
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Friendship Shattered By Family Conflict

Lynba Buni



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Published By:

[image: ]




Lynba Buni Publisher



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Copyright Protected by Law

[image: ]




It is not permitted to copy, distribute, or use this work in any form without written permission from the author.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Table of Contents


[image: ]




Title

Published By: Lynba Buni Publisher

Preface

Chapter 1: Two Peas in a Pod

Chapter 2: The Unspoken Promise

Chapter 3: Worlds Apart

Chapter 4: Whispers Across the Miles

Chapter 5: The Canvas and the Campus

Chapter 6: Flickers of the Past

Chapter 7: The Weight of Silence

Chapter 8: Diverging Currents

Chapter 9: The Road Not Taken

Chapter 10: Ghosts of Friendship

Chapter 11: Separate Universes

Chapter 12: The Lingering Question



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Preface

[image: ]




The smell of freshly cut grass, that sweet, slightly bitter scent of summer’s last gasp, always took Sarah back. Not to the freedom of bare feet and endless days, but to the particular, heart-wrenching ache of a goodbye she hadn’t even realized she was saying. It was a late August evening, the kind where the air was still warm but held a whisper of autumn’s chill, clinging to the dampness of the lawn. She was sprawled on her back, side-by-side with Emily, on the perfectly manicured expanse of Mrs. Henderson’s front yard. Mrs. Henderson, God bless her nosy soul, was away for the week, which meant their traditional stargazing spot was clear for their final pre-college ritual.

Their knees were knocking, a comfortable, unconscious rhythm developed over a lifetime of shared space. Above them, the sky was a canvas splattered with a million pinpricks of light, more stars than Sarah had ever seen from the city limits. Emily, ever the artist, had pointed out constellations Sarah had only ever read about in books, weaving stories around them with a voice so soft it felt like a part of the night itself.

“See that one?” Emily whispered, her finger tracing an invisible line across the velvety black. “Looks like a giant swan flying through the Milky Way. Cygnus.”

Sarah squinted, trying to make sense of the dots. “I see a duck.”

Emily snorted, a quick, breathy sound that vibrated through Sarah’s ribcage from where their arms touched. “You’d see a duck in the Mona Lisa, you heathen.”

Sarah laughed, a genuine, unfettered sound that felt like it had been bottled up for weeks. It burbled out, bright and free, echoing in the quiet night. Emily’s laughter joined hers, a harmony of familiar joy. It wasn’t a polite titter or a self-conscious giggle; it was the raw, unadulterated release of two souls utterly at ease, finding humor in the mundane, in each other. That’s what it always had been with Emily – effortless. From scraped knees on the playground to first crushes whispered under blankets, their lives had been a symphony of shared laughter and knowing glances. They understood each other’s shorthand, could finish each other’s sentences, and, more importantly, could sit in comfortable silence, their presence enough.

They’d met when they were five, both new kids in the same kindergarten class. Sarah, a whirlwind of nervous energy and relentless questions, had found Emily, quiet and observant, sketching intricate dragons in the corner of the sandbox. Sarah had immediately declared the dragon was "awesome" and asked Emily to draw one for her. Emily, with a shy smile, had agreed, and that was it. A friendship forged in sand and crayon, strengthened by every shared secret, every scraped knee, every triumph and heartbreak since. Their houses were a mere three blocks apart, their bedroom windows facing each other across a sprawl of suburban rooftops, a silent promise of connection that had never once faltered. Until now.

Now, a different kind of silence settled between their laughs, heavier, pregnant with unspoken fears. Sarah’s scholarship letter to Crestview University, prestigious and distant, lay folded neatly in her overnight bag. Emily’s acceptance to the local Academy of Art, a place she’d dreamed of since she could hold a brush, felt like both a comfort and a chasm.

“Are you excited?” Emily asked, her voice hushed, the laughter gone.

Sarah turned her head, resting her chin on her shoulder to look at her best friend. Emily’s face, illuminated faintly by the distant streetlights, was a study in soft concern. Her usually bright eyes seemed shadowed, her full lips pressed into a thin line. “Excited, yeah,” Sarah admitted, but the word felt hollow. “Nervous. A little terrified, actually.”

“Terrified of what?”

“Of... everything,” Sarah confessed, picking at a blade of grass. “Of not being smart enough. Of being so far away. Of...” She trailed off, unable to articulate the real fear: of leaving Emily behind. Of leaving them behind. The ‘them’ that was Sarah and Emily, a single, unbreakable unit.

Emily reached out, her fingers finding Sarah’s and lacing them together. Her touch was warm, reassuring. “You’re the smartest person I know, Sarah. And you’ll make tons of friends. You always do.”

“And you?” Sarah asked, squeezing Emily’s hand. “Are you excited about the Academy?”

Emily sighed, a softer sound than Sarah’s, filled with a quieter contentment. “Yeah. I get to draw all day. And it’s home. Mom and Dad are thrilled I’m staying close. You know how Mom gets.”

