
JUST FOR TONIGHT 
 

 
(A short story on how one spectacular coincidence can reconnect and rekindle a secret love. 

 It just takes a leap of courage, a dare for truth, and a sea of alcohol.) 
 
 
 
 

“Two bottles. For now.” 
 
I take a deep solemn breath of frustration and disappointment as I sit down in front of the 
counter. The alternative rock music at this quaint downtown bar is loud enough to cloud 
my head and override the noise of some fucked-up memories I’ve had a fair share of this 
Friday night. 
 
The bartender, who must be in his early 30s, just stares at me, hesitating for a second. I 
shrug and mouth, what? 
 

He leans over the counter and says, “Uhm…I-I don’t think I can --” 
“Why? I may look young but I’m of legal age. You wanna see my ID?” 
“No, it’s fine, it’s just --” 
“Come on! Can’t you be considerate enough? I’m celebrating!” I laugh at the ironic 
and sarcastic thought. “Job promotion. And being single.” I wink at him. 

 
Then he intentionally shows me his ring finger. Fine he’s married. Excuse me, hello…I 
don’t plan on flirting with anyone tonight. I just want my poison. 
 

He smirks and then he says, “Okay. Just two. Then get out, okay? You don’t look 
like you should be here.” 

 
And I can’t help but think, where else should I be? On the road, where my stinky 
secondhand car broke down earlier? In my boyfr — oops, ex-boyfriend’s — apartment, 
where I caught him red-handed with a girl all over him? Or…in my own place, where my 
electricity has been disconnected this morning? 
 
Okay let me detail this chronologically. I was late for work because it was terrible without 
power supply. It caused me a kill-me-now series of unfortunate events. But, despite my 
slightly disheveled hair and kinda messy clothes, I’ve been rewarded! Before the dreadful 
day ended, I just got promoted as senior section editor after two nerve-racking years in 
the magazine. I planned to surprise my boyfriend with this little accomplishment and 
drove my way to his place with a bottle of champagne. I got stuck in the rush hour traffic 
that my car gave up on me. And as if things could not get any worse, there he was on the 
couch with the girl he must be cheating on me with for the last five months. His surprise 
was wayyy better than mine. I should’ve punched him hard straight on the face, broken 
the bridge of his nose, kneed him in the groin and left him swollen, bleeding to death. But 
I just stood there, flabbergasted, my knees trembling and my stomach crumbling in awful 
shock. If he said anything to me, I didn’t hear a word. I just left with my champagne. 



Funny, I could not even cry for being stupid nor acknowledge the only positive thing that 
happened to me today because everything else just sucks. 
 
I’m broke and broken. And what better way to get over these misfortunes than drown 
myself in alcohol. I don’t really drink but I’ll intoxicate my liver just for tonight. 
 

“Waiting for someone?” A tall guy with a Stallone voice sits beside me. I ignore 
him. “Too pretty to be alone.” I clench my jaw and tighten my grip on the bottle. 
“Ah, you must have been dumped. Well, why don’t we mend that broken heart?” 
Did he just wink at me? 
Douchebag alert! I give him a death stare and say, “Fuck off! Or this bottle will 
whack your pea-sized brain out.” 

 
I glare at him until he leaves. But in my peripheral vision, someone familiar is on my 9 
o’clock so I take a sharper look until the face takes form and gets clear. And… 
  

I whisper to myself, “Oh my God! Is that…” 
 
Spotted. Approximately twenty meters, fifty steps, ten shallow breaths, and a million 
shivering nerves away. The dashing badass former neighbor-slash-teenage dream guy 
Brent Wilson.  
 
#UltimateCrush #theboyineverhadachancewith  
 
I think I need to apply the drop-cover-hold principle in this earth-shattering sight. But too 
late. He just caught me looking at him. My eyes widen like ping pong balls. I hastily look 
away and pretend to be invisible. But I think he’s walking towards me now. 
 

So I close my eyes, turn my head to the opposite direction and utter a firm, “Oh 
shit! Shit! Shit! Shit!” 

 
And in a minute, I can sense his ego beside me. I can’t breathe I wish I can eject myself 
from this seat. 
 

“Dom, two French 75s.” He asks the bartender and I pretend I don’t recognize his 
distinct Tim McGraw velvety voice from the countryside, where we shared teenage 
memories. “If you’re alone and sad, might as well drink something nicer than 
Heineken.” 
Oh God. I have no choice but to turn to him and look surprise. “Oh, hey it’s you!” 
“Shut up, we just made eye contact.” 
I can give him a good southpaw jab right now. Just a friendly greeting. “I hardly 
recognize you. Brent Wilson. It’s been…ages.” 

 
Finally, he smiles and oh, he’s still gorgeous. I must admit I kind of missed that crooked 
smile. It’s like he feels good to see me, too, recognizing my post-puberty form. He sits 
beside me and instead of mourning on my heartbreak, I am actually having baby 
butterflies in my stomach. Just small ones. Growing as the seconds pass. Geez. I’m 
make-up-less and I look like a mess. I could have prepared but what a twist of fate! 
 



“So, Cassandra Moore, what are you doing here? Aside from gate crashing a 
send-off party.” 
I gasp in embarrassment. “Oh, I’m sorry. I didn’t get the invitation.” 
“You’re uninvited.” He chuckles. 
I frown. After all these years we take to mature, his arrogance never gets old. 
“Fine. Who are you sending off?” 
He plainly responds, “Me.” 

