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Prologue


August 20, 2010

“Cameron, where are you going?” she asked as he quietly made his way out the room. He stopped at the sound of her voice, making him hesitate for a quick second. Her eyes were already finding an answer in his sweet tortured face, an answer he wouldn’t admit to, for her own good.

“I’m going for a ride,” he answered after some thought.

She knew the only thing she could do was smile and let him go, she still holds on to hope.

His eyes that once looked cold and emotionless to people’s feelings, now show more of a gentle expression, even though there’s still regret hiding deep behind the softer light that has taken over them. The pain he still holds inside. The regret that has been tormenting him throughout the years. It’s time to free him from pain.

Today, at the Park of Hopes, where beautiful white oak trees with orange, red, and yellow leaves decorate the once green grass in the fall, there’s a calm lake in the middle of the park, where ducks spend all summer waiting for people to show up and feed them all day. And like every year, there’s a little reunion. Family, friends, and even the ones that once were enemies sit on top of the hill, where the water reflects the fiery sunsets, leaving behind a sense of loneliness as the light slowly vanishes where the sun meets the high mountains of Montgomery Village. Everyone comes here to celebrate life.

My life.

For almost three years, I’ve been walking the world, gaining the strength I needed to come and visit this place. The place that brings most of the painful and sweet memories of my whole life. A life I only got to live for sixteen years. Every year I tried to gain all the strength possible and the courage, courage to walk in front of all the people that kept me in their hearts for so long. I could never do it. Today, for some reason, I feel that I will do it. Finally, I’ve gained the necessary strength to finally set them free, set him free, and finally free myself from this trapped space between all of us.

Finally, I can see my mother smile happily. My father shows a gentler expression. I see how my sister has grown from a misunderstood teenager, to be a person that cares for others. My friends, they haven’t changed much; I would never want them to. That would make me really sad. And him, to see those eyes that still intimidate me, but make me melt as his guard fades. Those eyes that, for once, made me question God why he let this happen to me. Why me?

But with the years, I got my answer. Now I have a question for him.

“Hey, Cameron, were you happy? Back then did I fulfill my purpose in life?” I asked, but I was sure he couldn’t hear my voice. Not anymore.







Chapter 1


February 9, 2008

“Hey, Sam!” the two of them greeted as I got closer to the building.

“Hi,” I answered back, trying my best to keep my calm, especially in front of him. Cameron Derwood, my weakness. The hottest guy I ever knew. My heart fluttered just to see him leaning against the railing, arms crossed as he glanced past me.

Seeing Cameron first thing in the morning was the strength that pushed me through the not-so-graceful mornings. School was never fun for me; I hated it, not because I was a lazy girl that only wanted to be home and do nothing. Home for me was just the same as anywhere else—boring and chaotic. The reason I hated school was because fitting in was such a drag. Especially if my school was the so-prestigious Horizon High Private School, where everyone acted so high and mighty and all that mattered was to stand out.

Not me, I didn’t care about any of it, but my friends did, my parents did, and just to give my sister something to entertain herself with, of course, I ended up here as well. I didn’t know what I was getting myself into, until for different reasons I ended up being part of the most popular group not just in school but in the whole town—The Elite group, a group composed by the most popular, good-looking, and selfish jerks anyone would meet. Miles, Angel, Yael, and him. Cameron, the dreamy playboy every girl wants to be played by. Everyone in this school was born to be the center of attention. Some were naturals at it and some just tried too hard. I was just a girl, with a simple mind, just living day by day and of course, crushing on the worst jerk I found, Cameron Derwood. Not like everyone else though, my case was different. Unlike every girl, I was satisfied with being only friends with Cameron. Liking and drooling over him was my best kept secret.

I was never going to admit that for him. I was willing to wake up and put on my so-recognized uniform. To be next to Cameron Derwood, it was worth it. Not that he was even going to consider me a romantic option, ever, but at least I was close to him. As a friend, and that was enough for me.

“Collins! Look at you. You’re making progress!” Miles, one of the jerks I called my friend, commented as soon as he caught sight of me stumbling to get to the main door. Cameron glanced my way like he always did, full of himself and over-confident. He smirked and turned to Angel as he whispered something to him. A simple gesture that made my heart flinch.

Being close to Cameron also included people like Miles, a bully that fed on people’s misery and my anger. Not caring or considering anyone’s feelings, he would go from a simple prank to being the worst insensitive jerk in the world. Though for some miracle of God, I managed to ignore his stupid comments and, sometimes, that required a lot of effort. Cameron silently gave me all the energy I needed to handle his clique. The way my heart throbbed every time we made eye contact, it was special and pleasant. That’s all I needed to get me through the day and to handle Miles and his sidekick Angel.

“Hi,” I said to Angel and Cameron, not even bothering to acknowledge Miles in front of them. Angel high-fived me with a mischievous grin, if I wasn’t so caught up with Cameron, I would have melted for Angel. He was an instigator that loved everything that could cause drama. He would never start anything, but he would cheer on anyone that started something. Cameron gazed at me but did not say a word which was a normal greet coming from him. My heart jolted gently as he slightly nodded and again looked past me. I tried my best to keep my smile inside. I had to. I could never show my weak side to Miles or any of them.

“Don’t ignore me, you little…” Miles called for my attention by lightly pinching my cheek, although it didn’t hurt. His closeness, I could never take. Miles was like the annoying little brother I never wanted to have. Slapping his hand away, trying to remain calm and not punch him with enough strength to mark his perfect face. I took a step back and braced myself. Calm down, Samantha, I told myself as I breathed through my nose.

“Miles,” Yael, the third part of Cameron’s Elite group, tried to control the uncontrollable Miles Stern.

“What? I’m just trying to compliment her, but she’s a typical woman, full of herself,” Miles complained, annoyed for being attacked by his own.

“Shut up, jerk.” Although out of all the bullcrap that came from Miles’ mouth, it kind of made me feel better to have him give me a compliment but to say that I was a typical woman was like a punch in the gut, simply because he was right. Even when I faked to be different. I was like every normal girl falling in love with a douche, but I wasn’t about to accept it. This was my secret and I was going to die with it.

Being close to Cameron needed mental preparation and most of all, courage. I had to prepare myself to wear my girly uniform. The white blouse I could handle, but the stupid skirt was just annoying to wear. The navy blue with red pattern didn’t look good and way worse was to have the hideous bow tie hanging on my neck. I wasn’t going to wear the bow tie in the same girly way my sister did. No way. Thanks to Aubrey I knew what not to do with looks, although everything had to be done with control. A face clean enough to make it look beautiful and fresh but not let the teachers see evidence of makeup to get in trouble.

Cameron Derwood was the most gorgeous and popular guy in HHPS. He had the looks, the money, and the skills to make girls drool for him. Including myself, which didn’t make me happy at all. I didn’t want to be like other girls. That’s the reason I was fine only being his friend. Someone that could be close to him when girls would come and go in his life. It wasn’t a surprise to anyone that Cameron could get anyone he wanted. The jerk had a way of gazing into a girl’s eyes and put them in some sort of seal cage, where voluntarily he could do anything he wanted. Some type of spell that was. He did the same to me, without realizing I looked into his mesmerizing, honey-colored eyes and got locked inside his trap. Lucky, I thought with heavy disappointment. This wasn’t something I was proud of, but I didn’t want to get rid of either.

The first time our eyes met, I felt the high-powered electric shock weakening my knees and almost made my heart jump out of my chest. Since then, I’ve learned, the reaction I had back then, it’s just a normal reaction he gets from any girl, all girls to be exact. But I’m not like every girl. I knew he was faking it. I could see it deep in his eyes that he was hiding the real Cameron, the one I liked. The one no one else liked because they didn’t know of his existence.

“Whatever,” Miles said through his teeth, pouting for not getting the reaction he wanted from me.

