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Tara was sitting in her favourite café sipping a cup of coffee, when her younger sister Amy breezed through the door. As usual, Amy had a slightly self-absorbed look on her face. She quickly scanned the café, before joining Tara at her table.



“Wow, I haven’t seen you for ages, Amy.”

“Yeah, I’m sorry sis. I’ve been so busy, what with school, babysitting and everything else.

Tara gave Amy a long look. “Yes, so I hear.”

“What’s that supposed to mean? And you can take that look off your face.”

Tara took a sip of her coffee, enjoying Amy’s look of discomfort. “Well, I was just wondering when you were going to mention him.”

“Who?”

“You know very well who; your new boyfriend. You know, the love of your life, or so I hear.”

“How did you find out about that?”

Tara allowed herself a satisfied smile. “Oh, I have my ways. This is a small town; people talk. I never would have thought that you two would get together. How did it happen, anyway?”

“Well, it’s kind of a long story...”

“That’s OK, I have time. I took the whole day off work just to see my little sister. Anyway, I’m paying for lunch, so you owe me a good story.”

Amy sighed. “OK, if you insist. But it may take a while...”
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“I guess it started about a month ago. Adam and I were sitting in the park, just enjoying the sunshine.”

“God, I remember the park. I haven’t been there for ages. Does Lazy-eye Jack still work there?”

“I’m afraid so. He’s so weird, always just staring at everyone. I saw him feeding the pigeons the other day, and I swear he was giving them poison.”

“That’s sick. He really gives me the creeps.”

“Me too. Anyway, we’re sitting on a bench and Adam is talking about something, but I’m not really listening because I’m thinking about Mark...”

“Typical Amy, daydreaming as usual.”

“Look, are you going to shut up and let me tell this or not?”

“OK, I’m sorry. There’s no need to bite my head off. I’m paying for lunch, remember? Just tell me what happened already.”

“So, Adam is sitting there talking away. Suddenly, from what feels like a thousand miles away I hear him say...”

“So, then I jump up and smack Mr Morrison in the face and run out of the classroom.”

“What?” This snapped me out of my daydream immediately. It was a shame, really, because I was just getting to the good part, where Mark looks deep into my eyes and... Um, anyway, Adam laughs and says:”

“I knew you weren’t listening.”

“I was too,” I protested. “I heard every word you said, I swear.”

“Oh really? So, what was I talking about?” Adam asked. It was clear that he didn’t believe me.

“OK, so maybe I didn’t hear every word,” I admitted reluctantly.

“You were daydreaming, weren’t you?” Adam asked. “And I don’t need three guesses to figure out who you were daydreaming about. 

Adam knew exactly how I felt about Mark. Since I had realised my feelings for Mark a few months ago, Adam had become my confidant. I felt as though I could tell him anything and I usually did, as I used to with Mark. Unfortunately, I found myself confiding in Mark less and less as the things I felt I couldn’t tell him started to fill the growing space between us.

“OK, you got me. I was thinking about Mark,” I confessed. I sighed. “It’s just so unfair. I’ve known Mark pretty much my whole life. We hand out together all the time, and in all those years I’ve only ever thought of him as a friend. But now, when he’s going out with Gemma,” I practically spat her name. “I finally realise that I have feelings for him.”

“Yeah, I know it’s tough,” Adam said, putting a hand on my arm comfortingly. “I know exactly how you feel.”

“You do?” I asked sceptically. Adam had never mentioned having a crush on anyone as far as I could remember.

“Sure, I’m in love with Mark too!” Adam dissolved into laughter as he saw the surprised look on my face.

I pushed Adam’s hand off my arm and scowled at him. “This isn’t funny,” I told him.

“I know, I’m sorry,” Adam said, forcing himself to stop laughing and sounding sincere for once.

“It’s just that I really like Mark. Seeing him with someone else hurts so much.” I felt a lump form in my throat. Even talking about my feelings hurt.

“In that case, you’re really not going to like what I’m about to tell you,” Adam said, sounding uneasy.

“What’s that?” I asked warily.

“The ‘Happy Couple’ are heading this way.”

“Oh no,” I groaned.

Adam gestured subtly to the left with his head. I casually looked around and, sure enough, I saw Mark and Gemma walking across the park, clearly heading in our direction.

“I have to get out of here,” I told Adam.

“But you can’t, they’ve already seen you.” As he said this, Mark waved at us, confirming Adam’s statement.

“I can’t stay here and see the two of them together. It would be absolute torture; it would kill me.” I picked up my bag and got up from the bench, anxious to be gone before Mark and Gemma arrived.

“But what will I tell them?” Adam asked. He was clearly uncomfortable with the situation.

