
Radical Love 
 

The door slammed in my face. I deserved that, I thought.  

“Please, Day, I’m sorry, okay?” I begged through the door. I shoved my hands in the 

pocket of my jeans, and glanced around to see if anyone on the dark street could see me 

awkwardly standing on Day’s porch. I felt like such an idiot. The door yanked open. 

​ “You have to say it.”  

​ “Say what?” 

​ “I specifically told you that this was going to blow up in your face, and when that 

happened, I would want a formal declaration of how I was right and you were wrong” he 

reminded me.  

​ “You’re kidding.” 

​ “Nope” he said, popping the P. The smugness on his face made it so punchable, his 

eyebrow piercing and glasses were stopping me from actually acting on that thought. He stood 

there rocking his classic band tee and cargo pants look. While he lazily leaned against the door 

frame, making him look like a douche.  

​ “Fine” I groaned. “You were right, I was wrong” I mumbled.  

​ “What was that?” He said, putting his hand to his ear. “C’mon, I know you can speak 

louder than that.” 

​ I rolled my eyes, “You were right and I was wrong, are we good now?”  

​ “Yeah, come on, you know I can never stay mad at you” He said,  and pulled me into a 

hug. “Just don’t be doing stupid shit like that again, okay? I worry.” 

​ “Yeah, I promise. Do you think I can stay the night here? I don’t really feel like going 

home, shit hit the fan and things are pretty tense back there.” 



​ “For sure, Mary being the worst again?” 

​ “Yeah. Dude she literally was freaking out cause the show she was watching had queer 

characters in it, and I quote ‘everything has to have gay people in it now.’ Like what?” I felt the 

rage build back up in me. “I just can’t with her sometimes, like her daughter is a lesbian, you 

would think that her accepting ass would be glad that the media is becoming more inclusive” I 

said making sure I had put accepting in finger quotes, because some days it really doesn’t feel 

like it. 

​ Day gave me a pained expression, “Fucking Mary, I swear one of these days I’m going to 

break and snap at her, because thats messed up.” Day lightly gave my shoulder a squeeze as we 

slowly made our way out of the entrance way of his apartment. “Throwback to when your mom 

would always ask us when we were going to start dating when we were growing up” he said, and 

slightly giggled.  

​ “Little did Mary know that we were both raging homosexuals.” I felt the smile that 

started to creep onto my face, my anger slowly began to fade. Day has always had that effect on 

me. No matter what, he found a way to make me smile when things got tough.​  

​ Day and I have been friends since we were in diapers, and ever since things at home 

started to get bad again, he has been my saving grace. He had finally gotten his own place with 

his boyfriend James, and the small yet cozy apartment easily became my safe haven. The string 

lights I had gotten them as a housewarming gift snaked around the small living room, 

emananting a warm glow, while the little lamp in the corner did the heavy lifting lighting up the 

room. James was laid back on the couch, face buried in a book with a cover I couldn't recognize. 

His glasses barely hung onto his freckled nose, curls messy, he looked like he'd been reading for 

awhile. The guilt which I hadn't realized I was holding to, loosened its grip on me, after I knew I 



hadn't interrupted anything. I followed Day’s stride further into the apartment, and James finally 

noticed that he’s not the only one in the room anymore, glancing up at the two of us. 

​ “I see you two finally made up” he said, grinning slightly.  

​ “We were never actually fighting, you know that. Sky just had her head up her ass, and I 

was annoyed at the fact that, once again, my wistful advice was ignored.” 

​ I glared at both of them. “Is it chill if I spend the night here James?” I asked.  

​ With a raise of an eyebrow, James gave me his “are you even asking me that” look. “Of 

course, Sky.” 

This wasn’t the first time I crashed unannounced at their place, and probably wouldn’t be 

the last. It wasn’t that  I physically couldn’t go home, I just couldn’t stomach the idea of walking 

on eggshells through the haunting quiet, waiting for someone to step on a metaphorical 

landmine, sending my mom on one of her rants, or spending another night drowning out the 

inevitable screaming match with my headphones.  