“Thanks for the compliment, Miles, too bad I can’t say the same about you. You still look like a jerk and that won’t change even if you’re born again,” I said, giving in. The guy wanted a fight and in a way I did feel bad for ignoring his bratty attitude. Miles turned to me with a threatening glare, forcing me to take a step back and hide behind Yael. Knowing Miles, letting my guard down was never an option with the evil and immature Miles Stern, or all of them for that matter. Everything was teamwork with Miles, Angel, Yael and Cameron.

“Chicken,” he whispered as I stuck my tongue out to him, but still gripping on Yael’s blazer for protection.

This group knew how to control people’s minds, make them believe they were little angels when in reality they had some evil scheme planned out to get a laugh out of someone’s pain. Miles, a total devil, and the enemy anyone was afraid to have. Angel, his right hand on everything. The guy had a mastermind for sick jokes. He loved to make fun of the weak, bullying the nerds, and embarrass the timid. Yael, always the quiet one. He never protested about bullying anyone. He did chuckle and commented every time Miles would act, and then there was Cameron their leader. Getting a laugh out of him was the approval Miles needed to be the jerk he was.

“Back off…” Yael warned him with a smug tone that made me feel protected. I loved Yael. He was the perfect brother I didn’t have.

“Ouch, hurtful,” Miles said, placing his hands over his heart, but still smiled evilly at my retreat.

“Good, Sam, don’t let that asshole touch you.” Rocky appeared to my rescue. Tired of Miles’ jokes, Rocky was not one to take any of it. Tangling her arm with mine, she pulled me in front of the group and shot an accusatory look at them, even her brother, not that they cared at all. My eyes automatically looked for Cameron as Rocky made her way through the hall, pulling me away with her. But not fast enough for me to catch Cameron smirking for a short second before he turned to Yael; even from the corner of my eye, I could never miss him, ever. Cameron was like a magnet and my eyes were the metal that by nature were attracted to each other.

“I hate them sometimes,” Rocky murmured with a hasty tone that warned me, they had done it again. Some stupid bet that would end up ruining an innocent’s dignity.

“Come, let’s go look for Tanya,” Rocky said, pulling me along with her.

“Yeah! You better walk away! Little girls are not allowed to hang with us, unless—” Miles yelled behind us and stopped before he could finish. I turned back to see him. The jerk was biting his lip with those mischievous eyes he mastered so well. I rolled my eyes and turned my back on them. Not that Rocky and I didn’t know what was following after that.

“Whatever, I’ve heard enough of that shit, you idiot,” Rocky shouted back with annoyance.

Even if I hadn’t heard their conversation before, from Rocky’s reaction, I could tell it was nothing new. Simply the same topic, some poor girl made the mistake of falling for either one of them, and they taking advantage of that. They treated it like a top secret, but it was something everyone knew already. How many girls were willing to make it to their lists? Just to know that I was a weak girl falling for one of those blockheads made me want to punch myself. It really annoyed me to group myself with the rest, but there was a difference. I knew there was. Cameron wasn’t as bad as he made himself look. Or maybe I was just hopeful. I sighed conflicted by my own stupidity and lack of experience in the male subject.

“Who is it this time?” I asked Rocky as we moved along to class. She rolled her eyes and shuddered in disgust.

“Carrie Goldwin,” Rocky answered with a hint of annoyance. Her big brown eyes looked stern as she pulled me along with her. I shook my head, kind of disappointed. Carrie was a good girl, timid, and always kept to herself. She just happened to fall in Miles’ trap and now she’s going to be the subject of their disgusting conversation.







Chapter 2

One more reason to hate school was because of those never-ending classes I had to endure. They were a punishment to all of us spoiled brats that loved to have free time. Serving up to its good name, and prestigious reputation, Horizon High was mostly a way for parents to get their rotten good for nothing children out of their houses. The system was great. They kept everyone in check and bored to death. Strict enough overall, but when it came to the staff, they had to make a better effort. Mr. Gailes was the perfect example of it.

His forty-five minutes long class of Classic Literature and Poetry was a torture. Not the class I wanted to start the day with, and apparently not just for me. The feeling was evident on everyone’s faces. Personally, I didn’t have anything against Mr. Gailes, but his class was seriously something that needed a lot of motivation to endure. It’s not that I didn’t like poetry; it was just that, seriously. The poor man had no way to pull people in. He was just a simple middle-aged guy with a robot-tone voice. Talking about how amazingly written the tragic story of Romeo and Juliet was. We knew it really was impressive, but the way he carried himself was something just to make fun of.

He looked more like a guy that would spend his mid-forties locked in his parent’s basement. Playing video games, eating pizza, and using dating sites to get to know someone, but definitely not here. Not talking to twenty-something students about classic literature. Most of the students taking his class, including myself, were kind of forced by the circumstances. Not a personal choice. Well, except for me.

My personal circumstance was him. Cameron. For him I had to endure the depressing poems like Because I Could Not Stop for Death by Emily Dickinson. For sure, I wasn’t the only girl with the same motives. Chloe, Danielle, and Zoe were in the same situation. All I could hear coming from their corner was yawning, pencil tapping nonstop, and whispering. I couldn’t blame them, but I felt lucky enough to be the one sitting right in front of Cameron. At least I had him to talk to if I ever got bored, which I was all the time. But, in the end I respected Mr. Gailes’ effort, and I didn’t want to be like the rest of the class and hate on his teaching.

“Sam…” I could hear Cameron right behind me. My heart reacted immediately at the deep sound of his voice. I ignored it though. This was all I could do to keep my dignity, pretend I wasn’t impressed by anything he did.

All around Cameron was a notable aura of superiority. It was intimidating, but captivating at the same time. He always carried a cranky expression on his face, but it was just that. The way his thick eyebrows would curve in a perfect angle was something to admire. He would never raise his voice or show any expression, but when Miles could manage to get on his nerves, clearly the corner of his right brow twitched in a way I actually found attractive. Maybe because most of the time the guy looked like an emotionless robot. Mr. Gailes kept of reading his depressing poem, as I concentrated on ignoring Cameron while playing with my hair.

I loved how my heart reacted to his tactics to call for my attention. It was different from the girls close to him. Rocky and I were a few of the ones Cameron would bother on making an extra effort for. With Tanya it was totally different, she gained his respect and he definitely made sure to let her know that.

“Alright, now we will see how much of that you paid attention to.” Mr. Gailes made everyone groan in distress. I sighed hoping to at least remember some of what he was trying to push in our brains.

“Now you will write in your own words, what the author is trying to portrait,” Mr. G said as he passed a questioner to every row. I giggled to see Miles flop on his desk. Ever the dramatic one.

In my sophomore year, I finally was able to share classes with Cameron, who even as a troublemaker; he had better grades than I could have guessed. He was never the type of person to spend his time studying or doing homework, but to my and anyone’s surprise, the guy was a genius apparently. Not only Cameron but the whole group, even Miles, who in my eyes was just an idiot with a lot of money to brag about. I wasn’t one to spend time studying and doing homework myself, but in reality, I never had anything else to do.

Every time the word water, pool, or swim came into a conversation, my parents would abruptly shut me off. Even when according to my sister Aubrey, I was the favorite daughter. This was an exaggeration, of course. Aubrey was just an attention seeker and my parents were just tired of her drama. To me, it looked like she was the one allowed to live and do as she pleased. She never needed permission from anyone, unlike me, who for some reason was always talked out of my dreams to swim in the Olympics.

Now it was too late to even try, I wasn’t good enough to even get a job as a lifeguard for summer. What I was left with was just being a regular teenager—go to school and think about a path that excluded any type of sport because in some way, I was the smart one. The one that was going to make something good happen. In the end, I had a lot of free time and nothing exciting to do. Taking my studies somehow seriously helped me stay where I wanted to be at the time, although my motive to be an excellent student was not the right one but I was kindly rewarded for it. Having Cameron in most of my classes was a surprising reward. This definitely proved that God was on my side and that’s why I never complained about anything.

