Two Cookbooks, One Heart
Voice 1 - Sprout

I woke up, got ready to go to the kitchen to cook breakfast for the rest of my friends. On my way there I passed the Gardenview lobby which is where I saw this humongous poster that said “Happy Valentine’s Day!” in bright red and pink glitter letters.
Oh no. I completely forgot about that.
I ran back to my room in the blink of an eye. I ran in, locked the door and jumped onto my bed. I had the biggest crush on my childhood best friend, Cosmo but I’m almost certain she doesn’t like me back in that way. I’d been holding it in for years and I just couldn't anymore.
“Today was the day I was going to tell her. “I proudly whispered to myself.
I threw on my nicest pair of jeans and shirt in seconds but altered and modified each individual fold for almost fifteen minutes, adjusted my signature scarf more than necessary, and fixed things that didn’t really need fixing. It gave me something to do instead of thinking. I thought since we spend most of our time together in the kitchen making sweets, I thought it might be nice to bake her special heart cupcakes with our faces on them. 
On my way to the kitchen I passed the lobby which is where I found this beautiful rainbow flower in one of the flower pots. I looked left then right to make sure no one was looking then plucked it right.
As I kept walking I remembered I could always turn around but I didn’t.
When I finally got to the kitchen I turned the corner only to find Cosmo already starting to cook there with the same adorable rainbow flower laid behind her on a table. Panic sank in immediately. Was I too late and someone else had gotten to her before me?
Just then she turned around and I could see that she was dressed nicely, too nicely to be just cooking breakfast or something. She was dressed in a velvet top, a silk skirt, topped with gem patterned heels and a romantic low bun. I didn’t even know she owned that kind of clothing.
Once she was fully facing me I could see she was holding the exact same cookbook as me as we just stared at each other in awkward silence.
Cosmo was the first to break it by cracking into a laugh, not a mean on a ”we are so dumb” laugh. At first I didn’t know why until I pieced all the clues together. She was dressed nicely, had the same flower picked and ready to give, and was there in our favourite spot making strawberry cupcakes, my favourites.
That’s when I figured it out.
Cosmo liked me !
I ran, lifted her up and hugged her. We hugged for what felt like forever then she stared at me with those adorable gleaming eyes and kissed me.
Turns out, today really was the day.


Voice 2 - Cosmo

	I was up before it even got bright outside. I’d been counting down to this day for a year now-February 14. Ever since last year when Dandy asked Astro out, I’d been dying to do the same to my crush, Sprout. I knew it was kind of the guy's job to do that but I was not taking my chances whether he’d do it or not.
	I opened up my wardrobe to see if I had anything nice to wear since I wear my classic white sweatshirt with green, teal, and purple thigh highs eight days a week. After about ten minutes of digging I finally found this velvet top and silk skirt near some gem-patterned heels. I got changed then put my hair in a romantic low bun just to make it more Valentine-themed and stepped outside my room.
Once I was out there I realized I didn’t know where to go. To his room ? No, he might still be asleep and even if he wasn’t he might think it’s weird or creepy. The lobby ? Why would he want to go there? Class ? No, we have the day off. Then it hit me. The kitchen. That’s where we spend all our time together, where all our greatest moments were, and where he would definitely go. Also while I was there I could bake him his favorite treat, strawberry cupcakes. So I rushed back inside, snatched my copy of mine and Sprouts matching cookbooks and hurried off to the kitchen. I had planned everything perfectly—at least, that’s what I kept telling myself.
On my way there I had to pass the lobby where I found these gorgeous rainbow flowers just innocently standing there in one of the Valentine's flowerpots. Without hesitation I twitched one and scurried off before anyone noticed me. My plan was to get there before Sprout and bake a batch of cupcakes, wrap them, tape the flower to the top with a little note, and give them to him.
I arrived there in record time, placed the flower behind me on the counter for later and immediately got to work. I was able to mix in the flour, sugar, and eggs before I heard someone enter the room.
I turned around to see that it was Sprout, but he looked a little worried or panicked, I couldn’t really tell. He looked different, more neat and proper. He has this nice white shirt, navy blue jeans, and his signature cozy scarf and was holding the exact same flower and cookbook.
It was at that moment that I realized two things. Number one we both were horrible at this whole “confession” thing and number two, he liked me back this whole entire time and that we were going to confess at the exact same time in the exact same way. Every excuse, every missed opportunity, every lie, it all just came all right out in a laugh. Not an evil or mean laugh, a laugh that made me not even believe what I had done and believed wasn’t true all these years. Love.
Just then Sprout put his stuff on the counter and ran up to me and gave me the warmest, most loving, wholehearted hug I’d ever experienced, one I’ll never forget.
After he let go, I stared into his dazzling black eyes and kissed him.
I guess we really did have horrible taste in timing, but we had perfect taste in each other.
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