Sarah did know. Emily’s mother, bless her heart, was a lovely woman but fiercely protective, especially of her only daughter. The thought of Emily moving away, even just an hour’s drive, sent her into a flurry of anxieties. Sarah, on the other hand, had parents who saw her scholarship as the culmination of their own sacrifices, a ticket to a bigger, brighter future, far from their working-class neighborhood. They’d pushed, subtly and not so subtly, for excellence, for opportunity. Crestview wasn't just a university; it was a stepping stone, an escape.

The differences in their family dynamics had always been there, simmering beneath the surface of their shared lives. Sarah's home was often quiet, punctuated by her father’s long shifts and her mother’s focused budgeting. Emily’s was a bustling, warm hub, always filled with the scent of freshly baked cookies and the gentle murmur of classical music. They’d found refuge in each other’s homes – Sarah in Emily’s noisy comfort, Emily in Sarah’s quiet ambition. It had felt like balance. Now, it felt like a wedge.

“It’ll be different, won’t it?” Emily’s voice was barely a whisper now, lost almost completely to the night.

“We’ll call every day,” Sarah declared, a desperate promise more to herself than to Emily. “Facetime. We’ll visit. I’ll come back for breaks, you’ll come to Crestview. We’ll be fine.” The words tasted like ash. She knew, deep down, it wouldn’t be like that. Not entirely. Life had a way of getting in the way, always.

But they clung to the promise that night, a lifeline thrown across what felt like an ocean. They talked until the sky began to lighten, until the stars faded and the first blush of dawn painted the eastern horizon. They recounted every silly memory, every inside joke, every childhood dream, as if by reciting their history they could somehow secure their future. The laughter returned, albeit with a brittle edge, a frantic energy trying to outrun the inevitable.

The next morning, Sarah’s suitcase stood by the front door, a stark monument to her departure. Her mother bustled around, offering unsolicited advice, her eyes bright with a mixture of pride and a familiar, quiet anxiety. Her father, usually stoic, clapped Sarah on the back a little too hard, a gruff “Make us proud, kiddo” that held more weight than he intended.

Emily was already there, perched on the edge of the couch, a sketch pad open on her lap, but her eyes were fixed on Sarah. She wore a soft, oversized sweater, and her hair, usually a wild tangle of curls, was pulled back in a messy bun. She looked small, vulnerable.

“Last minute advice?” Sarah asked, trying to keep her voice light, as she picked up a forgotten toothbrush.

Emily closed her sketch pad. “Don’t forget who you are.” Her voice was soft but firm. “And don’t forget me.”

The words struck Sarah like a physical blow. “Never,” she promised, her throat tight.

The drive to the airport was a blur of highway signs and her parents' nervous chatter. Sarah kept glancing out the window, half-expecting to see Emily’s familiar figure waving from a distant street corner, a whimsical, impossible hope. She clutched her phone, waiting for a text, a call, anything. It came, just as she was checking her bag: "Safe travels. Miss you already." Simple, heartbreaking.

Crestview was everything it promised and nothing like she expected. The campus was sprawling, Gothic architecture rising majestically against a backdrop of crisp autumn leaves. Her dorm room, tiny and impersonal, felt a million miles from her familiar bedroom window. The other students were a vibrant, intimidating mix of brilliant minds and worldly experiences. Sarah, the scholarship kid from a small town, felt like an imposter.

She called Emily that first night, huddled in her bed, the buzz of her new roommate’s phone conversation a noisy counterpoint to her own anxiety. Emily’s voice was a balm, a slice of home. She talked about her first day at the Academy, the vibrant colors of the studios, the eccentric professors. Sarah shared her awe and her overwhelming sense of being out of place.

“It’ll get better, Sar,” Emily assured her. “Give it time. You’ll be amazing.”

And for a while, it did get better. The initial calls were long, filled with excited details of their new lives. Sarah spoke of late-night study sessions, challenging lectures, the thrill of understanding complex theories. She made new friends – brilliant, ambitious people who talked about internships and grad school and changing the world. Emily painted a vivid picture of her art classes, the smell of turpentine and canvas, the way light fell on a still life, the camaraderie of her fellow artists. She gushed about a new gallery opening she’d attended, about the comfort of her local coffee shop, the familiar faces she saw every day.

But slowly, subtly, the calls grew shorter. The gaps between them widened. Sarah’s demanding schedule meant late nights in the library, early mornings in labs. Emily’s art projects consumed her, losing track of time in the studio. They’d text, quick check-ins, emojis standing in for full conversations. “How’s it going?” “Good! You?” “Busy lol.”

Sarah tried to explain the intensity of her studies, the pressure of maintaining her scholarship, the constant feeling of needing to prove herself. She spoke of her new friends, equally driven, equally focused. She felt a pang of guilt every time she described a new experience, a new person, knowing Emily couldn’t fully grasp the context, the new world she was inhabiting.

And Emily, in turn, tried to convey the passion of her art, the quiet joy of discovery, the unique rhythms of her local life. She described her community, her close-knit group of fellow artists who understood the language of color and form. Sarah listened, but the images Emily conjured felt distant, like watching a movie with the sound turned down. She missed the inside jokes, the shared history that had once permeated every conversation. Now, they were translating their lives for each other, and something was getting lost in translation.