Although when in the company of others, Cameron was just an asshole and a flirt, sometimes he would glance my way and I would feel that connection, something that only both of us felt. I knew something about him that no one else did, not Yael, Angel, or even Miles, something that only I wanted to keep for us. Every time that memory came to my mind, I couldn’t help but smile like an idiot. I had hope for Cameron. Hope that one day he would show his real self to others and stop pretending to be a prideful jerk, but maybe that was best for both. Just pretend.

“Here, loser,” Miles said, almost shoving a pile of papers on my face. Automatically I snatched it and glared at him with evident annoyance.

“Asshole,” I called him instead of thanking him and ignored everything else he had to say.

Taking my sheet, I turned to Cameron to hand him the rest and catch a glimpse of him. The define bone structure of his cheeks all the way down to his jaw gave him a profile of a young model. His eyes held a strong, fierce look that nobody dared to oppose, sometimes threatening and some mischievous. Knowing the effect of his perfect mischievous smirk, Cameron reached out for the papers as I forced my face not to show any reaction. I was melting inside though.

“Here…” I whispered, trying to keep my hand steady as Cameron glanced up at Mr. Gailes and back at me. He smiled with a new smug look that caught me by surprise. I was hoping to cover it quickly before he noticed.

“What?” I asked, trying to control the sudden jolt in my heart at his impudent grin. I rolled my eyes and frowned, pretending to be annoyed.

“I need a pen,” he whispered, trying to hold in his amusement at something I wasn’t getting.

His long fingers slowly stroking mine as he grabbed the papers. This was something he had never done before. Maybe because he never needed a favor or maybe he was just bored. Playing innocent and angelic, Cameron made a sad face as the sunlight touched the honey color of his eyes, making it stand out more. Though my heart was melting, I faked a sigh of boredom.

“Can you even remember to bring a book to class?” I couldn’t help but fight to hold in my smile, this new behavior was strangely new to me. Cameron lifted his right brow, working his sexy looks wasn’t fair, but I knew that was just natural for him. Cameron wasn’t trying anything, especially with me. Of course not. I smacked myself back to reality.

“No need to flirt. It’s gross…” I handed him a pen, nervously glancing at Mr. Gailes, hoping he wouldn’t turn his attention to us and call us out. I hated to be the center of attention and wherever Cameron was, it was always a magnet for everyone’s eyes.

Cameron stared at me in a way that looked like he wanted more than just a pen. Giving my brain a storm of questions and fantasies that could never be possible, simply because Cameron was never going to be into me. I wasn’t his type. The girly easy type.

“Wow,” he chuckled as he slowly analyzed the Hello Kitty pen Tanya had given me as a gift for trying hard on putting makeup on and not complaining about it.

“What?” I whispered, my heart already speeding with too much adrenaline. Cameron was acting weird all of a sudden, giving me too much attention, making my heart hope, making me doubt my resistance and I didn’t like it.

“You have changed,” he commented, swinging the pen on his hand, still smiling. My heart automatically reacted to his angelical expression. It wasn’t a surprise that even Cameron saw me as a tomboy and that bothered me.

“I grew up.” I fought back the slight stab my pride took with his comment. It was my fault, for never caring about being girly enough. I started changing though, to be more appealing not only to him, but to guys in general. I was already sixteen, and I hadn’t had a single experience with guys. Not that I was rushing into it, but at the pace I was moving, I was sure I was going to be a thirty-year-old virgin. Glaring at him straight in the eyes, I waited for him to say something funny like Miles would, but he didn’t. I could have said the same thing about Cameron, because once in a while he would let me see the Cameron I first met. The real Cameron Derwood. Not the jerk he was now.

“What, do I look better than before?” I whispered, giving a try on my girly impression of Aubrey. After all, I had the master to learn from.

Cameron stopped for a second, looking for something or maybe just trying to control himself and not burst out laughing at me. With nothing else to say, he shook his head and turned back to Mr. Gailes who was clearing his throat, calling for our attention. I jumped and turned back immediately. Trying to give him the most innocent look I could, I flopped myself on my seat and focused on my paper.

I sighed; I was defeated. I didn’t look better than before. I looked the same. I wasn’t enough for Cameron to look at. Not like someone he wanted to spend time with. It was better that way. I had pride, and I wasn’t looking to be one more of his many flings.

“Whatever…” I whispered to myself, trying to build up my confidence again.

Soon after, the bell rang and Mr. Gailes finally ended class. I sighed and slammed my forehead on my book, thanking God for putting an end to the torture. Everyone started to desperately rush out of the room, hoping that Mr. G wouldn’t stop them and add more torture to our homework. Some classmates were already arguing how much they hated that class. Some, how much they understood and loved it, and some just didn’t care about anything else and just wanted to focus on what was next.

Getting out one by one, the room was almost empty. I sat there and waited for everybody to leave until I could gain my energy back for another round in Social Studies right beside Cameron, again. Although we were together in every class and we were friends, we didn’t walk together to any class. I couldn’t stand too much time with Miles and Angel. The evil twins, although they were not related, thanks to God. Yael was better to hang out with, even better when he was alone. I could manage to spend time with him but as a routine; they all walked together. Inseparable. Putting my heavy book back in the mess my backpack was. Making a mental note to clean it up before Rocky or Tanya could get their eyes on it. I buried my notebook under wrinkled papers and candy bars that I hid from my parents because sweets and sugar were not allowed in my house, especially not for me. I was anemic and I was in a very strict diet, thanks to my mother’s OCD.

“Cam, you coming!?” Angel called out by the door. My heart jerked to realize that Cameron was still sitting behind me. Hoping that he didn’t get a look into my mess, I glanced at him with the corner of my eye. He was casually looking at his phone.

“I’ll catch up,” he answered casually, not even raising his voice like Angel did. It was like he had this image that he needed to take care of. Being perfect, never raising his tone, and always keeping his cool posture, never rushing. Always moving at his own pace, everybody else followed but he never followed anyone. Like a God.





Chapter 3

The room was left empty in minutes. Slowly I got up and turned to find Cameron silently analyzing the pen I had lent him. Immediately raising his gaze at me, he caused my heart to accelerate a little too much. My chest tightened up in a new way, in a slightly scary way. There was a sudden mystery, something building up in Cameron’s eyes, which was always possible. He was that type of guy, use people for entertainment. I held his gaze; being weak was not something I would allow myself to be in front of him. I was not going to bend down like the rest of the girls did, like my sister did. I was better than that, or wish I was.

It was like he knew my internal conflict and that annoyed me. Flashing me with a triumphant grin, Cameron broke off his gaze and got up from his seat. Sexily throwing his backpack over his shoulder, making his slick hair dance over his forehead, he shook it off his eyes and looked back at me. Ready to leave I got up and grabbed my bag as well. I followed him as he moved away from me. A strange stab started to manifest in my chest, something pleasant but painful at the same time. It was strange because I spent enough time with Cameron, but this feeling, this sensation waking up in my heart was very new.

“See ya in gym,” he said, which didn’t make sense. We still had three more classes before P.E. He was already planning to skip the rest of the day. I shook my head. Without looking back, he moved out of the classroom.

“Hey, Cameron!” I called after him, making him stop without hesitation.

Something cracked in my chest. I felt it. It wasn’t a normal feeling, but it felt very strange how something warm started to build up from the bottom of my chest to the top where my heart was racing unexpectedly. I pushed a gasp of air down my throat as strange chills rose on my back. A few feet away from the door, Cameron stood still and waited without facing me.

“What’s up?” he sounded bored but intrigued at the same time.

Cameron was a few inches taller, fit, and broad. He didn’t bother to play any sports. He was never seen reading a book. How he kept his perfect body and his brains was a mystery to me. Even from behind, he had a way to stand that made him look sophisticated and elegant. After a couple of seconds, he finally turned to capture me with his intense honey-colored eyes. Giving my heart another sudden jolt, which was still strangely painful. At this point, I could feel it. If I got too excited, it could give me a heart attack.

