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Please Don’t Leave Me

He is probably just not looking at his phone, Brandy reassured herself, chewing at her nail as

she stared at the unanswered text messages to David.

Why aren’t you answering? She took a minute to look at the shape of the words, and the

curves of the letters jumped out at her, reading in unnerving desperation. She quickly deleted

the message and chucked her phone on the bed. She went to her mirror and her hand wouldn’t

stop shaking as she pulled eyeliner across her lid. Frustrated, she took a swig of vodka. It

wasn’t enough, her hand wouldn’t stop fucking shaking. Despite her blurred vision and shaky

footing, nothing was enough to push down that gnawing feeling at the pit of her stomach.

She took one more swig, a deep breath and was out the door.

Brandy sat on the busy bus, clutching a vodka bottle between her legs, nervously pulling her

jacket over her as she saw a man's eyes opposite her drop down to her chest. It’s only ever for

a second, like they’re blinking, but you always notice. Going to a club alone was normal for

Brandy, she hadn’t been to a pre drinks with other people since first year. It was okay, she

preferred going to clubs alone. She always hated the music people played at pre drinks, and

besides, she was going to be with people once she got there. She wasn’t going to be alone for

long.

The club was packed, the music pulsing. Bodies pressed against each other like the sand and

stones that are pulled up in a wave, moving as one and without control. Brandy shoved her

way through the crowd, helplessly being pulled along in the wave. She had his face imprinted

on her mind, its every curve and contour, his dark shadowy eyes and his crooked imperfect

perfect nose. She saw his face on every person that looked at her.
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When she finally did see him, he was standing slightly too close to a tall, gorgeous girl with

red hair, leaning against the bar with an unbothered effortlessness Brandy could never have.

His hand lightly resting on her hip. David was looking at her with his cheeks dimpled and she

felt her heart drop, terrified at what she was seeing. His eyes scanned around and spotted her

in the crowd, his hand discreetly dropping from the red-haired girl and those bright blue eyes

lighting up. He ran up to her and scoped her into a hug, lifting her feet slightly off the ground.

Brandy felt the anxiety shower off her body and out of her fingertips as he held her close, her

heartbeat slowing to his tempo.

“You’re finally here!” He shouted into her ear over the loud beats, the excitement in his voice

warmed her.

“Yeah, I, uh, tried texting you.” She said quietly, unconsciously digging her nail into her

thumb.

“What?” He shouted back, unable to hear anything over the noise. She forced herself to shout

louder:

“I tried texting you. You never responded.” He stared into her eyes and she nervously smiled.

For a moment she thought he was angry, but then his motionless face took on a toothy grin.

He was laughing.

“Oh! My phone died.” He reassured her. Brandy laughed in response, she felt so silly. Why

did she always overthink? “Were you worried? You’re an idiot.” He laughed, holding her

face. He pulled her into a kiss, and any anxiety about the girl or the text or being alone, it all

went away. She stared up at him smiling as her breath copied her pounding heartbeat, fuelled

solely by love.

They spent the rest of the night dancing, holding each other, laughing, everything was

perfect. She even met the gorgeous redhead; her name was Elva and she spent most of the
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night making out with a girl with a tattoo of a squirrel on an acid trip across her back. See?

You had nothing to worry about, she smiled to herself as the drug fuelled night blended into

one big blur.

As the sun was starting to peak over the horizon and a warm pink coloured the sky, Brandy

stumbled home with David on her arm. They fell into her room laughing way too loudly. He

pressed his lips against hers and engrossed her in a kiss. The kind of kiss where you feel like

you could melt into each other and become one whole person. He pushed her back onto the

bed from her hips with force, Brandy felt the adrenaline rush through her body as she reached

up to him and pulled down his trousers. He made her feel like electricity was jolting through

her body, and every touch and kiss left a scar that burned with glorious pleasure.

After, they lay on the bed naked, their bodies entangled with each other. She used her finger

to carve out the caves and contours of his face as he breathed sleepily, his eyes fluttering open

and shut every minute or so. She laid her head on his chest and practiced the words over and

over again in her head. Just say it, she told herself, as the words lay ingrained in her thoughts

like a song on repeat. Say it. Say it. Say it. SAY—

“Brandy?” He perked up, sleepily nuzzling into her hair.

“Yes?” There was a pause, a stand still moment that pulled her heart from her chest.

“I love you.” Brandy looked up at him with dazzled eyes, in shock and glee at the words that

left his mouth. She was in such awe at what he said, she couldn’t form the words. “Well?

Aren’t you gonna say it back?” He pushed.