“I don’t know, make something up,” I called softly over my shoulder as I walked away, heading in the opposite direction to the one from which Mark and Gemma were approaching.

I escaped just in time. I could faintly hear Adam greeting Mark and Gemma. As I stole a glance over my shoulder, I saw them joining Adam on the bench.

Mark asked Adam where I was going in such a hurry. Adam, being Adam, said the first thing that came into his head.

“She has to go to work.”

“But the house Amy babysits at is over there,” Mark replied, pointing in the direction from which he and Gemma had just come.

“I know,” Adam said, thinking quickly. “But... I think Amy said that the kids are going over to her place today for a change.”

Luckily, I had walked away in the direction of my house. So, although Mark looked a bit doubtful, he let the matter rest.

“Does it seem to you like Amy has been a bit distant recently?” Mark asked Adam.

“How do you mean?” Adam asked, although of course he knew very well what Mark was talking about.

“Well...” Mark took a moment to think about it. “It seems like she’s avoiding me or something, and when we do hang out, she seems a bit uncomfortable around me. It’s weird, because we’ve always been so close. I can’t help feeling as though I’m losing her in some way.”

Adam did his best to assure Mark that he was imagining things. However, when he told me later that evening what Mark had said, I knew that I would have to would hard to seem normal around Mark so that he wouldn’t suspect my true feelings for him.

I felt bad about keeping my feelings secret from Mark, but he was obviously happy with Gemma. Even though I felt jealous, I wanted Mark to be happy. I also knew that if I told Mark how I felt, I would only get hurt. Even worse, confessing my feelings might ruin our friendship, and I wasn’t willing to risk that.
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First thing on a Monday morning is hard enough. They give you just enough time on the weekend to relax and have a little fun, and get out of the whole school routine. Then smack, Monday morning arrives and you’re expected to slip seamlessly back into school as though the weekend never happened. 

So, I wasn’t in the best of moods that day anyway. Plus, I had realised at about 9pm the previous evening that I had an essay to hand in on Monday morning that I hadn’t even started. That meant I had to stay up until nearly 1am to get it done.

I felt half-dead as I walked down the school corridor to my locker. However, I suddenly saw Mark, and my mood began to lift. It was like a magic spell; just like that, instant happy. Mark had his back to me and he appeared to be deep in conversation with someone, although I couldn’t see who he was talking to.

Smiling, I walked towards Mark. However, as I got closer to him, I realised that Mark was talking to Gemma. I froze on the spot as I watched Gemma lean in close to Mark and whisper something in his ear. Mark laughed, leaned forward and, to my horror, he kissed Gemma.

I felt myself go cold. My chest hurt and my stomach felt as though the bottom had fallen out of it. Of course, I already knew that Mark and Gemma were a couple, but actually seeing them kiss still hurt.

Without even thinking about it, I started to run down the corridor. I had to get away from there, right away. 

In a daze, I ran to my locker. I could feel hot tears trying to form behind my eyes, but I refused to let them fall. I found the key to my locker and inserted it in the lock with shaking hands. But the key wouldn’t turn. 

Frustrated, I banged on the front of the locker. It didn’t help. Letting out a low scream, I rested my head on the locker door, feeling completely defeated.

"Hi, Amy.”

I felt a hand on my shoulder. I realised instantly that it belonged to Adam, and I struggled to compose myself before turning to face him.

“Hi,” I replied. My voice sounded shaky, despite my efforts to control my emotions.

“What’s wrong?” Adam asked, sounding concerned. It was clear that my attempt to pull myself together hadn’t worked.

“My locker won’t open,” I told him. “I think it must be broken.”

Adam laughed. “Maybe that’s because it’s not your locker; it’s mine.”

“Oh.” I felt myself turn red with embarrassment as I realised that Adam was right.

I took my key out of Adam’s locker door and inserted it into my own, which was right next to his. Sure enough, the locker door opened easily. I took out the books I needed for the next couple of classes and placed them in my bag.

Finally, I shut my locker door with a bag and turned around to see Adam watching me. He studied me for a few seconds longer, and then started to speak.

“That’s not the only thing that’s wrong, is it?” I shook my head. “What’s going on?” Adam asked.

“I just saw Mark and Gemma together. They were kissing.”

Adam looked truly sympathetic. “Oh, Amy,” he said softly before enfolding me in a much-needed hug.

After a couple of minutes, Adam released me from the embrace. “Are you OK?” he asked, sounding concerned.

I swallowed hard. “Yeah, I guess so. But it hurts. Why does it have to hurt so much?”

Adam slowly shook his head. “I don’t know, it just does. Listen, you’re going to have to get over this. I know you don’t want to,” he said as I started to protest. “But you have to for your sanity, and
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