A flash of realization crossed his face instantly. Something like he had been awakened from a nap and realized he was caught on something forbidden, but as the expert on covering everything he was. He simply blinked and then it was like nothing, back to his normally cool and composed persona.

“My pen,” I said, reaching my hand out to get my friend’s gift back. If it were up to me, I would have let him keep it. But it was Tanya’s gift and I treasured everything my friends gave me. Cameron took a second to meditate. I waited. He let out a breath-taking smile which for a slight second, for a quick second, it occurred to me that Cameron was actually expecting something different. An advance like the rest of the girls did. Something I wanted to do, but I couldn’t. Of course, I was just hallucinating. Pull yourself together, Sam, I told myself. Just like Lizzie McGuire there was always a tiny cartoon version of me playing in my mind telling me the right thing to do but, of course, I was actually doing the opposite. But with Cameron, I did listen to the tiny Samantha in my head. I sighed, giving him the hint that I was getting tired of waiting.

Cameron took the pen out of his pocket, grinned at it, shook his head, and took a step closer to me.

“I wasn’t expecting this from you,” he commented mostly to himself. I glared at him trying to understand what he was trying to tell me. Was Miles rubbing onto him? Cameron alone or with his clique, he was never the annoying jerk like Miles was.

“Stop playing. I’m not planning to be late for class,” I said, ignoring his comment and emphasizing that I did care about my grades, unlike him.

“Yeah,” he said, swinging the pen on his fingers.

For some unknown reason, Cameron Derwood was acting differently than his usual self. The Cameron I knew was starting to come out. His piercing eyes were looking at me in a different way than before. It almost felt like we were back in time, back a few years, back to that moment where he wasn’t pretending to be cool, where he cared and expressed more. I froze in this particular moment. There he was, glaring at me with intense eyes that were giving me a hope I didn’t want to have. My heart fluttered with the sudden silence, something I was fighting to keep inside, but the pain and heat building up in my chest was already giving me a numb sensation on the tip of my fingers.

“I wonder, what I should do now…” Cameron said with a playful smirk that made my chest burst with fireworks. Flashing his perfectly white teeth, he fixed his hair behind his ear, letting a tiny diamond display. His hair was as long as Yael, but Cameron had thick waves that ran wild.

“Hand it over and look for your next entertainment?” I said, hoping to not sound as mean as Miles if he was the one saying that. It was really difficult to keep up with him.

My cool act wasn’t as strong as his. Although, I didn’t have to, I could just give up and be like the rest. Be like every girl he enchanted. After all, I really was like them. I wanted him to think I was different. Pretend that unlike the rest, I wasn’t attracted to him. I had to fight with my feelings because one thing was for sure; after Cameron Derwood was done with someone, he ‘dated.’ That was the end of it, completely. Cutting all communication and moving on to the next one. Being one of them was against my pride and dignity. Cameron walked closer, slowly and carefully without taking his eyes away from mine. He only had to place the pen on my hand, but he didn’t. He was planning something. Something I wasn’t ready for. I could have taken a step back, but that would’ve made me look like I was scared of him, which I wasn’t. At least I tried to convince myself of it. I swallowed the knot in my throat. I hadn’t seen Cameron for a weekend and now he was acting strange, so was my heart. I could feel it. I could see it coming. The mischievous way the corner of his mouth curled up into a smirk, he took in a deep breath as I paralyzed at his sudden closeness.

“This is a thank you, for letting me use your girly pen.” His voice low and sweet, not the way he would talk in front of his gang or alone for that matter. He was flirting. For the first time ever, Cameron Derwood was flirting with me! My eyes narrowed with skepticism. I really was confused by where the whole thing was going or coming from.

“What the…” I got cut off as Cameron suddenly grabbed on to my cold hand and pulled me against him.

In a normal reaction, I would have backed away immediately, fight my way free. But I was caught up by his sudden closeness. My mind went blank and my body stiffened in his arms. My heart dropped to my feet, making me run out of breath. My knees shook but I managed to keep standing. I shut my eyes to control the odd feeling exploding in my chest as he leaned closer to let his minty scent take over my personal space. My chest burst with fireworks—heart ones. Pull yourself together, Samantha, I told myself.

I lost to the shock of the sudden touch of Cameron’s soft and smooth lips over mine, his firm hands securing my face close to his. A few inches shorter than him, I automatically tiptoed to make it easy for him not to lower his neck to reach me. What the hell are you doing? I questioned myself. There were billions of butterflies tingling in my stomach as Cameron pulled my lower lip to make way for a more intimate encounter.

My eyes were wide open, trying to grasp the sudden event. His skin looked smoother from up close. His lashes were just as thick as his brows, perfectly curled up and long. There was a tiny mole on the corner of his right eye. The softness of his lips was making my mind run wild. The urgency of his movements was making my knees weak. Something strange was burning up in my chest. I wouldn’t know what it was. This was my first time kissing a guy. Thank God it was Cameron. The only one I wanted to kiss and have this experience with. I knew that God was on my side, looking out for me.

For a miracle of God, Cameron was kissing me. Making one of my dreams come true. Sending me into another dimension, opening the door to hope and dreams. The chance of this ever happening again was low, which was the reason I let him win. Let him have his way. After all, I was the one winning. Cameron had made the first move. I wasn’t like the rest of the girls. Satisfy with my lame excuse, I gripped his arms as I ran out of breath.

I finally shut my eyes and let myself enjoy the moment, tightening up as the rhythm of my heart accelerated, I was immediately transferred to a beautiful landscape filled with green grass and hundreds of dandelions, slowly disintegrating in the air. A clear sky with a few white clouds, the sun bright like it has never been. Me being a normal girl, no cutoff shorts, no loose T-shirts. I could see myself with a bright sleeveless dress, in yellow, my hair dancing in the wind, but Cameron didn’t change. He was perfect the way he was. Letting my imagination run wild with his touch, I let go of my facade and let him feel what I was feeling inside. Dropping my guard, my lips started to mimic his movements with urge and desperation. I let go and that’s when he stopped. Suddenly, just like it started, it ended. Cameron pushed me back gently. Gasping for air to push the heat out of my head, I glanced up at him.

Waking my mind from the magical moment, I jumped back to realize what had happened. I had been kissed by Cameron. By Cameron Derwood! The tiny cartoon in me shouted hysterically.

The guy I was in love with for so long, the same guy that thought girls were his toys for him to play with. Covering my mouth as a defense to put myself together, I didn’t need a mirror to know how red my face was at this point. My stupid reaction seemed to amuse Cameron and that hurt my pride. He bit his lower lip in a seductive way I never knew he could show to me, letting his laugh echo in the empty room. I glared at him; I was angry at my own actions. At my own weakness. No wonder girls had such a struggle getting over his attractive looks. Cameron knew how to work every trait God had graced him with and now I was beating myself down for falling for it.

“Your reaction, it’s kind of cute. Looks like this is your first time being kissed, Sam,” he said, slowly reaching out to trace my overheated lips. A pleasant throbbing was what was left behind. His eyes narrowed, realizing something I didn’t. I said nothing back. I was still trying to control the flames in my chest. I wondered if this was a normal feeling after being kissed. Damn my lack of knowledge. I bit my lip as I argued internally.

“But the way you responded, looks like it wasn’t…” His eyes intensified, as I took his comment as a complement to my pride. Fake it until, you make it, I said to myself with an encouraging tone.

“Would that surprise you?” I asked with a tone of amusement that was totally fake. Cameron thought for a second. He shook his head, dismissing whatever he was thinking. Taking my shaking hand, he handed me the pen and the cool playboy was back. He smirked but there was a touch of sadness in his eyes. I could recognize it. That’s the same look he had when I first met him.

“Too bad, huh, Sam,” In a blink of an eye, Cameron turned back to his usual cool act. He raised his face tall and prideful. I was speechless, shocked, and confused by what had made him do this to me.

“But it would be better to stay like before,” he said with a heavy sigh.