“Oh, o-of course, I love you, of course I love you. I love you so much David.” He smirked,

that gorgeous smirk that meant he was happy. “I love you so much that I want to shout it for

everyone to hear. I LO—”
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“Okay, okay.” He pulled his hand over her mouth and laughed. They laughed together and

spent the rest of the night staring into each other’s eyes, repeating those three words until it

put them to sleep.

Hours later Brandy awoke to mindless techno that her housemate was blasting in their room

next door. She groaned, rolling over to find herself alone in an empty bed. She found her

phone twisted between the duvet to text David, but before she could she noticed the time.

Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck.

The lights felt brighter than usual in the theatre, they seemed to burn her eyes as she tried to

distract herself from the pulsing headache that made her want to crack her head against a

pavement. She tried to focus instead on a girl butchering Cleopatra’s suicide monologue. God

she was so terrible. Brandy felt bad for her, especially when she noticed two girls at the front

snickering and giggling to themselves. Brandy wanted to batter those girls for deciding who

was worth their respect, deciding who they were better then. She pretended it was anger at the

girl on stage, but Brandy didn’t know that girl. The only thing Brandy was fighting for was

herself and the anxiety that was taking hold of her body.  Soon it was her turn, and she

wanted nothing more than for time to stand still.

As her name was called and she walked up to the stage, she felt like every step echoed

throughout the theatre. A million thoughts were racing throughout her mind as she faced the

audience, blinded by the lights glaring down at her, only seeing the two sniggering girls

centre stage.

“No, it happened to me. It didn’t happen to you.” She tried to channel the voice of She from

the play Enigma. She couldn’t remember why she chose this play, other than that the

monologue was short. The girls stared with brutally cold eyes, challenging her. Are you going

to mess up? their eyes were saying. She stammered through it, attempting to ignore her
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headache that seemed to only get worse as she went on.  “For my heart it was no longer in my

own breast. It was in your—” Fuck, she couldn’t remember the words; her mind drew a blank

as she stared down at her shaking “Hands!” She cried, louder than she meant to. The girls in

the front sniggered, her heart pounded. “Uh, um, you c-could have thrown it in the dust.”

Why did she choose this monologue? That thought tugged at her, a nagging feeling of dread.

The girls continued to laugh, to stare, to judge. She wanted to rip their skinny little arms off

their bodies. How dare they? She seethed. Soon her monologue came to a close and there was

a silence that lasted too long before a few claps came from the small audience. She wanted to

cry, to run, to do anything but be here. She should’ve rehearsed more, she shouldn’t have

gone out last night, she should have done anything to have stopped herself from feeling how

she did right now.

The rest of her lectures dragged on that day, and she heard nothing. Just reliving that moment,

that awful feeling clinging to her lungs like asbestos. As the hour ran up, she went to leave.

“Brandy?” Her professor called. Dr Gabriel Easley, a playwright, a genius, and handsome for

an older man.

“Yes?”

“You remember your essay is due tomorrow?”

“Yes, I’m, uh, nearly finished.”

“Good, because you know how difficult it was for me to get you this extension.” His words

were cutting but his voice was reassuring.

“I know, I know, and I’m extremely grateful for that.”

“Good.” He smiled at her and stared straight into her eyes. It reminded her of something, or

someone, but she couldn’t put her finger on it.
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“I should probably get going…” Brandy’s voice trailed off as she twisted a cheap mood ring

on her finger, padding her feet on the carpeted floor of the lecture hall.

“Hold on a second, Brandy.” Hearing Dr Easley say that brought Brandy an odd comfort, like

she was happy that he needed her for something. “You were particularly quiet in my lecture

today; do I need to be concerned?” Brandy choked back some saliva, trying to coat her dry

throat from a question that lay her vulnerable for all to see. “Just with the extension and your

change of demeanour…I don’t want you to fail this course Brandy. You’re a smart girl with a

strong voice, and it would be my greatest dishonour to see you give that up.” Dr Easley held

his hand to his chest like a knight pledging himself to his queen. Brandy couldn’t help but

laugh.

She scrambled her mind for an answer, searching the alcoves and scanning the book bindings,

but she was drawing a blank. She had felt stripped by his question, standing there stark naked

exposing her whole self, in front of a man she admired so much. She brought her hand to her

chest as thought she meant to cover herself, only to be greeted by cotton fabric.

“No, I, uh…I’m going to give that essay in.”

“Yes, but what else is troubling you?” How could he know? She felt that horrible feeling from

this morning start to brew in her chest. She wanted to tell him, she wanted to say it, but the

words were trapped at the base of her throat, clawing to cry out but silenced by her shut lips.

“It’s…nothing. Just boy drama.” His eyes held her hers, he knew she was lying, Brandy could

tell. He sighed, and a bile started to form in Brandy’s stomach.

