train arrived, they both dashed in at full speed, nearly knocking over a man carrying a large bag.

Inside the train, it was as packed as a can of sardines. Kate was squished between a guy playing a game on his phone and a mom with a baby, while Meghan stood near the door, struggling to balance herself. When the train jerked forward, Meghan lost her balance and landed in the lap of a complete stranger.

“Oh my God! I’m so sorry! I didn’t mean to!” Meghan’s face turned beet red. The man just chuckled lightly and said, “No worries. But next time, a seat might be more comfortable, yeah?”

Kate, who witnessed the whole thing, nearly doubled over laughing. “Meghan, you truly have a talent for making things awkward.”

The crowded subway only got wilder. Kate bit her lip, trying to suppress her laughter while watching Meghan’s face remain as red as a tomato. “Well, Meghan, if you want to keep sitting on people’s laps, just let me know so I can take a picture for posterity,” Kate teased.

Meghan huffed, struggling to stand up while gripping the pole. “Shut up, Kate. I almost died of embarrassment,” she muttered, stealing a glance at the guy who had been the "victim" of her mishap. He just offered a friendly smile, but Meghan felt like sinking into the floor.

Meanwhile, Kate, standing not far from her, was battling to stay upright amid the train’s jolts. When the train braked abruptly, Kate’s bag slid off her shoulder and landed right on the foot of an elderly man who was reading a newspaper.

“Oops, sorry, sir!” Kate quickly bent down to retrieve her bag, but the old man only gave her a brief glance and muttered, “Young people these days, always in such a hurry.” Kate raised her eyebrows at Meghan, who immediately stifled a laugh.

“Kate, you’re really making us famous this morning,” Meghan quipped, pulling the “World’s Best Grandma” hat lower over her face.

The train sped up again, this time even faster. Meghan, still struggling to stay upright, suddenly lost her grip and stumbled into Kate. They nearly toppled over, but Meghan
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