“Like before…” I trailed off. Totally lost in his maze.

“I just wanted to thank you somehow, for saving me,” he clarified, which did nothing for me. I didn’t understand his logic or actions. I glanced at the pen he left on my hand. Did he just kiss me to thank me for this? Was it that important to him? A lifesaving matter? I was confused but I forced myself not to show it.

“Let’s pretend this never happened, okay?” he said. At the same time, the bell rang, Cameron leaned once again to steal a quick peak. He smiled like an evil boy who had done something to be proud of. My eyes followed as he walked out, leaving me paralyzed with a mix of emotions and a scary fire in my chest.

Letting myself fall to the floor, releasing a loud sigh to relieve the pressure in my chest, it felt like my heart was inflamed, stretching to a point of suppressing my ribs and part of my lungs. Hands on the cold floor, I tried to calm the pain by breathing through my nose. My senses slowly coming back, my chest was under so much pressure I was having a hard time breathing at all. My mind couldn’t believe what had caused a miracle like this to happen. Maybe it was just curiosity, his curiosity. Maybe he saw my weak side. Or maybe he was just bored, but his words were confusing but honest in a way. It didn’t matter what the reason was at this point, but I thanked God for it; though I was not even close to admitting my happiness to anyone. Not even to my best friends. Like Cameron himself said, it was better to pretend like nothing ever happened. Otherwise, our friendship could possibly end up like the rest of his relationships ended. I sighed again and a sharp stab crossed the center of my chest. I winced.

“Stupid jerk, it was my first kiss…” My voice trembled weakly as the pain spread all over my inside. Running my fingers through my lips to remember the sweet feeling, the vivid sensation of his touch, his movements. I was falling into a dream. I had been kissed by the guy of my dreams. It couldn’t get any better than this, I thought to myself, copying his playful smirk I got up and stood straight.

My lips felt his warmth as my heartbeat accelerated. It almost hurt. It hurt to breathe. It hurt to live.





Chapter 4

As grateful as I was to God for giving me the opportunity to experience my long overdue first kiss, and more importantly with the boy I liked, I would have appreciated even more if it had been a day that I didn’t have to face him semi-naked in P.E class. Thank you God, I thought sarcastically.

Sharing classes with Cameron also included gym which I hated even more. Not because of them but because there was another group I didn’t like. As expected, now that winter was gone, we started swimming lessons for the future lifeguard, which also meant I could swim without having the parental drama and overreactions of my mother. Although I didn’t enjoy wearing the fancy golden one-piece swimsuit, something made especially for this school to get a chance to enjoy the water, I could do it. I was even ignoring the fact that my own personal bully was there to kill my happiness.

Aubrey and her friends were the perfect group of Plastics from Mean Girls. Brunette hair, flawless faces, tiny waists, long legs and slender shoulders. My sister was the proud representation of Regina George and her friends Ivonne and Amy, the perfect decor. In school, it was well known or more like Aubrey loved to let everyone know that she was the pretty sister and I was the normal one. Not that I cared about it. Spoiled brats’ opinions didn’t matter to me. My relationship with God was just as complicated as it was with everyone else. I knew that for every good moment God gave me, there was going to be a bad one. But not today, I begged silently to him. I wasn’t in the mood to deal with Aubrey when I had myself to focus on. Myself around Cameron.

“What’s wrong with you? You look like a tomato. You should be used to this by now,” Tanya commented, pulling my arm to lead me out of the locker room.

“Tanya, wait!” I couldn’t hide the desperation in my voice.

My feet moved fast as Tanya pulled me with her. I was used to showing parts of my body. What was bad was having to pretend to be cool with Cameron when my weak heart was so uncontrollably nervous. Just to know his presence was so close by and we had our moment just a few hours ago. Thank God for making him actually skip the rest of our classes before this one. But then again, God decided that was enough good for me in one day. I couldn’t complain though. He had given me the time I needed alone to collect myself. Time to pay. I glanced up at the ceiling and understood what God had prepared for me.

Tanya let go of my arm as the loud laughter of the rest of the class echoed in the giant pool. Of course, the guys were taking the moment to do whatever they wanted while Mr. Clayton wasn’t around. Tanya sighed disappointedly to see Miles carrying Chloe on his shoulder as she squealed dramatically, but not really. I rolled my eyes at the annoying site of Miles always looking to be the center of attention.

“Whatever…” Tanya said with a little disappointment. Then she turned to face me. Her green eyes widened with surprise.

“Woah! You’re getting worse. Are you okay?” she commented with evident concern.

“Well…” I wanted to explain to her. Unlike Rocky, Tanya would understand. She was softer and composed, not a badass like Raquel A.K.A Rocky.

“Tanya…”I was having a hard time controlling myself, but I stopped as my eyes immediately spotted Aubrey already clinching onto his arm. Though this was normal for anyone to see. For me to see. Especially in school, where Aubrey and Cameron were a couple of celebrities in their own way. This was like a slap in my face. Reality check, Samantha! The cartoon version of me shouted with arms crossed over her chest.

Aubrey Collins, the center of attention everywhere she went. Growing up with her, I knew everything and more than I needed to. I never cared to bother with her, and that was a nail she couldn’t take out of her ass. The fact that she always flirted with Cameron was simply because he never seemed to mind at all. Of course not. According to Angel, Aubrey and Cameron have never made it through anything, which was surprising, almost hard to believe. Aubrey loved to know that people talked about her, good or bad it didn’t matter at all. It actually bothered me. After all, she was my sister. We shared blood and our last names for God’s sake.

Even with this, it was surprising that my sister who was always willing to give up more to Cameron, he didn’t take advantage of the given chance. Despite all the rumors and whatever Aubrey lied about, when they hung together they were always happy, smiling, and giggling. Like a couple that would get along so well.

The reality was different though. Cameron could never have a serious relationship with anyone. At least that’s what I knew from knowing his reputation. Aubrey was a potential partner for him, it wasn’t like she was serious herself. She just needed attention and Cameron brought the best attention to feed her ego. That was it. Their game was perfect to get what they wanted. That’s a way to put it. I agreed with myself.

“Seriously, I would have killed myself already if she was my sister.” Tanya let her thought slip and turned to me with guilty eyes. Tanya was so cute sometimes. I hated that she was into Miles of all people. Tanya deserved better than the bratty Miles Stern.

“Sorry, Samantha,” she apologized with honesty. I couldn’t be mad at Tanya for being brutally honest. I shook my head and smiled at her.

“It’s fine. It’s not like you’re wrong,” I told her. Glancing at my sister playing with the guy that had just kissed me was painful but I couldn’t say anything.

Sometimes I would feel very envious of Aubrey, not for wanting attention, but for not caring. We were total opposite poles. Glancing at me from the corner of her eye, I was sure to cover very well the fact that I liked Cameron from Aubrey, but there were times that I doubted. Aubrey was my older sister and to some degree, she knew me better than the rest. By the look in her bright bluish eyes, I could tell she already knew, or at least had an idea, which was more of a reason she loved to display herself with him.

Truth was this was a battle beyond Cameron and popularity for Aubrey. The hatred and annoyance my existence caused her, it had been there for as long as I could remember; it was far from changing. According to her, our parents gave me everything I wanted without giving it a second thought. I knew what she meant, but it wasn’t totally true. If it was, then I wouldn’t swim behind their backs. I wouldn’t have to hide my sweets in my bag.

“Samantha, are you okay? Now you just look pale, ghostly pale,” Tanya noted. Her eyes waved between Aubrey and me. She sighed in distress, though Tanya and Rocky were my best friends, the thing about me liking Cameron, only Tanya knew. Talking to Rocky felt like talking to a detective most of the time. I could feel the pressure in every question she asked, and like a lie detector; she would immediately know if I was lying. I rather just tell someone like Tanya, a quite supportive friend.

“I’m fine,” I lied.