“You know what is a young girl’s most crucial weapon in this world? Self-love,

self-confidence, self-indulgence!” He laughed, and Brandy smiled. There was a second of

silence, drawn out for what felt like an entire civilisation rising and falling, and the whole

time there were hidden words on his lips, desperate to get out. His pen was tapping against
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the podium and every time it felt like glass breaking in her head. It made Brandy want to

scream. Then the moment broke: “Just remember to cite your sources.”

Brandy felt like she could’ve thrown up.

As Brandy stepped on to the bus home, her thoughts started to spiral, scrambling to choke

down her lunch.

If she just got home and started typing, she could get it done. It’s only four o’clock now, that

gives her at least a good six hours before fatigue creeps its way in. Even then, she bought a

jumbo tub of instant coffee yesterday. Yeah, if she just pulled an all-nighter, she could get it

done. She’s already got a plan and she has a good start on her introduction. She already took

out all those academic papers, if she just skimmed them really fast, she could easily find

some sources. That will take her no time.

I can do this; it will all be okay.

Then she opened the door to her room, saw David lying across her bed, scrolling through his

phone with a dazed smile, and that hopeful thought started to slip away from her.

***

“Come on Brandy, you never go out.” David’s voice was whiney, like a child not getting what

they wanted.

“I went out last night.”

“And that was so much fun!”  He stepped toward her and scooped his arms round her waist,

smiling down at her. Brandy couldn’t help but smile back.

“It was…but no I’ve gotta get this essay done David.”
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“Please I can’t go to this thing without you. You know how much I’ll hate it if you’re not

there.” He said, nuzzling into her neck, making her laugh.

“You know that’s not true, you’ll be off with your friends and I’ll be left to talk to some

freshers going on about how hot you are.” Brandy teased.

“Hey if it's what the people want.” David held up his hands jokingly. Brandy laughed and

threw a pillow from the bed at him.

“Hey, you dick!” she said. He caught the pillow and pulled her to him, so they both collapsed

on the bed laughing. He sat up on his elbow and looked down at her with his big lazy eyes.

Brandy felt her whole body light up when he did that.

“So, you’ll come?” He asked, as he stroked her cheek. Brandy wanted so desperately to come

– to be with David all the time and make him happy, but her eyes couldn’t help tracking the

flickering cursor on her laptop screen.

“No baby, I'm sorry. I’ve really gotta work tonight. But I promise I’ll come out tomorrow.”

She said, scooping his face in her hands. Brandy watched as David’s eyes darkened and his

body tensed.

“Seriously?”

“Yeah. It’s just this one night,” she reassured.

“But I thought you loved me?”

“I do love you.” Brandy sat up, puzzled.

“Then why won’t you come?” He stood up, towering over her like a father telling off his

child.
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“I told you I’ve got this essay. Easley already gave me an extension. I can’t miss it again.”

She took his hands, trying to reassure him. He swiped his hands away.

“You mean that massive nonce?” he said, looking at her with disgust.

“He’s not a nonce, and besides this isn’t about him this is about my degree. Can’t you support

me on this?” she said. Why was he being like this?

“What about me? If you don’t come tonight, my friends will talk.”

“Talk about what?” she pressed. He stalled for a moment, studying the pictures on her

bedroom walls. Brandy could see he was working up to something, as his chest rose and fell

quickly.

“About how my girlfriend would rather stay in and do an essay than come to a party with me.

Don’t you see how that looks? It looks like you’re cheating on me.” Brandy felt her whole

body go cold and her breathing quicken.

“But I’m not cheating on you?!” she said, flustered.

“I know that. But my friends are already unsure about you, this will only make them think the

worst. Trust me.” He said, callously. She couldn’t understand why he was being like this. It

took everything in her to not cry.

“Why? What have I done? Do they not like me?”

“Don’t worry baby. Just come tonight and they’ll have nothing to worry about.” He took her

face in his hands and stared down at her, affectionately tucking a hair behind her ear. Brandy

couldn’t help but feel like a dog whining at his feet after chewing up his favourite shoes.

“But I…I want to David I do. This essay counts for a lot of my credits, if I fail this, I’d

probably have to retake the whole module.” She was fighting a losing battle; she could feel it.
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“Don’t be dramatic, you’ll make it up in other things.” He said. Brandy took his hands from

her face and stood up. She paced to the other side of her room, feeling claustrophobic from

being so close to him.

“Either way, I had a really shitty day; I don’t even really feel like going to a party. There were

these girls at my performance…they were laughing and…I don’t know it was just bad.” She

stuttered.

“Why do you care what other people think of you so much?” He stepped toward her. Brandy

wanted to push him back, to tell him no. But every part of her felt a draw to him, like a wave

was pulling her under. He stood in front of her and took her chin in his hand, stroking the hair

from her face. His eyes bore down on her, daring her to answer, to challenge him.