 
What. An. Unexpected. Piece. Of. Information. Who would have thought I would meet him 
again in the most untimely and uncomfortable manner? And what are the chances for this 
to happen before he leaves? Well, it may be fate telling us to say goodbye to each other 
because why not? After all, we grew up across each other’s yard. We might not have 
been the closest of friends but I’m pretty sure we had a set of petty memories. Like that 
time when he pushed my swing and I felt like flying. Or when I let him copy my Science 
notes and homework. Or when I wrote a letter that he gave to his crush. Or when he told 
me I looked exceptional in our last homecoming. And it melted every piece of me. But 
after that, I didn’t hear anything from him, since we both moved our separate ways. 
 
And now, he’s moving away again. Just when we met and we’re both all grown up. How 
playful and foolish destiny could ever be! 
 
 I try to maintain my composure. “You’re leaving?” 
 “Yeah. Tomorrow night.” 
 “To where?” 
 “London.” 
 “For good?” 
 He just nods. “I got a job and I’ll be based there.” 
 I nod, feeling a twinge of pain and disappointment. “Cool.” 

As soon as the French 75s arrive, we hear his friends calling him. He gets the 
cocktail and gives the other one to me. “Drinks on me. Cheers!” And we toast. And 
he winks. Then he leaves. 

 
That kindled the almost forgotten affection I once had for him. I look at him as he walks 
away and back to his world, blowing my chance to talk the night away with him. He 
appears and disappears just like that. You’ll barely catch him in a blink. Meeting him is 
like a three-second shooting star wish come true, taken back as quick as it was given. 
Maybe our encounters are not really meant to last. He just happened to give me a few 
lines in his autobiography. Well, I could give him a page of mine. Or pages but…it’s like 
“fetch” in the Mean Girls. It’s never gonna happen. I just shake my head on the silly 
thought and sip on my drink. 
 
Oh Friday, you just gave me a whirlwind of emotions; I want to hold you responsible and 
take you out of my calendar. For some reason, I don’t want to leave early. Besides, I 
haven’t finished my two bottles because I don’t think I can without feeling lightheaded. 
Here’s to hoping Brent will come back and just give me a little more pep talk before he 
leaves for good. Before I never see him again. Ever. 
 
Two hours have passed and he seems enjoying the company of his real friends. And I’m 
a nobody. So maybe, I gotta get going. I just realize drinking alone is depressing. I get my 



bottle of champagne and leave without bothering to say goodbye to him or thank him for 
letting me gate crash his party. We never bid each other goodbye because we don’t even 
really say hi. When you don’t acknowledge the arrival, then why bother with the 
departure? 
 
As I stand here, waiting for a cab, I can’t help but wonder if I should have made a move 
and just talked to him. If it would make a difference. Maybe we could have exchanged 
numbers, shared laughs, reminisced stupid childhood stuff, reconnected in a way. I take 
a deep breath with a prick of regret. But I think, it’s better this way. 
 

“Going home?” 
I jolt in surprise upon hearing and seeing Brent behind me. “You scared me.” Oh 
come on, why show up when I’m almost over it! 
He walks towards me and puffs a cigarette. “Want one?” 
I wave my hand to get rid of his smoke. “No. I don’t smoke.” 
He sighs and drops his cigarette. “Secondhand smoke is more dangerous. Who’s 
picking you up?” 
I shake my head. “Just waiting for a cab.” 

 
And here I am standing just a meter away from him torn if I should distance myself or get 
closer. Knowing he’s just within my reach and this muffled silence between us make me 
hear the pounding of my heart. I swallow, not knowing what to say. Shall I even speak? 
Shall I ask him more about London? Or shall I just say ‘goodbye’ or ‘nice meeting you 
again’ this time? 
 

“Seems like taxi cabs are rare here. You live far?” he asks to break this 
awkwardness. 
Stop taunting me! I’m trying hard to restrain myself from looking at him once again. 
“Not really. I can actually walk myself home.”  

 
I wrap my coat tighter around me. I feel uneasy but I can’t seem to move away from this. 
A part of me just wants to stay. And if this is all I could have with him, I hope I could 
freeze this moment inside a snow globe and lock it away in the deepest chamber of my 
heart. 
 
 “I can walk you home.” 
 
My downcast eyes light up in astonishment, like I’ve just seen something magical 
happening. Like the world just turned upside-down and I can stumble on my feet now. 
Maybe the three-second wish is meant to last a little longer. Or maybe, I don’t only have 
one star to wish upon. I have the whole damn galaxy conspiring for me! Good heavens! 
 
In a split second after being delighted, I become skeptical. Ten seconds, let me think. He 
said he can, not he will. A dose of expectation is the most witless and sure-ball way to 
inflict pain on one’s self. So unless I want to torture my ever-pessimistic self in a cold, 
dark apartment, I may as well not take his words too literal. Spare me from 
disappointment. 
 



“Is that an offer?” I point to him and then to me. “You’re…going to…walk me 
home?” 
“Yeah, you have problem with that?” He puts his hands inside his jacket’s pockets 
like it’s his normal, what’s the big deal? 