​ I flopped down face first on the plush, green beanbag, allowing my body to be consumed 

by the once soft fabric, now a bit scratchy on my skin. From the corner of my eye, I could see 

Day saunter over to the couch and find his place next to James, who set his book down on the 

coffee table, wrapping his arm around Day’s shoulders. As much as I made fun of them, I wanted 

that comfortable kind of love so bad. As his best friend, I was so happy for Day when he and 

James had first started dating. A small piece of me had been scared to be left behind, but luckily  

James accepted that we were gonna be a package deal from the start. On nights like these, 

though, seeing how much they love each other and how they support one another, makes me 

yearn for even a fraction of what they have.  



​ We let the soft melodies from the record player consume us as we lounged in the living 

room, Day and James sometimes whispered back and forth to one another, as I laid spaced out on 

the beanbag. The sound of the door opening gained our attention back as we all whipped our 

heads towards the noise. 

​ “Hey! Hey! Hey!” Andi said, acting as if she didn’t just come barging in, her shiny Doc 

Martens thudding against the scratched hardwood floor. She was rocking her signature oversized 

jean jacket, fashioned with sewn on patches that I was infinitely jealous of. She held in her hand, 

what looked like a container of ice cream. Day must have texted her while I was wallowing away 

in the corner. With no warning she plopped down on me and encapsulated me in a hug.  

“I brought you a present!” She sang, simultaneously placing the freezing cold container 

on my neck. My body jerked on instinct. Recovering from the attack, I lightly gave her a shove, 

making her roll onto the ground while laughing. “Do you want it now or later?” 

“I’ll take it later, but I appreciate it!” Andi got up from the floor, and made a pit stop to 

greet Day and James, who had been quiet this entire time, and then went to put the ice cream 

away. I turned to look at Day, “I’m fine you know” I told him.  

“I’m sure you are,” he said sarcastically, but then followed up with, “I knew you would 

appreciate the company though.” 

“You’re the best.” 

“I know.” Day retorted while smirking. 

“No! Don’t feed his ego, Sky, it’s already big enough” James chimed in, followed by Day 

flicking his temple. 

God, I had missed this, the simplicity of everything while I was around them. It felt like 

what a home was described as in books and movies, the place where you felt the safest to be your 



authentic self. I had been slightly avoiding them after I tried getting back together with my ex, 

which went just as well as Day predicted: terrible. I was honestly okay with that, even though 

not-so-deep-down, I desperately wanted love, I knew I didn’t want her kind of love. I was 

actually doing pretty well for the first time in a while. After the break up, the amount of energy I 

could redirect into my friendships and myself had skyrocketed.  

“Yo, guys, check out what came in the mail today!” Andi said while walking back in the 

room, yanking me back into reality. She unclipped the carabiner from her pants revealing one I 

hadn’t seen her wearing before. 

“Is that a Towa Bird carabiner?” Asked James with amusement in his voice. 

“You bet it is!” She exclaimed. 

“You’re literally the gayest person I’ve ever met,” I said, laughing at her. 

“You know it! I have to make sure all the hot single lesbians know that I am also, in fact, 

a hot single lesbian,” she responded while she plopped onto the floor and rested her back on the 

beanbag.  

“Oh, trust me, they know even without it,” joked Day.  

“What is that supposed to mean?”  

We all knew what that meant. James answered by waving his hand in a circular motion 

pointed at Andi’s outfit.She had on ripped jeans with fishnets underneath them, a cropped shirt 

that stated Tell your mom I said Hi, and to top it off, her haircut was a shaggy wolf cut that had 

been dyed black. Not like any of them were any better, they regularly spent way too much money 

at thrift stores.. I couldn’t help but let my mind wander in that moment about how nice it felt 

having friends who understood the reasons why style had been so ingrained into my identity. It 

had always been a bit harder growing up and being the only Queer person in my family.  