I don’t.

“I don’t.”

“Prove it.” In one quick moment he pulled down her jeans and grabbed at her arse. It felt like

she had been plunged into icy cold water, gasping for air despite there being plenty around

her. Before she drowned, she managed to push him off.

“Get off it David. I’m serious, I can’t go.” She shouted, pulling up her jeans. He stared at her

with a mocking amusement, then looked away from her, like she wasn’t even there.

“Fine whatever, do what you want.” He said, his demeanour shifted dramatically as he

grabbed his phone and keys to go. Just as she got out the water, the ice had started to crack

beneath her again.

“Well, when am I next gonna see you?” she pressed him. She was running, trying to avoid

where the cracks had started to splinter.
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“I’m not sure, I’m pretty busy at the moment.” He said, barely looking at her. It wasn’t

working, the ice kept cracking, she was going to fall in, she had to grab for the rope. She

stared at the cursor flickering on her laptop screen. She could still get it done.

“Fuck it. I’m coming.” He smiled wide and pulled her into a hug. She was off the ice, she

was safe. Yet the flickering cursor on her laptop screen had already started to splinter.

They arrived late, and David had already gotten himself half paracletic on the way. He

confidently sauntered his way into the party and was greeted by cheers from everyone inside.

His hand conveniently dropped from her shoulder as a he was met with some hungry stares

from a group of fresher girls off in the corner. She wanted to grab his arm, to stand on a

platform and announce to the whole party that he belonged with her. But all she could do was

stare helplessly as he got swept away by people she didn’t even know.

It was ten o’clock now.

The thought ached at her like a mosquito bite, desperate to be scratched. Brandy wondered

the party. It was a shitty student house in Hyde Park, with the walls covered in foil and strip

lights haphazardly stuck to the walls after presumably being ripped off their bedroom walls.

A guy with ketamine coating the walls of his nostrils stood at the decks, playing shitty dub

beats that his mates had probably only told were good so that he would spend all night djing

rather than enjoying the party. There were way too many people in this house, most of whom

didn’t know anyone who lived here. Freshers awkwardly danced with a bottle of rhubarb gin

in one hand whilst second years who had a presentation due in the morning lay on the sofas

smoking and snorting whatever was handed to them. David was off somewhere with a group

of friends she didn’t know, laughing, drinking and forgetting she even existed. Then there

was Brandy, somewhere in the middle of that, all alone.
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Brandy scanned the sea of party goers looking for his face, or just anyone she knew. She

listened for his voice that was smooth like coffee over the sounds of cracking gas cannisters

and men yelling over everyone. Men think that when they do that, they signal to everyone

that they have a giant dick and that no one should fuck with them, but everyone should fuck

them. She didn’t hear it though, she didn’t see him, his face was imprinted on every person

there that wasn’t him. She thought about giving up, going home and maybe getting that essay

done in time. But then she thought about him upstairs with another girl, sliding his hand up

her thighs and kissing her neck, and that thought glued her to her spot. He had never done

that to her, but he had this tricky way of never fully reassuring her, always keeping her

slightly on edge. So she couldn’t leave, even if she wanted to.

She passed the stairs where she saw a crowd gathered as a boy covered in tattoos and looking

as though he had a diet that consisted of weed and spoonful’s of peanut butter, perched

himself at the top of the stairs with a bin lid precariously hanging off the edge. Everyone was

yelling and cheered him on. She stopped to watch it, desperate to think about something other

than her essay or David’s possible infidelity. He caught eyes with her and consumed her

figure as his eyes dropped down to observe her.

“LET’S GO!” A brash male with a tinnie clutched in his fist like a baby with his rattle yelled

way too close to Brandy’s ear. The boy with the bin lid’s eyes left the spot that had settled on

her tits and he grinned. It was that kind of goofy grin that she was sure would get any idiot

into bed with him. He shook out his hair like a dog then put his hands behind himself to push

off. Then he winked at her, and for a second time froze, like no one else was there but the two

of them. She felt her cheeks burn red as he slid down the stairs clumsily, reaching her feet

when he got to the bottom.
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Everyone of the idiots around her cheered like he had just achieved a world record in the

Olympics, but he didn’t seem to be thinking about that, as he lifted himself up, so he was

standing inches from her face and smiled like he had just caught his pray and was ready to

skin it.

“I’ve never seen you here before.” He said confidently, like that would make her knees

collapse beneath her.

“I’ve never been here before.”

“Oh! Well do you want a tour?”

“I’m alright. I’m just trying to look for my—

“Please don’t say boyfriend.” He cut her off, bouncing around like a puppy that wants to play.

“Boyfriend....” She stood there awkwardly, desperately wanting David to come and scoop her

up and take her home.

