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Choose three objects Bottle, Scarf, Bag

Falling in Love

I’ve said “I love you” to too many men in my life. Three to be exact. Is three too many men to have loved by the age of 30? Then let’s forget about number four, five, and six, shall we?
The first was Alfie who I met in York college, except I didn’t mean it, it was an error in communication. “I love you,” “I love you too,” he said back, looking into my big blue eyes in that way he should be romantic. But he was a control freak who didn’t make me laugh. Worst off, he hated it when I laughed, so I broke up with him and that was the end of that. That’s the shortest relationship anyway. 

There was another boyfriend before Alfie, one where I’d gone to college with. I never told him that I loved him. But I did love him. Despite him wearing flip flops. Despite my pet name being “kiddo.” Despite the terrible sex. We didn’t break up. He moved away to Dundee university. Ten years later and we’re still friends. I haven’t seen him since then, but he still calls me to see how I’m doing. He says, “I’m sorry” when I tell him I’ve had a bad day. I can still hear him saying “kiddo” on the other end of the phone.

Then there was my second boyfriend Mark who I moved to Oxford.
 I spelled “I love you” on his arm with my finger one night when we were playing silly word games with our eyes closed. He told me he loved me too and kissed me. I cried like I’d done a crime. Eleven months later I broke up with him, a week before my birthday. I had rather ruin my birthday than wait until after. But he bought me this lovely silk scarf, must of cost him a fortune. I didn’t want a present though.

Then there was my third boyfriend Dec from Bath. Longest relationship ever, precisely four years. We rented a house together after three years. Three-bedroom house with a spare bedroom for guests, room for office and a big garden.  
I was too young, 26 to be precise what did I know about love and eternity? He was a good man, with a good heart, and good boyfriend. He bought me CD’s nearly every Tuesday. He met my family. There was more to him than meets the eye, but it’s all from a past I can no longer recall. My confession is that I stopped loving him second year into our relationship. 

Then there was the lover Alfie from over ten year ago that I mistook for something more. 
It’d started as something sexual. “Let’s play,” is what I’d initially told him. He said, “We should get to know each other better.” Except we were already friends. I agreed to meet him for drink.
A month passed, and I was caught laughing from something funny he said while we were at the bar. I saw that hungry look in his eyes. Then it happened he kissed me. For me, it’s got to be the kiss. 

“That’s a good kiss I thought”.

“I melted.”
 
“My knees went weak”.

 “I felt like I was on cloud nine.”

When Alfie came over during that day we smoked on my back porch. It was nice, just me and him. 
It was summer’s day, and I wore short skirt and tank top. I pulled a bottle of water out from my bag and poured the water over myself as it was too hot. One thing led to another. 
We laid in bed that night, we looked into each other’s eyes and I fell instantly. It felt like arousal, that feeling that rushes from the pit of your stomach up your body and makes your chest swell when the feeling finally hits your heart, except when it’s arousal the feeling is primitive and when it’s love it’s primal, it’s a completely different emotion. Every time he looked into my eyes, I could feel the motion of love sweep over me while lying next to him. 

He left early before I got the chance to see him. I didn’t call him, because I’m self-conscious, because I worry. But I always picked up his calls, like when he’d be away for work and call to tell me he missed me, or when he called and told me he couldn’t wait to see me.
But then my housemate showed me Instagram message, the one of him making breakfast for another girl, and my heart fell in a completely different way and so I ended it. I told him we had an agreement, not one of exclusivity, but one of honesty. I told him a man would’ve admitted out loud that he had a change of heart. And that was the end of that. 
Until he called me again and met me outside my office after work. We went for a long walk to smoke a joint among buildings. He bought a ticket to the cinema. He asked me to join him, but I’m not one for cinemas. So instead we sat on a bench and spoke for hours.

Earlier that day it rained, and the air was thick with moisture.  I was dressed in black and my fringe became side fringe from my wet palms pushing it to the side, but he didn’t notice, he just saw me. At least, I think he saw me. That’s what I thought his smile said anyway.
I gave him a hug when we left the carpark and the hug felt more like a goodbye than a hello and I knew that was the end. 
But I still told him that I loved him, just before I moved away from my beloved friends.

I was back at his house, back on that same couch where we’d sit and smoke together. I told him. 

“I have to tell you something, and you don’t have to say anything back, but I have to tell you because I want you to know,”

And that’s when I said it. I said,

“I love you.” 

He asked if I meant it. I said, 

“Yes.” 

He said he couldn’t love me. I said, 

“That’s okay.”
We retreated to his bedroom and told him that I loved him, because I loved staring into his eyes in that most vulnerable way. 
In the morning we showered together, and I put on my summer dress and drove away.
[bookmark: _GoBack]That’s the last time I ever said “I love you” to a man. 
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