 

“Will you just try it on, I wear it all the time it's a good top” 

“It's just not me, okay, I already know I won’t like it” I replied.  

“Just try it on!” 

I took the shirt from my sister's hand, and quickly threw it on.  

“See, it looks good,” she told me. I looked at myself in the mirror, and could feel my body cringe 

in on itself. I knew that from an outside perspective, it probably looked good, but it just wasn’t 

me. It felt like I was repressing a part of myself again.  

 

“You should read this book I just read, it's about this girl who has to fake date her rival, but then 

she ends up falling for him” 

“Um maybe,” I responded, not wanting to just straight up say no. I never knew how to explain to 

my sisters that I try to only read books with queer characters. I get this same feeling when people 

would ask me “what type of genre do you like to read?” Like how do I explain to someone who 

has seen themselves all throughout the media, that I will read any genre, but the thing I’m 

looking for is that the book has queer people as the main characters. This notion is often met 

with “Why do you have to make everything about being gay?” 

 

The anger I had felt for my mom rushed back into my mind. I was so frustrated at feeling 

so misunderstood all the time by her. It felt like she thought that me being a lesbian was just this 

miniscule detail about me. That the only aspect of my life it affected was who I would date, but 

that couldn’t be further from the truth. My Queerness has always been a key aspect of who I am. 



It hasn't always been easy to accept the scary truth that my queerness is ingrained in me, that it's 

who I am, and that's never changing no matter how hard I've tried.  

​ I felt my body tense up as my thoughts spiraled into the repressed resentment I had been 

feeling. Resentment for all the preconceived notions that I've been told all my life, on how to live 

my life, and how- 

​ “Sky, Earth to Sky!”  

 Andi waved her hands in front of my face, which pulled me from my thought spiral. I 

noticed that Andi, James, and Day were all looking at me with concern written all over their 

faces.  

“You doing alright, Boo?” Andi asked, while reaching up to softly rub my arm, which 

effectively helped settle the butterflies that had built up in my stomach.  

“Um, yeah, sorry, I guess I was just hella spaced out,” I am met with eyes that don’t quite 

look like they believed me. “Guys I promise, I just let myself get caught up in family stuff, no 

need to look like someone died or something.” 

“Yeah, no. You’re not skirting us like that, Sky, we were just having a conversation for 

like 10 minutes and I don’t think you could tell us a single thing we said” Day said. He lifted 

himself off the couch, where he was still resting on James, and made his way over to me, almost 

tripping over the coffee table in the process. I let out a little bit of an “Oomph” as his six foot 

three ass fell on top of me, I was embraced in the most brotherly type of hug. It felt exactly like 

when you're in bed wrapped up in a comforter, and the weight of your long day just slips away.  

 “What's actually up?” He pried gently.  

“It’s actually just my mom stuff; I just got lost in thought” 

“Okay, say less,  I’ll go fight her for you.” He said while he punched the air. 



​ That gets a smile back on my face, “I would rather my best friend not get arrested for 

assaulting my mom right now” I said back, I laughed lightly and shoved him off of me.  

​ “What if we watched Drag Race as a distraction, and we can make fun of how high 

Rupaul is in the newer seasons” suggested James. 

​ “I second that!” added Andi. 

​ “Sounds perfect,” I responded, appreciating their suggestion of our group's comfort show.  

That's how we spent the rest of the night. Andi had moved the beanbag so that it was 

propped up against the couch which gave her a perfect view of the TV, and then also wasn’t 

alone in the corner. I ended up squished in between Day and James, with my head resting on 

Day’s chest with his arm around my shoulder. After a couple episodes I had felt my eyes begin to 

feel heavy, sleep had begun to creep into my body tuning out the soft hum of the TV. I felt the 

overbearing feeling of love as it consumed my thoughts. I couldn’t help but come to a realization 

that night, which was that for the first time I didn’t feel like I was too much. I had finally found a 

home.   