“Sweetheart, you break my heart.” He had a Yorkshire accent and a big toothy grin.

Something about it made it feel like a bath bomb of nectar went off in her stomach. Some

people would call that butterflies, but Brandy knew that she despised this guy. Her body was

just responding to the accent, missing the feeling of home it gave her. Brandy had always

found it surprising how little northern accents she heard when she came to Leeds for

university, so many southerners. Sometimes David’s private school southern accent made her

cringe, she never told him that of course.

Brandy went to walk off, entirely sick of this guy’s attitude. She hated men like that, who

think they’re god’s gift because they managed to convince some poor girl to fall in love with

them whilst they shagged anyone with a pulse. He followed behind her, the puppy was still

eager to play.
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“What’s his name? Maybe I know him.” He pressed.

“How would that help me?”

“Because this is my house, I could help you find him.” He said. Brandy rolled her eyes. She

knew he was right; she just didn’t want to admit it.

“Alright fine.”

“Great! Friends then.” He held out his hand for her to shake. Brandy stared at it like he had

handed her a kitten and told her to snap his neck.

“How can we be friends when I don’t even know your name?” She said.

“Good point. I’m Oscar.” He said.

“Brandy.”

“Brandy?”

“Yes why?” She huffed, annoyed.

“Unusual name.”

“My dad was an alcoholic.”

“Mine too.” He looked at her with an odd kind of familiarity. Like they had known each other

their whole lives. She hated it.

“Rough.”

“Always is.” He said. They stood for a moment, standing at opposite ends of the doorframe,

studying each other. Observing each other’s every twitch, like they were playing a game of

chicken of who was going to move first.
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Then without saying anything, he stepped toward her. He rested his arm above her head on

the door frame that Brandy had pressed herself against and looked deep into her eyes like he

was trying to carve out her soul and take it with him.

“Now what do I have to do to get you in my bed?” He said in a low husky voice. Brandy

recoiled instantly.

“Seriously?” She said.

“You have to admit, you’ve thought about it.” He said with an unbridled arrogance.

“What in the two minutes I’ve known you? Yeah, sure.” She played off.

“Two minutes is all I need.” He winked, and whatever temporary hold he had on her interest

was quickly dispelled.

“God you really are disgusting.” She walked off, bringing her arms instinctively across her

chest. Oscar pursued her.

“W-wait. Hold on!” He grasped her shoulder and swung her around. She was ready to hit

him.

“Get off me.” She hissed.

“I’m sorry – bad joke, wrong crowd. Let me help you find your boyfriend. What’s his name?”

It’s David. David Fenwick.” His eyes lit up and he burst out laughing. Brandy was thrown

and an uncomfortable sensation started rising in her chest. She felt like the walls around them

were slowly getting smaller, pushing them closer together where his laughter was all that she

could hear.

“W-what’s so funny?” She stammered out.
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“Oh, darling no sorry, I don’t mean to offend but David Fenwick? What’s the likes of you

doing with the archduke of Cunts-bury?” He said it like it was nothing, like it was hilarious,

like none of it mattered.

“What do you mean the likes of me?” She said. She thought the rising in her chest was

anxiety, but maybe this asshole was just pissing her off.

“Come on, I know you. I could tell from the second I saw you, me and you are the same.”

“What are you going on about?” She snapped. He laughed and shook his head like he knew

something she didn’t. She wanted to knock him on the head so whatever he was thinking, and

his dumb smug expression would fall onto the floor and she would never have to deal with

him again.

“Have you met his parents yet?”

“No. We’ve only been together four months.”

“And I’m assuming they know about you?” She wanted to snap back - of course they know

David was proud to be her boyfriend. But something about that sly expression on his face

made her breath catch. She thought back to all the times she had been with David and one of

his parents would call and he would shut off the phone, tell her that he’d call them back later.

And she would just smile, and think nothing of it, happy that all his attention was on her.

People at the party pushed past them as her head started to fog. Anger rising in her chest that

she wanted to spit out. This idiot she didn’t even know had planted a seed of doubt in her

head’s garden, and she wanted to punch him for it.

“I need to find him.” She announced.

“Good luck.” He said back sarcastically. She cut her eyes at him then turned with purpose

toward the kitchen, then froze. Standing there, in the middle of a crowd of his judgemental
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friends, in a dirty student kitchen with plates stacked on the side and tacky pictures from

nights out stuck up on the fridge, she saw David talking with a girl. She was skinny and

blonde, like a barbie Brandy had growing up. He had on that expression she had seen him

wear on his face a million times, a face she saw only when he looked at her. She recognised

the girl, she couldn’t immediately tell from where. Then her giggles filtered in her ear over

the noise of the party and the barbie’s face formed in Brandy’s mind.

