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The house in Denver was half-empty.

Cardboard boxes lined the living room like small brown walls. The couch was gone. The pictures were already wrapped. The place didn’t look sad yet... just unfinished. Like a memory in the middle of being erased.

Amelia sat cross-legged on the floor with her phone in her hand, recording.

“I can’t believe this is actually happening,” she said, her voice soft but buzzing with excitement.

“We’re moving. Like... really moving.”

She turned the camera toward the kitchen where Oliver was fighting with a roll of tape.

“I got my dream job,” she added, smiling. “An art studio. In New York. How insane is that?”

Oliver finally managed to tear the tape free and walked into frame.

“So what are you gonna do?” Amelia asked him.

He shrugged, trying to sound calm even if he didn’t quite feel it.

“I’ve got some connections out there,” he said. “Nothing official yet, but... something’s gotta stick.”

She zoomed in on his face just a little.

“‘Something’s gotta stick’ isn’t a plan,” she teased.

He smiled back anyway.

“Neither was moving across the country a year ago.”

They both laughed, but it lingered — that quiet kind of laugh that knows it’s standing on a ledge.

Amelia lowered the phone.

“Do you think it’s gonna be hard?” she asked.

Oliver looked around the house — at the walls, the empty shelves, the spots where their life used to sit.

“Yeah,” he said honestly.

“But I think... we’ll be okay.”

She leaned her head on his shoulder.

“New York,” she whispered, like she was trying the word on for size.

And just like that, the house stopped being home.

“Do you think it’s gonna be hard?” she asked.

Oliver looked around the house — the blank walls, the empty shelves.

“Yeah,” he said.

“But I think we’ll be okay.”

Before she could respond, a familiar voice called from the hallway.

“Uh, excuse me... you can’t leave without saying goodbye.”

Katie stepped out of her room, arms folded, eyes already glassy like she’d been holding it in.

Amelia stood up immediately.

“My bestie,” she said, walking straight into her. “I would never leave you like that.”

They hugged tight — the kind that lasted longer than it needed to.

Katie laughed against her shoulder.

“I guess the loft is mine now.”

Amelia pulled back with a smile that cracked just a little.

“Take care of it,” she said softly. “It’s had enough of my nonsense for a lifetime.”

Katie glanced around the room, then back at Amelia.

“You better not disappear on me just because you’re moving to New York.”

Amelia tapped Katie’s forehead with her knuckle.

“You’re stuck with me forever. City or not.”

Katie smiled through her tears.

“Good.”

And just like that... Denver said goodbye.
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The studio apartment was smaller than it looked in the pictures.

A narrow kitchen. One crooked window. An air vent that made a tired rattling sound even when nothing was on.

But it was theirs.

Amelia was already in the guest corner they were pretending was a room — unfolding a tiny table, setting two mismatched chairs across from each other. She taped her new art prints to the walls carefully, smoothing each one like they might run away if she didn’t.

Cheap murals from Five-Below. Neon sunsets. Abstract faces. One print with the moon bleeding purple.

It didn’t matter where they came from.

They filled the space.

Oliver dragged the sofa in by himself like he was auditioning for a superhero movie. When he finally collapsed into it, he laughed and grabbed the remote like the couch might disappear if he didn’t.

The flat-screen TV was already mounted. Too big for the room. Perfect anyway.

Amelia’s voice floated in from the other corner.

“Ollie! What do you want for dinner?”

He flipped through channels dramatically.

“Pizza!”

She walked in, hands on her hips.

“Don’t tell me you’re watching that Lonnie Lick movie.”

He stared at the screen, offended.

“First of all. It’s John Wick.

Second. Millie, you always mess it up.”

She dropped onto the arm of the couch, grinning.

Lonnie Lick still sounds better.”

He snorted. “That’s because you don’t respect cinema.”

She leaned closer to the screen.

“So he just... shoots everybody, right?”

He nodded, serious.

“With style.”

She laughed.

Outside, the city buzzed in low and constant — traffic, voices, horns in the distance. None of it familiar. All of it new.

Amelia glanced around the apartment: the crooked art, the too-big TV, the couch shoved against one wall.

“It’s not Denver,” she said quietly.

Oliver looked at her.

“But it’s ours.”

She smiled and reached for his hand.

“Yeah,” she whispered.

“It is.”

The pizza box landed on their floor like a trophy.

Papa John’s.

Extra cheese.

Grease soaking through the cardboard.

Oliver tore into it like he hadn’t eaten in days.

“New York already trying to starve us out,” he mumbled through a full bite.

Amelia sat cross-legged on the couch, balancing her plate carefully.

“Hey, at least we agree on cheese,” she said.

“Day one and we’re already winning as a couple.”

He smirked. “That’s because you’re finally maturing.”

She rolled her eyes and grabbed the remote.

“Nope. We are not watching gun guy again.”

He looked offended. “John Wick is art.”

“We’re watching something normal.”

She scrolled until she stopped on a pink-and-white title card.
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