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A Friend Is Where The Heart Is
After the party, Freya was completely tired and so had accepted Zidane’s offer to stay in the castle. However she found that even though she was tired, sleep could not find her. After tossing and turning she rose from her bed and opened the door to the balcony and stepped out, dressed only in her nightgown. The gusts of air blew around her as she looked over the city of Alexandria, and let out a short sigh.


“Can’t sleep either?” came a voice.


“No, not really,” Freya said, as she turned her head to see Zidane standing on the balcony of the room next to hers, no hint of surprise on her face or in her voice.


“I’ve had that problem a lot recently,” Zidane said as he looked out over the city.


“Something on your mind?” Freya asked as she too turned back to look out.


“A lot of things actually, one of them was you.”


“Me?” Freya said, with a sound of great surprise.


“Yes, I’ve been worried about you I guess,” Zidane said as he looked down again.


“Worried? Why?”


“I was wondering if you were alright in that city all on your own, it didn’t seem right.”


“I…don’t know what to say. No-one’s every really been worried about me before. Not even Fratley…” Freya said, her head dropping and she sniffed lightly.


“You want to talk?” asked Zidane. Freya nodded and he disappeared from his balcony and moment later there was a knock at her door. She opened it and moved back to sit on the bed as Zidane shut it again. He then sat next to her on the bed.


“What’s the matter Freya?” Zidane said.


“It’s just the thoughts of being alone, and of you worrying about me,” Freya replied, not even lifting her head.


“What do you mean?”


“When Fratley left to explore the world I was broken. He never thought for one moment what his absence would do to me, he just presumed I could cope. For years I was alone and broken, then I met you and I eventually joined your quest in a hope of finding my love somewhere. I did find him again but he had lost his memory, and I was even more devastated at being forgotten and was once again thrust into loneliness, thinking no one cared about me. Then a moment ago, after hearing your words, I felt…wanted,” Freya said, almost in tears.


“It’s ok Freya, everyone cares about you,” Zidane said, putting his arm around her shoulders. It was then Freya burst into tears and buried her head into Zidane’s chest. “It’s ok, it’s ok,” Zidane said in a quiet voice, holding her close. His voice was a lot of comfort to her as he held her and for the moment she felt she was truly safe. She looked up and saw the face of true friendship there, someone who would always be there for her, through the best and worst of times.


“Thank you Zidane,” she said though sniffs, “I really appreciate you listening.”


“It’s alright,” he said, wiping the tears from her eyes, “anytime. We’re your friends, you can always count on us. Take the dress for example. Who else but a true friend could have got that for you?”


“A nosy thief, who knows a lot of people,” said Freya with a smile on her face.


“Hey!” said Zidane. And for the first time in a long time Freya laughed, and out loud. Zidane smiled at her and then got up, heading for the door. “Get some rest rat-face,” he said.


“Thanks,” she said with a smile on her face. After the door had shut she got back into bed, and like a light she was asleep.
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