 
I’m not special, I’m not special! But this may never happen again, Cassie. I need to stop 
overthinking. Just. Don’t. Think. And go with the flow. Or regret this moment your entire 
life. His mere presence makes me feel like I’ve been sprinkled with a bucket of 
unintentional goose bumps, shaking me to the core. But will I miss it for the world? Who 
am I kidding? 
 

“Aren’t you supposed to attend to your friends? It’s your party. And it’s your last 
night.” Just making sure that this is not a touch-move. 
He takes out his hands and gestures, “Exactly why I’m walking you ho--” He stops 
in the middle of his sentence and swallows. “…because you’re the unbidden guest 
in my party. If you get raped or killed on the road, the police would trace that you 
came from here. I’m done fighting with my conscience.” I don’t know if I should feel 
grateful for his concern or offended for his obnoxious sense of sympathy. 
I want to ask why do you care but I just sigh, “Okay.” 
“So which way?” 

 
Actually, I can take a bus or catch a ride at the main street. But since this is unbelievably 
happening so why bother letting it pass? I put my right hand inside my coat’s pocket while 
my left hand dangles with the champagne. I keep my head straight while thinking about 
the rules that I shall abide by to make this trip home less of a hassle.  
 
Rule no. 1: Maintain the three-and-a-half feet distance between us. Any closer and my 
lungs will panic with the disturbed flow of oxygen. 
 
Rule no. 2: Keep conversations light, casual and somewhat fun. No deep thoughts or 
over-sharing of experiences. 
 
Rule no. 3: Don’t invite him over. Aside from I have nothing to show him, it’s 
embarrassing to use our phones’ flashlight inside my flat. Being adults influenced with 
alcohol, I’m afraid – and we all know – that things will not end up very satisfactory. 
 
Rule no. 4: Whatever you do, don’t expect anything from him. Like stolen glances, 
frequent smiles, compliments, his number, or a special tangible memory. 
 
All of these have to go on for less than an hour so I just have to keep my guard up. 
 
 “Did you just take out a champagne from the bar?” He notices. 

“Uh, no. I was supposed to drink it with my boyfriend but he’s too busy screwing 
some other girl. So, I’m just bringing it home.” 
“You caught him?” 
“Yeah.” 
“Wow! Congratulations! What did you do?” 
Reminds me of how idiot I was. “I walked away.” 
He halts then snickers. “That’s the dumbest thing ever!” 



“I know.” 
“When my ex caught me, she wanted to burn my loft down.” 
“Wait, what???” I stop walking and face him with a slight feeling of betrayal. “You 
cheated?” He just shrugs his shoulders. “Oh my God! I can’t believe I just told you! 
You’re…you’re disgusting!” 
He just laughs and it’s annoying. “It’s what men do. Look, name me a guy who 
never cheated at least once in his life. Or never even thought of another girl while 
he’s on a relationship. By nature, we’re not really…you know, loyal forever.” 
“So if you cheat then it’s natural. And if we cheat, it’s taboo? Fuck your double 
standards!” 
“You girls hate us when we’re honest. And hate us more when we lie. Everything 
we say backfires. It’s hard to be a man too, you know.” 

 
On point. Nevertheless, I still want to smash his head with this bottle while pondering if it 
was a good idea to walk with him in the first place. We haven’t even gone far but he’s 
already bothering me with this conversation. That’s aside from his existence flurrying over 
me all night like a strand of grey hair that doesn’t just go away since we accidentally 
looked at each other’s eyes. Then instantly and undeniably, I was…caught off-guard, 
smitten, bedazzled. 
 
He glances at his wristwatch then heaves a sigh. Am I boring him now? We make a turn 
at the next block and wait for the go-signal for pedestrians. Is it just me or the crowd 
building up around us seem like pushing us against each other? I almost trip over him. It 
would have been embarrassing. While waiting, he keeps on fumbling with his phone, 
maybe having second thoughts about doing this. Then I see him texting. 
 

“You want to vent out your frustration?” he asks out of the blue. 
“What?” 
He bites his lower lip, thinking. Then he glances again at his wristwatch. “Truth or 
dare.” 
“Like the game?” 
“Yeah. But with a new rule.” 
I’m suspecting he has a wicked idea. And I don’t like it already. “No, I’m not 
playing.” I cross the road with him behind me. 
“Come on! Nothing offensive or unreasonable. Just pure sport.” 
Reminder: Rule no. 2, Cassie. Speculating, I narrow my eyes on him. “What rule?” 
“One of us shall do a dare then if it’s successful, the other one shall tell a truth.” 
“I can’t choose if I want truth or dare?” 
“We’ll get to do both.” 
“You’re making me nervous about this.” 
“It’ll be fun. I promise.” He smirks then gets a coin from his pocket. “Heads or 
tails?” 
“Tails.” 
“If it’s tails, you’ll get to do a dare first.” 
“What? How in the world is that fair?” I frown but I just sigh and say, “Fine.” 

 
And since I couldn’t get any luckier today, I just picked the wrong side of the coin. So I’m 
going to do a freak dare for Brent. He just made tonight nauseously exciting. And this is 
me, submitting to him because even though he makes me feel more awkward than I’d 



ever been, why would I not want to spend more time with this guy? Probably the only time 
that I’d have with him. 
 

“Are you ready? I know you can do this.” 
I hand him my champagne then I shake my hands. “Let’s get this over with.” 
“I dare you to go to your ex’s house. And do what you should have done.” 