Nicole – a girl she used to be friends with in first year. They used to live together, then

Brandy’s dad died, and in her sadness, she took six Valium and only consumed gin for an

entire day. The next day she woke up naked in her bed with Nicole’s boyfriend. After that

Nicole cut her out her life, turned everyone against her, and ever since she had been alone,

until she met David. The funny thing was, she couldn’t even remember sleeping with him.

Brandy wasn’t sure what to do. She wanted to go up to them, remind David she still existed.

Maybe then he would step away from all the pretty girls that flirt with him. Something glued

her there, like watching a car crash or seeing someone overdose, you can’t pull your eyes

away.

Maybe this was all in her head, maybe they were just talking, maybe he was just looking at

her like that because he was drunk. Maybe Brandy was just crazy, maybe she was just fucking

insane, maybe there was something seriously wrong with her—

The touch of an arm, the flick of the hair. Nicole had every reason to hate her, and she did.

This was all Brandy could think as she watched David’s head cock, and Nicole sling her arm

around his waist, and their heads move closer and closer until—

“BRANDY!” Jack, one of David’s friends, yelled over the noise. David sprung away from

Nicole like she was a lepper. His eyes frantically searched for hers in the crowd, landing on

hers with a desperation she had never seen in him before. Like he was already begging her to
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forgive him, as Brandy’s eyes shined with tears. Then like clockwork, as if he was an android

that had started to develop emotions, then was quickly shut off before he could do any real

damage, his look of desperation turned into a smirk, like nothing had happened. He sauntered

over to Brandy, like everything was normal.

“Hey baby, where’ve you been hiding?” He said, going to take her face to kiss her. Brandy

swung her head out of his grasp.

“I saw you.” She said, her voice quiet, on the verge of imploding.

“Saw what?”

“Don’t make me say it, David. I saw you.”

“What are you going on about Brandy?” He said it with an insulting arrogance that made the

broken pieces of Brandy’s heart start to crumble into dust.

“You…you were about to kiss her.” Brandy said, her voice cracking at the words.

“Kiss who? Nicole? No, I wasn’t. We’re old friends catching up, I haven’t seen her in ages.

We were about to hug.”

“Why did it have to be her? You know my past with her.”

“Look Brandy I love you, but I can’t excuse your past behaviour because of it. You were a

shitty friend to her, so she doesn’t like you. That doesn’t mean I can’t be friends with her. Am

I not allowed to have friends now?” His words cut Brandy open and she felt herself laying on

the ground, watching the blood pour out of her and soak into the carpet whilst he shouted

over her dying corpse. But Brandy was still standing.

“I-I didn’t say that I just—”

“You just what? God Brandy you can be so insecure.”
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“I’m not insecure you were about to kiss her.”

“Can you even hear yourself right now? You sound insane.” His anger had made his voice get

louder, and everyone around them get quieter. Brandy glanced at Nicole who was now talking

to someone else, but kept glancing back at the two of them, with a smile that said she was

about to win.

“Let’s go talk somewhere else.” Brandy said, gently.

“No, I think you should leave.” David announced. Brandy felt the heat leave her body and her

mouth dried up instantly, she was barely able to choke out the words.

“W-what?” In her mind she was grasping for him, as the ice beneath her broke and her body

was falling into darkness, but he was just looking on, motionless.

“You clearly need to go and calm down. Maybe it wasn’t such a good idea for you to come to

this party after all.” He said. In her mind she was responding back to him, screaming and

begging for him to catch her, but her lungs were filling up with water and her screams were

unheard.

“David I—”

“Please Brandy, just go. We’ll talk tomorrow.” And with that he walked away. A herd of

people followed. One of them could’ve been Nicole but Brandy couldn’t tell. Brandy was

standing there stuck, tears in her eyes, as everyone stared on around her. She was left alone.

“Well?” Oscar’s voice popped up in her ear. She swung around to him standing behind her,

smiling still.

“Not now.” She ran toward the front door and in a blur, she was standing on the street in front

of the house with her phone in her hand, trembling as she tried to order an uber. Oscar

followed her out.
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“What do you WANT?” She screamed at him. His eyes grew wide for a second, but his

stance stayed the same – he was in power right now.

“I just wanna see if you’re alright darling.”

“Good well you saw, so now you can go.” She hissed back at him.

“Hey hey hey, I’m not the one who yelled at you in front of an entire house of people after

lying to you about almost getting with someone else.” He said, like he was proud of it.

Brandy had been replaying the moment over and over again in her mind and she had no idea

what to believe.

“Maybe he wasn’t lying.” She said quietly, like she didn’t really want him to hear.

