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Bryce and I dated for two years after college. When I first moved to Los Angeles, I was restless, searching for a place that could feel like home. Late one night, lost in the classifieds, I found an ad for a loft-style apartment—third floor, close to the city center, surrounded by all the conveniences I thought would make life easier. It seemed perfect. I messaged the number at the bottom, and almost instantly, they replied. We arranged to meet the next morning at eleven, in a tiny corner coffee shop. ‘Far back booth,’ the message read. I had no way of knowing then that what began as a search for a place to live would become the beginning of something I’d one day ache to remember.

I slipped into the coffee shop at a quarter to eleven, the air rich with the smell of roasted beans and chatter. My eyes wandered the room until they landed on a man sitting alone in the corner booth. The very first moment I saw him, a flicker of doubt stirred in me—was this real, or was I the unwitting subject of some elaborate joke?

 He was striking—tall, with a strength you could sense even from where I sat. His short brown hair fell into place effortlessly, every strand seeming intentional. But it was his eyes that caught me, the exact shade of the Pacific on a clear, sunlit day, pulling me in before I could look away. He looked as though he’d just come from a run, a cutoff clinging to his toned frame, every line of him radiating an easy confidence that made my chest tighten. If I had to bet, he had his own fan club that consisted of both genders equally. 

I walked toward him, and he rose to his feet, flashing that impossibly perfect smile. My heart skipped—how could I possibly live with a roommate who made me weak every time he looked at me like that? Bryce reached out his hand and introduced himself, and I remember instantly wondering if someone like him could ever even be interested in me. When I finally got the vacancy, I knew I’d find out. From the start, we clicked. He wasn’t looking for parties every weekend, just someone reliable—someone who could pay their share and take care of themselves. That was easy enough for me, the quiet girl from Vermont. 

	The first few months of living together felt almost effortless. We slipped into a rhythm—during the week, I’d head to the gym or go for a run while he buried himself in work. When he wasn’t at the office, he was either out with friends or stretched out on the couch, lost in whatever show he was binging. I spent those hours pouring myself into my blog, often so deep in it that I’d lose all sense of time. Bryce always noticed. If I didn’t answer his quick ‘OMW’ text, he’d show up with takeout in hand, knowing I’d forgotten to eat. He had this way of seeing me—really knowing me—better than I knew myself. Bryce wasn’t just my roommate; he quickly became my anchor, my lifeline. 

	Things between us shifted the night he asked me to tag along to a co-worker’s birthday. My week had already fallen apart, and Bryce—caught in another fight with his girlfriend—didn’t want to face the party alone. He told me I was wasting my life, burying myself in work and shutting the world out. And he wasn’t wrong. I’d been in California for nearly a year, yet my world stretched no farther than the coffee shop on the corner, the office, and the farmer’s market. So, I gave in.

	I slipped into my room and stood before the closet, rifling through hangers for something—anything—that felt approachable. It wasn’t just about clothes; it was about stepping out, meeting new people, finding friends who weren’t tied to Bryce. His circle had always seen me as one of the guys, the lone girl in the room while they bragged about their latest conquests, leaving me invisible in plain sight.

Digging through the back of my closet, I pulled out a glittery high-waisted mini skirt I’d nearly forgotten about and paired it with a black racerback tank, the kind that revealed just a hint of skin—enough to tease but still leave something to the imagination. After trying on nearly every pair of shoes I owned, I finally slipped into my black t-strap stilettos, the click of the heels already echoing in my head. I took a quick shower, let the water rinse away the weight of the day, then towel-dried my messy curls, twisting them into a loose bun. A touch of mascara, a spritz of perfume—just little fragments of armor—and with my heart fluttering in my chest, I made my way into the living room.

 I’ll never forget the look on Bryce’s face when I asked how I looked that night. His expression—caught somewhere between awe and admiration—spoke the word he couldn’t say: ‘breathtaking.’ He was utterly speechless. True to form, he carried himself like a gentleman the entire evening, introducing me to his co-workers at Pratt Media. Bryce moved effortlessly through the room—music producer, agent, a man woven into the fabric of the underground music world, a place where he belonged as much as he belonged with me that night.
	The cab ride back to our shared apartment felt electric, tense in ways I couldn’t put into words. I sat quietly in the back, my thoughts tangled, while Bryce’s eyes never left me. It was past two in the morning, and the alcohol buzzed in our veins. City lights flickered through the window, casting reflections in his deep, ocean-blue eyes.
	I couldn’t deny it—B.O.B., my Battery-Operated Boyfriend, had satisfied my desire for Bryce more times than I cared to admit. Living with someone like him was complicated. Young, single, and sharing a space with Bryce was a delicate balancing act.
	His girlfriend—the infamous wicked bitch of the West Coast—made it worse. She never missed a chance to question why I was still around, her pouts sharp and constant when things didn’t go her way. Everything she wanted seemed to end in an exaggerated, babyish “e.” She called him Brycey, love was lovey… and honestly, it made my skin crawl. For all the girls out there who do that—stop. You’re not a toddler, and it’s not cute.”
	The cab pulled up in front of our apartment. Bryce paid the driver quickly, practically leaping out before the cab had even stopped. He hurried up the steps, unlocked the door, and swung it open. A wicked, knowing smile played across his lips as I stepped inside. He followed, locking the door behind us—a small ritual we’d developed to keep the world at bay while we worked.
	I looked at him, and for the first time that night, I truly saw him. Bryce was stunning—dangerously so. He wore a perfectly tailored black suit with polished leather oxfords, tattoos peeking from beneath the crisp collar of his shirt. His tie, the deep crimson I always loved, pulled it all together. There was something deliciously devious about him, and I couldn’t look away.
His breaths came in short, uneven gasps as he stepped into the kitchen. ‘Drink?’ he asked, his voice tight with anxiety. ‘Water, please,’ I whispered. Silence settled between us like a thick fog. My eyes drifted to the green recycled glass countertop, then back to him. His hand trembled, almost imperceptibly, as the blankness in his gaze began to shift—into something heavier, more searching. He paced across the faux marble floor, each step deliberate, until he stopped at the corner closest to me. There, he lingered, staring so deeply into me it felt like he could see every thought, every fear. I shifted uncomfortably, a nervous energy rising, as he leaned in closer, the tension between us crackling like static.
"Viv… I love… I’m in love with you," he blurted, stepping closer. I froze, silence hanging heavy between us. Me? Why me? Never once had it crossed my mind that Bryce could feel this way about me—Vivian Byrd. We were complete opposites. I’d seen the girls he dated before, and believe me, none of them were anything like me. My hair was always a mess, I snored when I slept, and I buried myself in my work. What could he possibly see in that?

"Vivian?" Bryce said, using my full name as he stepped closer, his hand lifting to rest against my face. His thumb traced my cheek gently. "Are you going to say something, Viv, or is this a one-way street?" I stumbled back—not because I didn’t feel the pull between us, not because I didn’t want him—but because, no matter how much I despised his girlfriend, I couldn’t be the reason their world fell apart.
 Bryce must have seen the look on my face, because he leaned in and said softly, "In case you didn’t know, I broke things off with Sienna last week." A wave of guilt and relief washed over me as he continued, his voice gentle but certain: "How did you not expect me to catch feelings for you, Vi? You’re beautiful—inside and out—and you’re never afraid to be yourself." I couldn’t find words. That night changed everything. From then on, we were inseparable, completely head over heels in love.”.  

	Tears well up as I drift back into memories of the past. My gaze falls to my ring finger—the faint tan line still there, a quiet reminder. He had proposed eight months before the accident. It took me six long months to truly accept that Bryce would never come back.




