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"Hellooo," Amy answered in a low tone as she did not want to be disturbed. It was a lovely, sunny morning and she was very tired. Either way, she felt like she was asleep forever as the vibration of her phone woke her up. The device was reactivated for only 48 hours and she wondered who was calling. As she looked across the beautifully painted flat her parents owned in Manhattan, two things immediately hit her. It was 11:30 a.m. and her three pieces of luggage stared at her in the middle of the room, too lazy to unpack after the 3-hour flight. One was wide open, spilling out all the secrets, fun and rawness of school life. 

She flew in from the Bahamas after her graduation from University. Gone for so long, she felt out of touch. She always yearned for the feeling of being home but knew she would miss the long, flat, tropical terrain of this Caribbean Island. She was proud of her accomplishments but so needed to catch up with old friends and enjoy some entertainment. It was necessary. 

She didn't tell anyone of her return to avoid the avalanche of calls and messages with the lengthy scoldings of how she could have been in touch a bit more. 

She, of course, planned on touching base with everyone that mattered, especially Michel. 

Michel was her favorite girl. They had become friends since Junior High as she has such a vibrant, positive personality. She was a no-nonsense brown skinned girl from Harlem with a carefree disposition and an overall good spirit. They became besties as they grew older, and life was never the same. 

"Sounds like you're still asleep", a voice responded on the other end. 

Amy lit up, as the expression sounded familiar. It was Michel on the phone. 

"Sis, how could you! You're in the country?" Michel shouted, pretending to be angry. 

"Don't Start!" Amy continued, laughing as she sat up on the bed. Michel carried on talking as she was too happy to care. 

"When did you fly in?" She asked with a chuckle. 

"Two days agooo and you know how I am; I love to settle before checking in." replied Amy. 

Michel let out a huge sigh, sending a vibration of air into the mobile phone. Then she started crying and talking at the same time. 

"Girl, you can be such a strange friend, I can't stand you sometimes, but I love you," she said, sounding depressed. 

Amy's heart sank. 

Michel had the right combination of softness and strength mixed with a fierce "don't fuck with me" street smart demeanor. She was articulate, exciting and filled with sass, possessing a voice that would give her anything she desired. Amy never liked sadness, let alone on someone she admired. 

"Girllll, damn it! I'm too grown for this!" Her voice stabbed through the phone, concerned. "We are no longer in high school and will be thirty in a few years, now what is it?" She continued sternly, trying not to be too insensitive.

"It's Brant, you know how he is", Michel replied, clearing her throat. 

Looking up, Amy rolled her eyes at that statement, thoroughly cleaning the entire apartment with one quick swoosh. 

Amy

Brant was the guy in Michel’s life. Fine looking, sharp, easygoing fella with a mysterious smoothness to attract any girl. 

The two met several years past when we attended a soccer game with some friends in Brooklyn. A player and lover of the game himself, Michel's effervescent personality stood out to him that summer evening. He could not help but look constantly in her direction as she cheered enthusiastically. 

That month we enjoyed several matches as the season progressed and we always celebrated the outings. One evening after the game, we were waiting for our taxi ride back home but there was a delay. We consumed several drinks which added to Michel's impatience and she finally got irritated.

"This is friggin shit! What's taking them so long! The place is clearing up and we really need to get home."

"Yeah," I added, "So unacceptable." I sighed, trying to be the calmer one of the two. 

I had already transferred the payment via the taxi app for a round trip fare and figured we had to wait since there was no other option.

People walked passed us laughing and chatting loudly in appreciation of the great game. Some happy fans waltzed by covered in body paint and multicolored wigs. A young couple, apparently on a date, stopped near the curb and shared a warm hug. It went on for longer than normal so they stood out from the crowd. He kissed her on both cheeks before tucking her into a car. He stood staring, until the vehicle faded in the distance. 'Love is such an amazing thing,' I thought, hiding my smile as I tried not to stare.

The night was clear and stunning with a light crisp breeze. The mosquitos were getting really friendly. I looked over and noticed Michel sitting on the curb, arms folded resembling a beggar. 

In the distance, we noticed a bright set of headlights approaching. Relieved, Michel stood up. A red full size Ford pickup truck slowed down near us. As we looked inside, Brant was in the driver’s seat and his friend glared at us from the passenger’s side looking quite hammered. The vehicle looked glossy with big tires centered by sparkling rims giving it that posh finish. 

"You girls waiting on someone?" Brant asked, seeming concerned.

"Nooo, we’re actually just looking at the stars." I said, disappointed that it wasn’t our taxi. Michel kept quiet as she was too upset to speak. I was trying to hit a note of flippancy in an attempt to keep the mood light but it wasn’t possible to do so under the circumstances. We were stranded. Suddenly Michel spoke up as she was determined to get home. "Can we get a ride
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