“I’m sorry you must be an idiot because he was very clearly about to kiss her. I mean who

wouldn’t want to that girl was so fucking fit—” Brandy charged toward him and squared up

to him, breathing out of her nose like a bull.

“Say it again.” She said. He looked impressed, like he wasn’t expecting it.

“There’s that northern spark. Where was this attitude in there?” He teased, stepping toward

her and looking over her.

“Stop it.”

“Stop what? I didn’t do anything.” He said. He took his hand to her face and pushed a strand

of her hair behind her ear. “Don’t worry, she’s not as fit as you.” Brandy grunted and swiped

his hand away, stepping away from him.

She cut her eyes at him and he pulled on her arm, dragging her close to his side so that she

could feel his warm breath on her neck. “He’s too good for you darling.” He said quietly, his

voice low, like a wolf growling in your ear ready to tear out your throat. He took his hand to
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her face and turned her toward his so that they were inches apart. Brandy knew that she

should stop this, but something about the musk of his cologne, the alcohol she had consumed

and the crippling emotions flowing through her system allowed her to abandon all rationale.

His lips inched closer to hers, and instinctively she shut her eyes. They brushed lightly

against her own, and Brandy felt a jolt of electricity burn through her body. Then like a wolf

about to devour its dinner, he kissed her. All of Brandy was telling her to stop, to run, to

leave, but this kiss was coursing through her body, lighting up every synapse until she felt

like her feet were lifting off the ground.

Then like someone shot her through the stomach, she heard David’s voice in the distance. She

instantly pulled apart from Oscar and her eyes darted round. David was nowhere to be seen,

until she saw him in the window of the house laughing with people. He looked completely

unphased. He must have not seen, Brandy desperately wanted to believe he hadn’t seen. And

like waking up from a dream, she realised the horrible mistake she made. She looked at Oscar

in disgust who stared at her confused. He reached out to her.

“No!” She slapped his arm away. Then before he could say anything that might convince her

otherwise, she ran. She ran into the lit-up streets of Hyde Park, the pulsing music from the

party getting quieter the further she ran into the darkness. Just like that, the ice had cracked,

and she was plunged into the icy water, unable to get out.

***

It was two in the morning when Brandy found herself at the doorstep of a three-story house

with flowers lining the front garden’s cobblestone walkway. She clutched a bottle a vodka she

had bought at the shop. She had already consumed half of it by the time she got there. She

used the bottle to knock on the door. The lights of the house were stayed off and it remained

quiet, dead to the world. Disgruntled, Brandy knocked again, louder this time.
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She leaned her body against the door, her hot skin from the alcohol cooled by the wood. Her

eyes flickered open and shut and she almost fell as the door opened behind her. Dr Easley

stood in his dressing gown, half asleep and confused.

“Brandy? What are you doing here?” He said, a concerned look on his face.

“I-I came here to tell you that,” she hiccupped “to tell you that I won’t have the essay done by

tomorrow.” She slurred.

“Are you drunk? Brandy this is extremely inappropriate.” His angered expression made

Brandy sweat. She felt tears well at her eyelids.

“I’m sorry it’s just been such a bad night. I’ll go I’m sorry I ever came. This was stupid.” She

sobbed. Brandy turned to leave, stumbling on the doorstep.

“Wait, hold on. I can’t let you go home like this – I’ll give you a lift home. Do you want to

come in for a glass of water?” he said, his tone shifting to soft and kind. Brandy felt so stupid,

but she was barely cohesive enough to string together a sentence let alone find her way home.

She nodded, wiping the tears from her eyes.

Brandy perched on the end of a large ugly leather sofa in the middle of his living room. The

walls were a deep blue and there was minimal decoration besides some books on the shelves

and pictures of a young boy on his coffee table. Brandy couldn’t help but notice a pile of

boxes in the corner with records and more books spilling out of them.

Dr Easley walked in with a glass of water and handed it to Brandy. He sat hesitantly at the

other end of the sofa.

“Thanks.” Brandy took a big gulp of water. It felt good to feel the cold-water travel down her

throat – it made her head spin less. She kept drinking until it was gone, hoping the longer she

drank the longer she could ignore the mess she had gotten herself into.
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“Are you…alright?” he asked, after a minute or so of silence. Brandy shrugged, not sure what

to say. “You could tell me what happened, maybe I could help you?” He pressed.

“You’re gonna think it’s so stupid.” Brandy said, hoping that would dissuade him.

“I was in my twenties once, I bet I’ve been through exactly what you’re going through.

Besides it might help to talk about it.” He said, with a kind smile that made the alcohol in her

belly warm. Something about him made her trust him, she had no idea what it was, but she

wanted to tell him everything.

She started talking to him about her night, and by the end she had cried twice and he had

made her a cup of tea that had gone cold as she was too distracted to even take a sip. After

she was done, he took a moment to take in everything she had said.