 
Just the dare that I need. I’ve already exhaled eight and a quarter deep breaths and 
repeatedly cracked my knuckles before I even get near the house. So, here we are in 
front of my ex’s residence, which brings back some sweet beginnings of our 18-month 
relationship. I am so tense that my stomach’s quivering like I will throw up anytime. I bite 
my lower lip on second thoughts. 
 

I turn my back on the door. “I need a drink first. Can you help me with the 
champagne?” 

 
He tries to carefully open the bottle but the wine still spritzes. I grab it from him and gulp 
the throat-burning liquor. Brent just stands there watching me finding my courage. 
 

“Where’s your phone?” Why does he always ask weird questions out of nowhere? 
I wipe my mouth with the back of my hand. “Why?” 
“I’m taking a video for evidence.” 
“Evidence?” 
“In case he’d file a complaint for multiple physical injuries or attempted murder.” 
I wave him aside. “Knock it off. My bat’s empty.” 
“I’ll use mine then. You’re not planning to finish that first, are you?” 
I notice that I’ve almost drunk up half of the bottle. “Okay I’m ready.”  

 
I take off my coat and hand it to Brent, together with the bottle. Then I step up the 
staircase and knock on the door thrice like the devil. But no one responds so I vigorously 
pound on it. Until someone opens the door and to my infuriating surprise… 
 
 “The nerve for you to come back here,” says the girl he cheated on me with. 
 I scoff at her. “And you have the slut-face to stay here.”  
 
I shove her away and walk straight inside the house. I find my son-of-a-bitch ex-boyfriend 
standing half naked outside the bathroom, delightfully shocked, shamelessly showing 
tons of effrontery to fake a smile on me. 
 

“Cassie. I knew you’d come back to fix this,” he casually greets like nothing 
happened. 

 
I strenuously stride my way towards him like a furious predator hungry to kill its prey. With 
my alcohol-fuelled guts, I grab his shoulders and hit him between the legs, cracking his 
balls. Yeah, he has a lot of balls to fool me. He soundlessly squeals in pain, bending 
down on his knees and I’ve never felt so victorious in my life. Then I fist-wreck his face, 
breaking his nose and jaw, bleeding his gums.  
 



“You asshole!” I also cry in the soreness of my hand but oh boy, it was a relief. I 
came unexpected and it feels…liberating. Brent enjoys capturing the moment. I 
turn to him while I rub my fist. “Since you didn’t specify, is killing allowed in this 
dare?” 

 Laughing, he said. “This is not The Purge.” 
I nod panting. “Thanks for making it clear.”  

 
I storm my dickhead ex’s room and wilfully destroy his precious limited edition collector’s 
item vinyl records. This is the best revenge ever! 
 

“Bitch!” the other girl calls out to me. 
 
When I’m done, I simply get my coat from Brent and walk out. 
 

I am exhausted but, “God that was great!” I laugh as I breathe heavily. I get the 
sparkling wine and take another sip. 
Brent tries to flatter me, “You exceeded my expectations.” 
“You have big shoes to fill.” 

 
Brent and I continue walking back to the main road, leading to my apartment. After the 
incident, I’m more at ease with him now. I don’t mind abridging the distance between us, 
breaking my rule number one. It will not do me harm to move just a little bit closer to him.  
 
But the alcohol is slowly sinking in on me, making me feel a little tipsy. This walk feels like 
a Miss Universe journey. The experience and friendship are all that matters. Oh, shut up! 
Of course it’s the crown that matters! His attention and company on this dire Friday night 
of thrilling accidents and unanticipated adrenaline rush is my elusive, coveted million-
dollar blue crown. Because I’ll never have it the same way again or in some other time. 
But I’m treasuring every bit of it just for tonight. 

 
“Hey, I need your truth. From one cheater to another. Why did you cheat with your 
ex?” I ask him for the payback. 
“You assumed I cheated on her. I said she just caught me.” 
“Doing what?” 
“Reading an old letter. And since she’s as presumptuous as you are, she thought 
I’ve been exchanging secret letters with another girl. Ridiculous. Who still writes 
letters, right?” 
“Hey! Love letters are still way more romantic than posting your relationship status 
on Facebook. Remember that letter I wrote for your crush, what’s her 
name…Jasmine? I didn’t get any feedback about that. Did she like it?” 
He glances at me then say, “Absolutely. It made her swoon. You really got the 
words I wanted to say.” 

 
If he’d ask me about my truth…the letter I wrote him was exclusive for the words I wanted 
to say to him. I was fifteen, young and naïve, I just didn’t have the courage to speak how I 
felt back then. Of all the letters I’ve written, that was the most genuine one. Every single 
word was meant for that badass guy next door, who could barely look at me the way he 
would to Jasmine, the graceful ballerina. I, Cassandra Moore, was just an occasionally 
clumsy figure skater. 



 
Brent came to me like a strong, rustling gust of wind, the kind of presence that desired 
attention, impossible to avoid. It was on a Sunday, in the Church, when he asked me if I 
could write him a letter. Anything that would involve us talking to each other a little bit 
longer was a welcome to me. So I spent the whole Sunday night pouring my heart out, 
drafting piles of papers for a letter that I could not even start. Since it was really from me 
and for him, I decided not to put names. I figured he would just copy it with his own 
handwriting. 
 