Seeing how freely affectionate Aubrey was, and Cameron not caring that he had just kissed me, it did bother me, but somewhere in the back of my mind, I knew Tanya was right. There was something that felt really wrong with me. My body started to feel heavy and drained. I couldn’t ignore the light stab that had been poking me since what happened with Cameron. It almost felt like my heart had been sleeping all these years and that kiss had finally woken me up. I really thought it was due to the nerves, though. But I was wrong… so wrong.





Chapter 5

“Can we go to the other side? I don’t want to deal with Aubrey right now,” I begged Tanya. She glanced in their direction and sighed.

Tanya didn’t like Cameron and even more Aubrey. I couldn’t blame her. They could get on people’s nerves. Anyone with common sense, common goals, people like Tanya, who didn’t think about her high status. She rolled her eyes as we started to walk toward the opposite side of the pool.

“If you don’t feel well, just tell Mr. C,” Tanya suggested with evident concern. I was starting to wonder if I looked as bad as I felt.

I couldn’t seem to calm the acid starting build up in my chest. My whole body was just feeling out of place, like I was present but not really. I was starting to think that it was something else and nothing to do with Cameron. It was obvious that for him, the kiss didn’t have the same meaning it had for me. For a player who was always doing as he pleased without knowing what his actions could do to anyone. As long as he was having fun. It was always about him. Selfish jerk. I bit my lip to erase the taste of his lips off mine. Yeah, like that would work.

There was this crazy thought going in my mind; a question with many possible answers. Did he kiss me because he liked me? Was he just bored at the moment? Was he curious about what it felt to kiss me? I couldn’t wrap my mind around any of these reasons and it was just messing me up inside. Obviously, I cared too much when he didn’t seem to care at all. This was my biggest problem; I never needed people putting me down. I did a pretty good job myself. Pathetic, I scolded myself.

“My anemia is just acting up,” I told Tanya, which might not be as wrong. I glanced back for a quick second to hurt myself more with Aubrey’s actions.

Cameron and his reputation of being a playboy were what people believed of him, but in reality, he never admitted it. Though, Angel, Miles, and Yael ended up knowing everything and bragged about it. Like it was an accomplishment, he would never agree or deny any rumor spread around his name. This was what made people think that way about him. He never cared to correct any gossip.

Part of me knew the real Cameron; it was nothing like people made him seem to be, but I had my doubts with someone like Katherine Jones, Rose Shah, Maureen Wells, and many more girls that I didn’t want to know about. According to Aubrey, she would also brag about how she knew about Cameron and his group. They would make bets about random things and they would end up getting what they wanted. I knew that my sister was waiting her turn to find something that would actually make her win a bet against him. I couldn’t understand what her deal was.

Aubrey loved being the center of every conversation. It didn’t matter to her what people were talking about as long as her name was in everybody’s mouth, she was fine with anything. She was always hanging with them and to anyone, even to me sometimes it looked like Aubrey was back and forth between Cameron and Yael. It wasn’t for sure, though. Thanks to the fact that their reunions were mostly at Yael’s house, I somehow got the inside of their conversations.

Once Rocky and I couldn’t with the curiosity, we eavesdropped on their conversation, and it was traumatizing to hear what they thought of the many girls they played with. Although Cameron and Yael were more private, it was more about Miles, the loser that needed to prove he was a playboy but, in the end, he was just a douche bag.

“Hey! Sammy, where are you going?!” Aubrey called out from across the pool, pulling me back to my miserable reality. Ivonne, one of her followers, apparently said something funny and Aubrey started cracking up hysterically. I sighed, pressing my hand against my chest. It hurt to breathe and as always Aubrey wasn’t helping. God, help me. I pleaded silently.

“The more you ignore it, the bitchier she gets.” Tanya gripped my arm. I knew she hated Aubrey and her friends. I never liked them either, but I knew whatever they did to Tanya before, she has never been able to forget it.

After all, that’s the kind of girl Tanya was; if for some reason she had been hurt by someone, she would never ever forget that person’s face. It made me glad I was her friend and not her enemy sometimes. Tanya was as determined as Aubrey, less much less annoying definitely. I guessed she got it from her mother. Mrs. Patel was the kind of person that with just one look, she lets you know you had to respect her. So did Tanya, and I knew she was just waiting for the right opportunity to get her revenge on whatever Ivonne did to her. I was, of course, rooting for her.

Sitting in a faraway corner from Aubrey and Cameron, I took a few stretching lessons before Mr. Clayton would send us to the water. I focused on my lesson, but once in a while, I couldn’t help to glance at him. Seeing how happy Angel and Miles looked by being close to Aubrey and Ivonne, having their boobs all over their faces. It was typical disgusting behavior. It made me sicker. Nauseous for sure.

“Why don’t we try blind dating?” Tanya commented while holding my feet when it was my turn to do sit-ups, her green eyes on Miles.

I guessed Tanya shared my feelings after all. Somewhere in the middle of a crazy mess with those clowns, she fell for Miles. The most idiotic and disgusting guy I could ever meet, but I guess what they say about love making people blind was true. Tanya was a gorgeous girl, with big hazel eyes, evenly tan skin, gorgeous bouncing curls. She was half Indian, half European beauty, beautiful, and powerful to look at. Miles, though, I didn’t know if it was because I didn’t like a single thing about his attitude that made me see him so ugly. But I was sure it was just me, though, in reality, the boy was pretty popular, a good-looking guy. I just didn’t like him.

“Blind dating?” I laughed at how crazy it actually sounded, to even consider that option at our age.

“That’s for people over thirty and we’re not even close, Tanya.” I reminded her that we had a full life ahead. We could date if we wanted. We just didn’t want to.

“Plus, the more I get to know the male behavior, especially at our age. Thanks but no. I rather stay the way I am. Alone,” I said firmly. Truth was I could hardly make it in the dating scene. I wasn’t much for being a romantic or even spending my time on my appearance to make a guy like me. The proof was, I did try for Cameron, but in return, I got nothing, just a kiss. It was a kiss that meant nothing for the guy and for love experience that was enough for now.

“Don’t you want to meet your prince?” Tanya asked, giving a quick glance at Cameron, Angel, and Miles. I looked at him just to give my heart a painful jerk. For a crazy split second, I could feel the rush of energy as Cameron lifted his face to meet my eyes. I’ve always managed to control my reactions with him, but now. It was just a mission-impossible to accomplish. Pull yourself together, Samantha, I scolded myself.

“There’s no such thing,” I told her as I went back to my warm-up, almost out of breath with just five sit-ups. Is not like I was too heavy to not be able to do sit-ups. I was hardly 120 lbs. but my heartfelt tight, like it was being pressed extremely hard. Breathing with just my nose wasn’t good enough. An acute beeping in my ears started to make it hard to focus. My whole body felt hot, not warm, but burning-hot like I was set on fire from inside out. I could feel Tanya analyzing my struggle; I could never hide anything from her or Rocky.

“You know, it’s good when you learn to keep everything inside, until your eyes start showing more than you can put into words,” she said, glancing once more toward Cameron.

Great, I thought.

I knew what she meant. Even when I could never say anything, my eyes were always looking for Cameron. My world was just darkness and he was the ray of sun that illuminated my whole existence. I didn’t say anything, just tried to concentrate on my exercise and ignored the pain.





Chapter 6

“Sam, why are you so tired?” Tanya asked, concerned to see how worked up I was getting.

I never really thought about how out of shape I was. Anything that had to do with working out, I never actually did. My parents thought it was never necessary since I always had a thin figure and was a vegetarian, so being overweight was never an issue. Tanya shook her head and smiled; she was always very much into staying fit since her mother was an already retired model. She wanted to one day be the same. We stood next to each other listening to Mr. Clayton’s lesson of the day.

Tanya stretched some more and rolled her eyes as Miles would make stupid jokes at Mr. Clayton’s suggestions.