“Well, all I can say is that your friend, Oscar was it?”

“He’s definitely not my friend.”

“Well, he’s right about your boyfriend. He does sound like a prick. Although I would stay

away from Oscar too, it doesn’t seem like he has your best interest at heart.”  He said. She

laughed.

“Are you allowed to say that to me?”

“Well, you turned up at my house at two in the morning plastered, so I think if I was going to

get in trouble for anything, it definitely wouldn’t be calling a student a prick.” He joked.

Brandy laughed. It felt good to laugh.

“Speaking of, any thoughts on that essay?” she asked. He sighed and thought for a moment.

In the time that they had been talking the two of them had found themselves right next to

each other. Brandy knew it probably wasn’t appropriate, but she wanted to be there with him,

he was the only person that had made her feel okay all day.
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“Not many people have had the night you had and had to hand in an essay the next day so I’ll

give you a few more days.”

“Oh my god thank you so much.” Brandy felt a wave of relief rush through her body like

wildfire.

“But you will have to accept a late penalty.”

“Of course I understand, I’m just so glad I won’t fail. Thank you!” Instinctively she hugged

him. He smelled like lemongrass and whiskey, it made her feel warm, like she was home. She

felt his body tighten against hers and she relaxed into him. Her head was still cloudy with all

the vodka she had consumed, so when he pulled apart from her, and was unable to hold eye

contact, it only dawned on her then how inappropriate that was.

“Oh my god. I’m so sorry, I shouldn’t have done that. I’ll go.” She said, jumping to her feet

and fixing her clothes, too conscious of herself and the clothes she was wearing.

“No don’t worry. I said I’ll give you a lift home.” He said, still unable to look at her.

“No really, I sobered up a lot whilst I was here. I’ll be fine.” She said, backing out of the

house. Before he could respond she was out the door.

The next day Brandy was in the drive through at McDonalds. Her head was pounding like

there was a man stuck inside there hammering at her skull. She wanted so desperately to

smash her head against a pavement and let the pain ooze out with all the blood and brain

matter. The sun glared down at her like it wanted to make her feel worse. Waiting for her

food, she glanced down at her phone. She scrolled through the countless unanswered texts

she had left David. She called him again, chewing at her nails as the endless rings of his

phone sounded in her ear like a torture device.
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I hope to god he doesn’t know. How could he know? Had he seen them? Did someone tell

him? Why do I do—

“Hello?” It was David. Brandy was so shocked he picked up it took her a minute before she

had anything to say. “Hello? Brandy?”

“H-hi.”

“Hi. How are you feeling?”

“Terrible. I’m so sorry about last night. I should’ve believed you.”

“It’s okay. We’re okay.” Brandy beamed when he said that. Anything that happened last night

could be erased from those very words.

“Really? That makes me so happy to hear that.” She said.

“Yes of course, it was all just a silly misunderstanding last night.” He laughed, his voice

gentle and kind.

“Yes exactly. I just wanna see you, where are you right now?” David didn’t answer for a

minute and she heard a voice in the background. A pranging anxiety started to catch in her

throat.

“Hello? Are you with someone?”

“It was just Jack asking if I had any loo roll.” She was just being silly, she reassured herself.

He wouldn’t do that to you. Last night was a mistake. It was all one big mistake.

“You’re home? I’ll come over right now.”

“No don’t trouble yourself. How about I take you out for a nice meal tonight?” His voice

sounded smooth and calming. He loved her; she knew he loved her.

“I would love that.”
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“I’ll come over around eight. I love you.” And with that those three magic words made

everything better. There was no one with him, he was telling the truth, she was sure.

“I love you too.” Brandy clicked off the phone. The worker handed her her food and she

drove to her favourite spot. The top of a hill that was always empty because it was too far

away from any houses. She took a deep breath in and watched the city spring alive as the

morning rolled in. People driving to work, kids going to school, people waking up hungover

in their beds. She laughed to herself, and took a large bite from her egg mcmuffin. The salt

nourished her body, with every bite she felt stronger and stronger. The sun shone down on her

and a part of her started to believe that everything was actually going to work out alright.

Like there was no Oscar, there was no kiss, there was no inappropriate hugging of her

professor at his home at two in the morning. Just her and David – forever.

Then her phone pinged. She looked at it to see a text from an anonymous number. It was a

video. Her heart started pounding in her ears. It can’t be, it can’t be, it can’t be. She clicked

play and there she saw a video of her and Oscar kissing. Her breath quickened rapidly, and

tears started to well in her eyes. She looked around for someone, anyone to help her. But she

was all alone, at the top of a hill. She looked over the city. And she screamed with every fibre

of her being at the cursed world that she had been born into. All alone.