“Ceaselessly, you have been running on my mind since the first day I saw you. I think 
about your daydream eyes in the morning, your sparkling smile at noon, and your 

naturally captivating voice at night. I wonder if I have ever been in your subtle thoughts, 
like how you have always been on mine.” 

 
I ask Brent if we could sit for a few minutes at the edge of a fountain as I’m already 
having muscle cramps on the legs. I’ve been walking since my stinky car betrayed me. I 
only had the chance to sit at the bar. 
 

“So what’s this job you got in London?” I ask while taking off my boots and 
massaging my legs. 

 “Photography.” 
“I didn’t know you’re into that. So that’s why your phone has this camera lens and 
waterproof case.” 

 “You’re observant.” 
 “Detail-oriented. Didn’t you take Architecture in college?” 

“Yeah, because my father’s an architect. But I said I couldn’t do it. So I dropped 
out and I used my last tuition fee to buy my first DSLR. Then I ran away from 
home. I just reconnected with my dad a few years ago.” 

 “So what are you capturing?” 
 “Beautiful things. Priceless moments.” 
 “How do you qualify something beautiful and priceless?” 

He takes a deep breath and stares at something from afar. “When something 
mesmerizes your heart and your soul more than your eyes. It just flickers on you 
like a camera flash, like an impulse. And you get this urge that this is one for the 
books, that this fleeting moment or image will soon be blown away like dust, you’ll 
never experience it the same way again. You just feel the need to capture it 
because nothing looks like it, nothing feels as riveting as it is.” He looks back at 
me. “That is something beautiful and priceless.” 
Absent-mindedly, he lets me visualize the images inside his head. All I can say is 
“Amazing.” 
He doesn’t look away. Instead, he seems to be staring at me closely. “How about 
you? What is beautiful and priceless to you?” 

 
This. Is beautiful. And priceless. But again, it’s enchanting to have him sincerely look at 
me now that I cannot speak a word. Not even make a sound. Those eyes that I haven’t 
seen in years still bewitch the shit out of me. Like the very first time I saw him when he 
moved in across our yard. I was seven years old; he was eight. I was playing with my 
friends in the garden when a truckload of furniture arrived. Then a boy with shaggy dark 
auburn hair like the leaves of autumn came out and rolled his scooter. He took a quick 



glimpse of the kids and his deep-set eyes landed last on mine. He didn’t approach me; he 
didn’t smile. He just passed by and I followed him with my stare as he went inside his 
new home with his dad, leaving me dying to know him. 
 
I had known serendipity even before I learned the word. Meeting him that day was 
beautiful. Priceless. And tonight, his gaze is still as speechlessly bewildering. And where I 
can’t find the words…suddenly comes the rain. 
 
I lift my head facing the cloudy starless sky as I feel the first raindrops of autumn on my 
face. I’ve always loved the rain on a time unforeseen, making it special like how this night 
feels to me. Extraordinary.  
 
I’ve never had this kind of moment with Brent. We just used to pass by each other at the 
school corridors, had different set of friends and few classes in common, separate 
interests. He was often in detention or at the guidance counselor’s office. We barely had 
opportunities to really talk. 
 
But what made me like him back then? I don’t know. Maybe it’s in the small, 
inconsequential things that he did. Maybe it’s his utmost respect for all women. Maybe it’s 
in the way he kept his promises. Like when he and his friends showed up at my figure 
skating competition in exchange for the letter he asked me to write. Maybe it’s because of 
his distinct line between sense of humor and sincerity. And maybe it’s because of his 
mysteries and my own curiosity whenever I would see him alone on their rooftop at night, 
just staring out in the dark. 
 
The drizzle relaxes me but not Brent. With his hands covering his head, he runs to the 
nearest shed like a scared little kid. Like how I imagine him running away after tonight. 
The rain starts to pour harder, with every stroke dripping like golden glitters under the 
streetlights. I follow him to the shed but I stop halfway. I realize, it rarely rains in fall. Who 
knows if this would happen again? Tonight is as exquisite as any other ephemeral 
passing chance. I’m not taking it for granted. 
 
 “Hey! Won’t you come over here?” He calls out to me. 
 I smile and say, “No.” 
 
And as crazy as it seems, I spread my arms and spin and twist and twirl, wading through 
the raindrops. I run back to the fountain and balance myself on its edge as I circle on it 
like I was a playful seven year-old again. Then something captivates me – a sturdy tree 
near the fountain with its pale scarlet leaves falling with the rain. I walk towards the tree 
and catch the falling leaves. This is wondrous. I get an idea. I run towards Brent who’s 
busy with his phone under the shed. 
 
 “I have a dare for you.” 

He just looks at me with his puzzled expression. And then maybe he already knew 
what I am about to say. He shakes his head. “No.” 
“Hey, that’s not fair. I did what you asked me to.” 
“Because you wanted it.” 
“It’s just getting wet…while dancing.” I smile mischievously. 
“No.” 



“Come on.” 
“No. Do you really think you looked stunning running around there like a lunatic?” 
“Isn’t it the purpose of your game? Do something insane. At least on your last 
night.” He’s being firm on his ground.  

 
I look straight into his eyes trying to convince him. But I feel my cheeks getting crimson 
instead, as I imagine the raindrops slowing down and the breeze brushing my hair. In his 
eyes, I see him taking my hand and pulling me close. I fantasize us slow dancing under 
the low-key lamps of the tree-lined boulevard, forgetting about the rest of the world. 
Because we’ll have this own world in my secret snow globe. 
 