Trying to concentrate on his explanations of how breathing was good before swimming; as I tried to open up my lungs, stretching my arms out. I stopped in the middle of it with a sharp stab. My body started to give a cold sweat, almost knocking me out of breath. Forcing me to bend down to catch some air and relax. Something was wrong. I could feel it coming. I knew I’ve always been weak, but I’ve never felt like I was feeling right now. Trying to focus on clearing up my sight, but it was getting worst. I could see Mr. Clayton’s lips moving but all I heard was a deep ring in the distance.

“Sam,” I made out Tanya’s voice in a far dimension. Something’s wrong! I became more alert.

In an effort to maintain my composure, I shut my eyes and tried to breathe slowly through my nose. Tanya moved to a line across from where I was. She kept her eyes on me. She looked worried. I couldn’t see what she was seeing in me, but by the weary expression on her face, I could tell, it wasn’t good at all.

Mr. Clayton blew the whistle to let the exercise start. Though I had no idea what I was supposed to do, I did what the rest of the class did: form a straight line on one side of the pool. Fighting to keep my balance and not fall in the water, I moved slowly while keeping my head down to see where I was going.

“You don’t look so good,” Angel commented as he took his place beside me. No shit. I answered but not really saying anything. Still bending down to keep my pain inside, I glanced up at him. Although his voice registered in my brain, Angel sounded so far away. It scared me.

“Samantha,” I made out the word in his mouth.

“What?” I wasn’t sure if he heard me. I couldn’t even hear myself, wincing in pain again. I lowered my head and took a deep painful breath. A cold chill pierced the center of my stomach all the way to my spine. My knees trembled forcing me to bend down. God, what is happening? I was scared now. I couldn’t see, I couldn’t hear, I couldn’t breathe.

“Samantha?” Angel said again with more concern this time, his hand on my shoulder. It felt heavy and cold.

“I’m good,” I lied, with all my strength I managed to stand still next to him. Angel nodded but still looked concerned just like Tanya. I could see her from far keeping an eye on me. I smiled at her, hoping she would relax.

“Now, I’ll tell you who your partner is!” Mr. Clayton yelled to be heard over the loud conversations and the torturous ring in my ears.

I didn’t want to be partners with Aubrey or Cameron, but I also knew that my bad luck never disappointed me. I never complained to God about it. He had already made my dream come true, so I had to wait for the bad part of it. Please, God, I begged this time. This time wasn’t going to be the exception. Aubrey gave me a hateful look when Mr. Clayton said my name and Cameron’s to be partners. Even more hateful when he mentioned her name with Angel’s. Crap, I thought to myself.

“Okay, ready!” Mr. Clayton shouted and blew his whistle right after. Wait, what? I started to freak out. I had no idea what we were supposed to do. Why is Cameron my partner again?

“This will be fun,” Cameron commented, standing next to me with a playful smirk, immediately giving me goosebumps. But at this point, I wasn’t sure if it was because of him or whatever what was going on with me. Angel had moved closer to Aubrey now.

My mind hardly recognizing Cameron’s voice, the loud ringing in my ears, and my heart pounding against my tight chest. Still trying to breathe evenly, I walked toward the edge of the pool, getting ready to jump in. At least that’s what everyone was doing. It wasn’t a surprise that Aubrey wanted to compete. I could see it in her eyes, the need to humiliate me in front of everyone. Way to go, sister, I scolded in my mind. She lived for it and I got to admit, sometimes I let it happen.

In normal basis, I would have taken her on; I’ve always done it, just to make her feel better about herself. I never cared about losing in her stupid war against me. I didn’t expect to have a good relationship with her either. But now, I could clearly hear it. A voice in my head telling me to stop, to not do anything reckless. To not even consider it.

“Hey, Cam! If I finish first, let’s go on a real date!” she shouted loudly to get everybody’s attention.

Her eyes piercing mine, Aubrey was intimidating sometimes. I would have glared back, but I could hardly see her face at all, and this worried me. My legs were like Jell-O. Come on, Samantha, you can do this, I cheered myself on. Hunching down pretending to stretch, I ignored Aubrey’s voice and focused on me for once.

“And if you lose?” Cameron asked without shouting. Aubrey’s mockingly laughed which gave me the chills. Oh, God. I pleaded. I could feel it coming.

“If you win… Samantha will go on a date with you,” Aubrey replied again with an evil tone that I truly hated.

She had planned it out. She knew I wasn’t going to win. Although I loved swimming, I couldn’t make a single lap without stretching my tiny lungs. And there was no way Cameron would agree to go on a date with me. I glanced up at Tanya. She rolled her eyes in annoyance as Miles and Angel approved.

Immediately I could feel everybody’s stares on us. I was dying but all they cared about was to see the outcome of a battle between sisters. I hated Horizon High and their spoiled brats.

“If you win, I’ll go on a date with you,” Cameron leaned closer to whisper in my ear.

Clearly feeling his breath on my neck, immediately sending chills through my spine. Confused, I looked up at him but he was blurry. I lowered my face to hide my embarrassment while the painful beating in my heart continued, and with all the attention, it was getting worst. I literary felt like I was dying, slowly and painfully dying.

“It’ll be fun,” Cameron whispered as I sucked in a deep breath and Mr. Clayton blew his whistle.

“Now!” Mr. Clayton shouted and I fell into the pool, slamming my face into the cold water.

I knew I couldn’t make it. The pain in my heart rushed all over my organs, knocking me out of my breath. I opened my mouth in desperation to breathe as a tear mixed with the water; the taste of chlorine burned in my throat. It burned my eyes. I thrust like a fish out of water, crying because I’ve lost. Fight! I shouted in my disturbed brain. But I was far gone.





Chapter 7

When I was fourteen, I fell in love, so much in love that it hurt.

So in love that the sky was clear and sunny, even when it wasn’t. So in love that, I went to sleep and woke up with a bright smile. So much in love that it was painful, so painful that it made my chest tight. Almost feeling like dying, but I couldn’t. Because if I die, I wouldn’t have this love. I wouldn’t feel this love. The love that brought tears to my eyes and butterflies in my stomach. The love that woke me up from a fantasy and showed me the reality.

My reality…

*****

It was a rainy day in the middle of May, my last day of middle school before spring break. I was young and even more naïve. I was bored and I didn’t care much about anything. Nothing entertained me. I was always going with the flow and of one thing I was sure. I was always unlucky. That was my fate. And maybe by fate, I lost my bus on that stormy day.

My mother couldn’t pick me up on that day, she was grocery shopping or had an emergency at her clinic. She was a life coach or something like that. A woman of nature that had imposed the healthiest life style anyone could have, not that I had any complaints. I was healthy or at least I felt healthy thanks to her. My dad was an editor, and worked like crazy, but it was always from home. Too bad this time he wasn’t home. I didn’t mind walking home. It was refreshing and different to walk under the rain.

By the time I was passing through the Park of Hopes, I was already feeling exhausted. It wasn’t like I did much of anything. I had a severe case of anemia that I couldn’t get over. For days it got better, but other days were awful. I wanted to sit down and take a break, but I couldn’t. The rain was heavily pouring. My umbrella felt heavy and as always, I felt unlucky. The thunder rumbled in the background. I couldn’t help but jump at the terrifying sound.

“Thanks…” I sighed sarcastically as I dragged my feet home.

That’s when I saw him. He was standing under the rain, dripping wet. Apparently not caring if he would get sick. His umbrella was on the ground and he was just looking at it. He was a student at Horizon Private High; I knew their uniform since my sister was going to the same school. I was going be a student there the following year. Immediately I felt in my heart as I looked closer. Something in the way he was standing while looking down made my heart throb in a strange way.

I couldn’t make out his face but what stood out most was his defined jawline, flexing his cheekbones as his perfectly curved brow twitched from the corner of his eye. His intense, almond-shaped eyes. A black tiny hoop was on his right ear, which was half covered by his drenched hair. He was a bad boy in the making, although I could clearly notice that he wasn’t.

