
The story of him and me 

Our story is one of those for which people believe that 

somebody made it up. Even though we found love in the least romantic 

place I could think of – a club, the way our love was born made it 

magical. With all the circumstances against us we still managed to find 

each other. Two people from two different countries met each other in London. Since that day I 

believe in destiny. It all started in the summer of 2010 as my sister Iva persuaded me to join her on a 

trip to London. Thank God she did because this trip changed my life completely.  

Once we decided where and when we will be staying I made a promise to myself – no more 

long-distance relationships with people I meet on vacations. I really meant it, I had quite some 

portions of that and I had enough. I guess somebody else planed it differently. For a week Iva and I ran 

around trying to see and experience as many new things as possible. 

Sightseeing and going out in London made it to the top of our list! We 

were young and girls just wanted to have fun. ;) With some people from 

our hostel we organized a night out and ended up at the Piccadilly. After 

having couple of drinks in a pub we decided to dance the night away in 

the club called the ZOO. Once inside, I discovered pretty fast what I 

wanted. There he was, standing in the middle of the club. He wore a 

beige t-shirt, black pants and an accessory in a shape of a beer in his 

hand. I decided to check out the situation a bit better. With everybody’s orders I pushed myself 

through the crowd and managed my way to the bar and closer to him. Finally I got all the drinks and 

was ready to turn and make an eye contact but he was gone. I said to myself: “It is better this way. 

Let’s just have fun and keep everything simple!” Some minutes later in the middle of the second 

platform I noticed same two guys standing. As the time passed he and I managed to get closer and 

finally make an eye contact. I thought that now would be the time to introduce myself but second try 

was also a failure. Seconds before I wanted to open my mouth and start talking between us appeared 

this little Indian guy in a glittery shirt. He wanted to dance with me and he wasn’t going to give it up. 

The result was bad. I was stranded with the Indian guy while my guy slowly fluttered away. Somehow I 

got out of this awkward situation and ran to the bar. Iva followed. At the bar I spilled my beans to Iva 

and told her how I really like that blond guy. Iva looked confused and said: “Ana leave him alone, I 

think they are gay.” “Excuse me, what?” I replied. She pointed with her finger at the blond guy putting 

his hand around his ginger fellow. No, that can’t be, I thought to myself. My gaydar was completely 



silent, he must be straight.  Looking them for a bit longer, standing really close to each other I saw that 

they looked really similar. Ping! The bulb went on. 

They must be brothers. I decided to find out who was 

right, Iva or me and to see if the third chance is the 

lucky one. With another extra drink in me, I managed 

to gather courage and just ask him. It worked! Third 

chance was lucky indeed. We started talking and we 

immediately clicked. As the hours passed the club 

closed but we still stayed together and talked. I found 

out that his name was Sebastian, he is German and a 

soldier. He was about to leave for Afghanistan for half a year and this is why he and his brother 

decided to have some fun in London. At first I thought he pulled a ‘Barney Stinson line’ on me but as 

we talked more I realized everything about this man was real and that made me like him even more. 

Everything closed and Piccadilly slowly went quiet. Then, in the right time, his brother got us all tickets 

for an after-party in a club called The Den. The night wasn’t over just yet! Iva and I were leaving in a 

day and this was our last chance to get closer before we parted. The night was ours but sadly the 

approaching morning was bringing goodbyes. I left Piccadilly Underground Station with his name, a 

photo of the two of us, a number written on my palm and a hope that the ink won’t wash off. Sunday 

came and took Iva and me back to Croatia.  

In Croatia I immediately tried finding Sebastian on facebook which might seem easier than it 

really was. Only by using my super detective skills, I manage to trace him through his brother’s page. 

Skype became our best and most important program. Some Skype-dates later my Seb visited me in 

Zagreb. As he said, he just had to see me once more before he leaves for Afghanistan. Over those four 

days we bonded even more and decided that this was worth a try. We were a couple with half-a-world 

distance in between but that didn’t stop us to talk future. In January he took me to the Officer’s Ball in 

Vienna. This is where I really fell in love. Days turned into weeks, weeks to months and we had 

Afghanistan behind us and a real thing going on. Our future together looked bright and promising. We 

both survived the initiation days of meeting our parents, family and friends.  

In a blink of a moment 2,5 years passed and we were in Vienna again, same place, same 

purpose but very different circumstances. He popped the question! I will be his wife! With my new 

diamond ring on the finger I started to plan when, where and how we will say YES to each other. In the 

end it was much easier than people think, so easy we decided to say it twice. In spring 2013 we said it 



for the first time in Germany and than once again in summer in Croatia. Even though organizing all 

from far was a challenge, it turned out to be just perfect.  

 

 

We had our fairytale come true and I know we will live happily ever after too! ;) 

    

    

    

 

 

 

Ana 