 “You’re flirting with me.” 

“What?!” My imagination just betrayed me.  
“Yes. With your puffy cat eyes. Under the rain like you’re gonna say something 
romantic.” 
“How dare – you were the one who offered to walk with me!” 
“I was being courteous.” 
“Courteous, my ass! If you don’t want to do the dare, fine I won’t give you my truth. 
Still, I don’t think that’s even!” 
“Give me something not involving the rain.” 
“Nah. Let’s just stop your stupid game. I’ll just…I’ll go home.” 
“Can’t we wait for the rain to stop?” 
“You can stay here until it stops.” 

 
Things have escalated quickly. And badly. I get the bottle of champagne from him and 
start to walk away. I’m not mad or anything close to that. I’m just disappointed at him for 
being smug, pointing out the things that he should have just kept to himself. Is that sort of 
his defense mechanism when he doesn’t want to give in to something? 
 

“As much as you love the rain…” I hear him speak so I turn around. “…it scares 
me.” Brent wears his jacket on top of his head. 

 
So he chooses to still walk with me. But Brent and I don’t talk anymore until we reach my 
apartment. I don’t know what to say. Shall I say goodbye now? Shall I let this 
awkwardness be his last memory with me? But this is the end of the road for me. For us. 
 
 “This is me,” I say as I stand on the staircase. 
 “It’s fun walking with you.” 
 “Really?” 
 “No, it was awkward.” 

Here he is again, thinking out loud, being too honest. I chuckle because we get the 
same feeling. At least we’re mutual on one thing. “Yeah. I guess it will always be 
awkward between us.” 
“Why is that?” He questions me the way he may also be asking himself. 
“I don’t know.” 
“I still have a dare.” 
“Oh, forget it. At least you made me ruin my ex tonight. Enough of the game.” 
“But I didn’t get to learn a truth from you. It feels like I still don’t know you.” 

 



I realize the same thing. Have I not really told him anything about me as a person? I 
stand here trying to memorize his face at the back of my mind, hanging by the thread of 
parting, holding back the words that I’d rather left unspoken.  
 
I may have my own buried secret feelings for him but that’s…a long time ago. And I’m not 
sure if that’s the same affection I’m feeling right now. Or is this just my own regret that I 
should have had this moment before? That I should have let him honestly, completely 
know me. I figure, maybe I was the one who avoided him, who didn’t talk to him, who got 
contented with being in the pavement when I could have crossed the road and said hi, 
who settled with wondering about him from the other side. 
 

He smiles sheepishly and rubs the back of his neck. “Well, maybe you won’t really 
get to know a person in just one night, will you?” He snickers then glances at his 
watch. “Uhm, it’s almost midnight. I guess I gotta go now. Take care of yourself. 
And uhm…I’m not sure if we’d ever see each other again but…maybe. Who 
knows?” I’m holding my breath as he stutters with his words. “Okay that’s kinda 
weird and too much for me to say. Just uhm…stay alive --” 
“You wanna come up?” Sometimes, my mouth works faster than my mind. 

 
I shouldn’t have said that. That’s the stupidest idea ever! But he asked me for a truth…so 
this is one. I’m breaking my own rule! Get ready for rejection in 1, 2… 
 
 “I-I can use some spare time.” 
 I’m surprised and relieved that he agreed. I can breathe now but not totally. “Okay.” 
 
I open the gate and lead him to my space, climbing plights of stairs. 
 

“This is embarrassing. I don’t have electricity so…can I borrow your phone’s 
flashlight?” 
He flashes the light on the knob. “Don’t worry I’m not expecting anything exciting or 
really worth seeing.” 
“Will you please…try to act decent to me?” Brent’s face blush, startled as he 
swallows. My heart skips a beat as I realize, that’s a freaking silly hint and I have to 
take it back! “It’s not what I meant. Just…” I look away. “Whatever.” 

 
I shine the light inside my unit and look for a real flashlight. Brent hangs his jacket and 
explores the walls. He looks closely at the only enticing pictures that I have from my 
younger years. Then he picks up one picture, which shows my finale pose in a figure 
skating competition. I get myself busy looking for something to eat. 
 
 “I remember this. Do you still skate?” He asks upon recalling a stint I did. 
 “Sometimes. Just a random hobby. I’m not as good as I was.” 
 “Why did you stop joining competitions?” 

“Well, my parents could not support my skating dreams anymore. So I just focused 
on my studies.” I pick up some bags of chips and a box of cookies. “Maybe we can 
just stay at the terrace. It has a glass roof. And a fireplace.” 
He nods at me then goes back to wondering on my walls like how I wish he would 
marvel about me. “So you have penchant for Literature.” 



I see him reading some of the framed words. “Those are some of my favorite 
quotes.” 
“Who’s your favorite writer?” 
“Uhm…F. Scott Fitzgerald.” 

 
From across the room, with the artificial glow coming from his phone and my flashlight, 
his silhouette starts making its way to me. And even though only the dark and the silence 
cover this cold, lonely place, I see his eyes clearly and hear my own hastened breath as 
he moves closer in every careless step. 
 