One Saturday, Sarah called Emily, eager to share a major breakthrough in her physics class, a concept that had finally clicked after weeks of struggle. She’d been so proud, so exhilarated.

“That’s awesome, Sar!” Emily said, but her voice sounded distracted, muffled. “Listen, I gotta go, we’re setting up for the gallery show, and Mr. Davies is being a tyrant about the lighting. Can I call you back tonight?”

Tonight never happened. Sarah waited, her phone clutched in her hand, the initial thrill of her accomplishment slowly deflating into a dull ache of disappointment. She understood. Emily was busy. She had her own life. But the old Sarah and Emily would have found a way. They would have stayed up all night, celebrating the win, commiserating over the tyrant professor. The echo of their shared laughter, once so vibrant and immediate, now felt faint, distant, like a memory playing on a faulty tape recorder.

Sarah started spending more time with her new friends. They understood the academic pressures, the competitive atmosphere. They commiserated over demanding professors and celebrated small victories with the same fervor. They were smart, witty, and their conversations flowed easily, without the need for explanation or translation. She found herself gravitating towards them, not out of malice or forgetfulness, but out of a desperate need for connection that felt immediate and relevant.

Emily, too, immersed herself in her new world. Her art flourished, her confidence grew. She spent hours in the studio, sketching, painting, experimenting. Her new friends, fellow artists, spoke her language. They understood the nuances of light and shadow, the struggle and triumph of creation. She knew Sarah was busy, building a life that was so different from her own. She didn’t want to be a burden, didn’t want to constantly ask for updates, feeling the growing weight of not understanding the technical jargon, the abstract concepts that now filled Sarah’s world.

The unspoken resentments began to fester. For Sarah, it was the feeling that Emily didn’t fully appreciate the magnitude of her new challenges, the relentless pursuit of academic excellence that consumed her every waking hour. It felt like Emily was still living in the comfortable bubble of their hometown, while Sarah was out in the big, cold world, fighting for her place.

For Emily, it was the creeping suspicion that Sarah’s new world, with its prestigious university and ambitious friends, had made her forget the simple joys, the comfortable familiarity they once shared. It felt like Sarah was slipping away, becoming someone new, someone Emily no longer recognized or truly understood. Sarah’s calls began to feel less like intimate conversations and more like a checklist of achievements, a progress report.

They still had moments, flashes of the old days. A random text with an inside joke, a hurried phone call that somehow, for a few precious minutes, recaptured the easy intimacy. In those moments, they’d promise to visit, to reconnect, to make a real effort. “Soon,” they’d say, a hopeful, desperate word. But soon never quite arrived. Life, in its relentless, unforgiving way, always seemed to interject. A crucial midterm, a demanding art show, a family obligation.

The chasm widened, not with a sudden dramatic rupture, but with a slow, almost imperceptible drift. Like two boats launched from the same shore, initially sailing close, then slowly, silently, diverging with the currents. The distance became a physical manifestation of their emotional disconnect. The shared laughter, once a vibrant chorus, was now just an echo, faint and fading, a melancholic reminder of what they once were. Sarah could still hear it, sometimes, in the quiet of her dorm room, or when she caught a familiar scent. A burst of clear, ringing joy, followed by the profound silence of its absence. And she would wonder, with a pang that twisted her gut, if Emily heard it too. And what, if anything, could ever bring that laughter back.

Chapter 1: Two Peas in a Pod

Chapter: Two Peas in a Pod

It was the kind of friendship that felt ancient, woven into the very fabric of their beings before they even knew what a soulmate was. Sarah and Emily weren't just friends; they were an extension of each other, two halves of a perfectly imperfect whole. From the outside, you might have seen two girls, a blonde and a brunette, often laughing, sometimes whispering, but always, always together. But from the inside, their world was a vibrant, intricate tapestry of shared secrets, unspoken understanding, and a belief that their bond was an unassailable fortress against the world's inevitable chaos.

Their story began, as many do, innocently enough, in the sun-drenched chaos of elementary school. Sarah, a whirlwind of nervous energy and bright ideas, had just moved to town. Emily, quieter, observant, with a penchant for drawing fantastical creatures in the margins of her notebooks, saw the new girl standing awkwardly by the swings, a little lost, a little lonely. There was an instant, magnetic pull, a silent recognition that transcended the usual playground politics. Emily, uncharacteristically bold, simply walked over and asked, "Do you want to see my secret fort?" And just like that, a universe was born.

That fort, tucked deep within the sprawling oak tree at the edge of Emily's backyard, became their sanctuary. It was where they mapped out imaginary kingdoms, where Sarah’s boundless imagination created epic sagas of knights and dragons, and where Emily brought those sagas to life with crayon drawings on brown paper bags. It smelled of damp earth and sun-warmed leaves, a smell that, years later, could still transport them back to an era of limitless possibilities. They spent entire summers up there, foregoing dolls and jump ropes for the more serious business of world-building and whispering secrets about their crushes on cartoon characters. They learned each other’s rhythms, their silences, the way Sarah tapped her foot when she was thinking, or how Emily chewed on the end of her pencil when she was frustrated. It was a language only they understood, a symphony of small habits and shared glances.
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