“You are the finest, loveliest, tenderest…”  
 
His words ring in my ear, echo at the back of my mind as I try to step back a little. He 
puts his phone down, shining light on the floor. 
 

“…and most beautiful person I have ever known…”  
 
There’s something earnest about the way he speaks this line that makes me want him to 
say it directly for me. Until I hit against the wall and almost drop my light. And my heart. 
 

“…and even that is an understatement.”  
 
He stands just a foot away from me, with his deep-set eye gaze from the very first time I 
saw him, taking my breath away. 
 

And then he whispers through the frigid atmosphere paralyzing my nerves, with his 
own intoxicating breath. “Letter to Zelda.” 
To be able to speak, I have to look away first. “Yeah, I know.” Because if I didn’t, I 
could live and die in his eyes. Oh, God please let us stay like this forever. I hate to 
break this up but I know this isn’t going anywhere. Changing the subject, I raise the 
champagne between us. “Glasses?” 
He clears his throat and moves back. “Yes, please.” He gets the snacks and opens 
the backdoor. “I’ll just wait for you upstairs.” 
I nod and as soon as I lock myself in my room, I silently mouth, “What. The. Fuck!” 
 

I knew it! I should have not invited him over. This is so going the wrong way and this is 
me at the edge of the cliff trying hard not to jump and fall. I hope it’s not yet too late to 
take a step back. Be still, my heart. I take a deep breath and do what I need, including 
calming myself, before facing him again. At the terrace, I give him a blanket and sit 
beside him. I rub my palms and place them near the fire while Brent prepares for a toast. 

 
“To London?” I say. 
“To dreams.” 
“To beautiful things and priceless moments.” 
“To you,” he utters and I silently gasp. “And your messed-up life.” Then I chuckle.  

 
Cheers to every single star, to kismet, to the rain, to my adversities and everything else 
that has brought us together here. A toast for tonight. What a cliché from a romantic 
movie. But I will not trade this moment for anything else in the world. 



 
“Okay, this is my dare.” I finally have a profound idea. “I dare you to…tell 
everything truthfully.” 
“Deal.” 
I think of a question. A brave question. “I used to see you lying on the rooftop in 
your old house. What bothered you then?” 
“You were stalking me?” 
I roll my eyes on him. “I lived twenty yards across. How would I not see you?” 
He stares at the fire like it is taking him back to those times. “When you’re so tired 
about being miserable, you just want to shut yourself from the rest of the world. 
From the judgment of others. The stillness of the night turns my life into an old, 
black-and-white picture, where everything seems fair.” 
“What were you thinking in the dark?” 
“I thought about my mom and how cruel the world could be. That maybe it was 
brutal because we were heartless. I thought about the people who mattered and if I 
mattered to them in the same way. I already thought about running away. I hoped 
escaping from the things that haunted me would make them more bearable. But 
they just became heavier.” Brent takes a sip from his glass. 
 

It’s like I’m seeing the other side of him that I haven’t met. I might have only done one 
dare for him but he’s telling me more truths than I would. 
 

“My turn. For your truth.” He faces me and I take a deep breath. “That letter you 
gave me. It was…heart-warming. Did you…write it for me to give it to Jasmine? Or 
was it just for me?” 

 
Not in a thousand years did I expect that question. Maybe he has been meaning to ask 
that ever since. I can’t believe he remembers that insignificant letter. But how shall I 
answer? I chuckle to hide my surprise but he seems so serious about it.  
 

So this is the best that I can do. “I…I wrote it for you…” I pause, having second 
thoughts. Then swallow and look away. “…so you could express what you couldn’t 
say to her.” 

 
If I were Pinocchio, I could have burnt my nose in the fireplace with all the lies and 
misrepresentations I’ve told him tonight. Why is it so hard for me to just say it? Maybe 
because I’m scared of rejection. And I’m sparing myself from the pain of being left 
behind. Because deep inside me, I am hoping that if there is at least a speck of mutual 
attraction that exists between us…I hope that it doesn’t end tonight. I hope it lasts longer. 
I hope it stays like a little stain that can never be washed away no matter how hard we 
scrub it off. I hope this is not just another the one who got away kind of story. And if the 
stars conspired for me tonight, I hope they send my hopes to him.  
 

“Okay.” He takes another drink and munches on the chips. 
 Out of nowhere, I ask, “How do you find me, anyway?” Just braving my curiosity. 
 He quickly glances at me then continues eating the crumbs. “What do you mean?” 

“From the things you’ve learned about me tonight and in the past, how do you think 
I am as a person?” 



He looks at me closely as he starts to describe me. “I still find you…exceptional. I’ll 
always remember you wearing that white dress in homecoming. I shall admit you 
were stunning…like I was looking at a sky full of stars…” 

 
I watch him talk endlessly and I forget about everything. I lose track of time, my sense of 
balance, and my grip on this reality. I just stare blankly, too busy admiring him to hear 
every single word he says. All I could think about is…damn, we should be together. It’s 
like Fitzgerald telling me, it’s hard to sit here and be close to you, and not kiss you. I said 
I would not expect anything from him…but I’m hoping for a lot of things that I may not get. 
A gentle touch of his hand on my face. A soft run of his fingers through my hair. A sweet 
smile just for me. A warm kiss on my forehead. And a soulful, unforgettable, real kiss. If I 
could have one more dare, I dare myself not to fall in love with him at this very instant. 
And my alter ego goes, You lose! T.K.O!  
 
We may have different stories. But tonight, together, we have a legend of our own. And 
I’ll always remember it as my head hangs like a feather at the edge, to his raspy voice, to 
his dreamy gaze. He will be my last memory before I close my eyes. 
  

***** 
 
I fell asleep to the sound of his voice and I wanted to wake up to the warmth of his skin. 
But instead, I open my eyes to the blinding light of the sun. And Brent’s gone. Without a 
note. Without a warning. Without anything. Just pure scattered memories. 
 
He left me lying here on my bed, thinking everything that happened last night must be a 
dream, letting the pain of being left behind sink in. At least he carried me to my 
sanctuary, reminding me that it wasn’t just fantasy. I cuddle on my pillows not wanting to 
get up. I realize it’s almost noon.  
 
Brent flies in a few hours. He must be in the airport now. Funny because I don’t even 
know what time he’s going away. It makes me think, why did I forget to ask for his 
number? Or his London address? Or just any valuable information that I can use to reach 
him? But I realize, he also didn’t ask the same things from me. We were too anxious 
because we both knew that leaving and separating ways is the only constant thing 
between us. So I’m learning to cherish the only things he shared – his thoughts, his 
gesture, his nuances, his ‘courtesy,’ his subtlety, his truth. 
 
I only get up when I feel hungry and mindlessly, I search for food in the kitchen. I find the 
empty champagne bottle and glasses on the counter. I smile but I feel empty, missing him 
right away. Maybe I shall neither throw this out nor wash his glass. For some bizarre 
reason, his presence seems to linger here – wondering through the walls, looking at my 
frames, flashing his light, walking towards me in slow motion, speaking Fitzgerald. Or 
maybe just standing outside my door, waiting for me to open up. We didn’t even touch 
each other but…this is already making me crazy.  
 
I should be in the gym but I sit here just thinking about him. How can one night change 
my ordinary, monotonous life? How can he haunt and bother me like this? I go back to 
my room. Then at the side table, I notice something out of place. An unusual coin, which I 
don’t remember owning. I pick it up and flip it. And I remember Brent tossing a coin for his 



truth or dare game. Then I realize…this coin has double tails! So I really did pick the 
wrong side! That moron! Maybe he’s also surprised that I chose tails over heads. Maybe 
that’s why he made that unjust rule. And maybe he was also taking chances. 
 
My heart has never beaten this fast before. I know it’s telling me something. I kiss the 
coin and grab a coat then I storm out of my apartment. I still look like a drunken chic from 
last night yet I hail a taxicab to the bar where everything started. I batter the door with my 
fist and the bartender, Dom, opens it for me. 
 
 “You again? We’re still close,” Dom greets with annoyance. 
 “No, I’m not staying long. You know Brent Wilson?” 
 “Yeah.” 
 “Where is he?” 
 “He has left.” A slender, pretty girl behind Dom speaks. 
 “What time is his flight?” 
 She looks at the clock. “About an hour from now. You better hurry to the airport.” 
 I turn my back then realize something and turn to her again. “Can I borrow a car?” 
 “You can use Brent’s car.” She tosses me the keys. 

“He has a car? Why did he--” This. Is. An. Awakening. And probably, a 
confirmation of what I am afraid to admit to myself. “Thanks.” 

 
I drive fast to the airport, taking shortcuts in every possible alley. And then thug-life 
parking. They’ll understand. When it comes to love, everyone’s considerate and patient. 
But not me. Not now. I run to the entrance like how I saw it in the movies. But I still go 
through the security checks because this is not a fucking movie! 
 
Here I am, nervously waiting for Brent to show up with his trolleys, hoping that he’s also 
waiting for me. Then I hear the PA system’s last call for passengers departing for 
London. I try but I can’t get pass the waiting area. So I stay here praying to all the 
possible saints of destiny, to the millions of stars, to the Higher Being, to give what my 
heart desires. To give me just one more chance, one more minute to see him. 
 
But as I’ve thought, this is neither a movie nor a fairy tale. And no one’s waiting for me. 
And he’s not risking missing his flight to be with me. Maybe he waited. Or maybe he 
didn’t. Maybe I was too late. Or maybe I wasn’t supposed to be here in the first place. I 
don’t know which of those I have to believe. Still, I wait. And wait. And wait. For an hour. 
Two hours. Three hours. Three and a half. And no one came. 
 
So this is how it ends. Him going away. Me realizing that our little rendezvous is over. We 
were only given one night. One serendipitous night where we could finally be in one place 
at the same time to sincerely know each other. But I regret not telling him everything. I 
regret holding back. I regret not making the most out of those magical hours. I regret 
falling asleep, not focusing on what he said. Maybe he said something but I didn't listen. I 
regret not seeing through the sunrise with him. And maybe I am given forever to 
contemplate on the few chances that I almost had but I always lose.  
 
Yet after all, I still want to think of it this way. The darkness of the night is so distinctive 
for him and he shared it with me, his last night in the country, baring some of the ardent 
sentiments of his heart. That could be more than enough to be grateful for. Brent and I 



will always be two shooting stars meeting in heaven but never falling together. Our 
moments are short-lived, rare, ‘neverlasting.’ That’s how I know they’re remarkable. 
Beautiful. Priceless. Unforgettable. 