No bad guy would give his umbrella to a stray puppy. A tiny squishy ball of fur, trembling in fear of the thunder. He hadn’t dropped his umbrella; the guy was actually giving shelter to a puppy whose cardboard box was drenched. My sensitive heart clenched at the heartbreaking sight of it. I always wanted a dog, and ironically that was the only thing my parents denied me. The parents that, according to my sister, would kill for his favorite daughter actually opposed to the idea of me owning a dog.

Looking at the boy standing there watching it whimper. I could see he wanted to take it but something was stopping him from doing so. And suddenly, my feet started to move on their own. I started to move cautiously closer. It wasn’t cold, but the rain was loud and the wind slammed after every thunder. I stood next to him, but he didn’t take his eyes away from the puppy. The puppy looked up at me and my heart melted like the heavy rain.

“It’s sad how people can just dump a life and keep going with theirs,” he commented in a low sulky tone. I said nothing back. I didn’t know what to say at all.

“Though they know you’ll be heartbroken… they still do it.” Something in his voice was hinting that his observation wasn’t about the puppy, but something with a deeper meaning to him. He raised his honey-colored eyes to look into mine.

Cameron Derwood. I knew about him. One of the most popular guys from Horizon High, the guy that Aubrey wouldn’t shut up about. The same guy Rocky and I would eavesdrop as he and his friends came over to her house. My eyes widened a little, shocked to see him up close. I knew about him and his tactic with girls. Though he was just a couple of years older, he already had a reputation. Something his friends bragged about and thanks to that I automatically took a step back. Something behind his emotionless face was actually showing something honest.

Then, I thought I knew Cameron for what the others said about him. I didn’t know the guy at all. He did look intimidating; his last name was intimidating. But if he was looking after a stray puppy, I couldn’t believe what people say. I wasn’t going to be one of them.

“Can’t you take it home?” I blurred out the question, not sure if I was allowed to talk to him. By the way, my sister talked about Cameron. I knew she wanted more than his friendship. Not that he was known for having girlfriends.

The rain was loud, making me raise my voice a little. It trembled but I could blame the cold for it. My heart jumped all of a sudden when he smiled with an expression that said how stupid I was. The intense honey-colored eyes looked at me like I didn’t know anything. I could never understand what he meant, back then. Nervously I gulped, scared of what he was going to say but maybe yes, I was too stupid. So, I kept trying.

“Can’t you take it?” I asked again, with a lower tone. Cameron glanced at it and then back at me.

“It’s a she,” he corrected in a calmer tone. Turning his attention back to the white puppy, his eyes flashed with sadness as the loud thunder stroke across the sky.

“My dad is allergic to dogs, and my friends think they’re too cool to have female dogs.” His raspy voice made him sound heartless and probably that’s what worked well with his bad boy reputation. It was ironic how the heartless Cameron Derwood, the guy that played with girls like they were toys, now looked like he was having a hard time trying to find a solution for an abandoned puppy.

In reality, Cameron was a good person. He just didn’t want to show it. In a way, I understood. He was looking for a way to fit in or maybe he was just trying to figure out himself like I was.

And then, the idea popped into my brain. I knew it was crazy and maybe it was just me being stupidly hopeful. But maybe if I took the puppy he wanted to save, one day, if God wanted it to happen, we would bump into each other, and he would recognize the girl that took it. Maybe even he would come up and ask me how she was doing. I would smile and answer that she’s fine and if he wanted to see it again. I sighed hoping that I was making the right choice, and I wouldn’t get in trouble myself, which could be the first time. Just do it, I gave myself courage.

“I’ll take it,” I almost shouted the words.

Without thinking about the outcome, my heart throbbed at his surprised stare. I had to say it before my low self-esteem would kick in and convince me that this was a bad idea. Of course, it was. Now I had to convince my parents to let me keep the dog. Otherwise, my plan wasn’t going to work. Cameron turned his attention to me, gazing directly into my eyes, making my heart beat rapidly. Just like Aubrey said, he was dreamy and intimidating. I pushed the lump in my throat down to my core and stood tall.

“Won’t you get in trouble?” he asked, a tone of concern in his voice, making my heart flutter.

“Not at all, I’ve always wanted a dog. And I’m pretty sure I won’t be able to sleep all night thinking about her,” I told him, emphasizing the puppy’s gender.

Cameron looked down with the tiniest smile he could show. He sighed with a touch of relief. The puppy was still shaking. It was then that I fell in love. As the sky illuminated Montgomery Village, the thunder rumbled in the background, I felt my heart shake abruptly as Cameron let an angelic smile out, captivating me like no other boys had ever done. I knew then it was probably one of the things I was going to keep a secret from everyone. Even from my friends. I didn’t want anyone to know this side of the so-popular Cameron Derwood.

“If it’s you, I guess she’ll be fine,” he finally sounded more relaxed, with an innocently warm smile Cameron bent down and grabbed the trembling ball of fur that fit on a single hand. It started licking his hand immediately. I had to make a great effort to push my legs to walk and reached my hand out for the squishy ball of fur.

“Okay Mimi, say ‘hello’ to your new owner,” he told her. With a gentle smile, Cameron glanced back at me, making my heart flutter with the light of his eyes.

“You can change her name if you want. It’s still young, so she’ll get used to it,” Cameron explained as he handed her over, cautiously keeping it sheltered with his umbrella. He shook his wet hair just like a dog would do. I smiled but turned to Mimi. For a stupid reason, I wanted to show him that I wasn’t like the rest of the girls he was rumored to be with. I wasn’t going to have the same reaction everyone did but deep down, I really was.

“I’ll think about it,” I told him, feeling the puppy’s tongue on my hand. It was happy and my heart was about to burst with love for her and for him. I let out a strange giggle as her tiny tongue kissed my hand.

“Thank you,” he said with a touch of sadness in his eyes. I said nothing, simply smiled.

“Take care of her, please.” Maybe it was just me but he did get depressed in a way I didn’t understand back then, his eyes glued to the tiny ball of fur in my hands.

“I promise,” I reassured him. He smiled again, in a way that he looked like an angel, someone girls would die for. A bad angel like the emo fallen angels from the books Tanya loved to read.

“What’s your name?” he asked. My heart jumped loudly at the sudden question.

“In case I see you again, I’ll ask how she’s doing,” he added, tilting his head to one side which in my lack of experience looked extremely hot. Making my knees tremble, I was happy that God was listening to my prayer. Even with our complicated relationship, I would take the bad things he sent my way without complaint if the outcome would turn out good. Taking the bad as I took the good. I knew that for this chance, I was going to pay for, later. Of course, I was. I smiled like Tanya had shown me. In a friendly but not desperate way.

“Samantha. I’m Samantha,” I told him, my voice sounded too eager though, but he didn’t seem to notice because of the rain. Cameron nodded with a smile.

“I’m Cameron,” he said with a friendly and gorgeous smile, a smile I haven’t seen since then.





Chapter 8

“Samantha, Samantha…” Barb shook her head with disappointment. I said nothing and just let her do her job.

“Didn’t I tell you last time? Stop being so irresponsible with your health, child,” she hissed in a disapproving motherly tone.

In a way, she was. Barbara Hartman was my nurse since I was little. I knew better than to oppose her. Her daring green eyes and bold wine lipstick was intimidating at any age, after my incident in the pool. I woke up to Barbara’s angry eyes. I knew I was in trouble but thank God, Rocky and Yael were there.

“I swear, if the heart attack doesn’t kill you, you will kill any of us,” she mumbled through gritted teeth.

“Heart attack…” I trailed off with a raspy voice. The chlorine in the pool had killed my vocal cords; it hurt to talk. I could still taste the Clorox in my breath.

“Figure of speech,” Barbara scolded but was still gently checking my temperature. I rolled my eyes and turned my attention to my visitors. Rocky and Yael sat in a corner of my hospital room. Seriously, I had no idea that what I was feeling could actually send me to the hospital. Of course, I wouldn’t know. I would’ve stopped if I knew, I said to myself.

“Sorry, I had no idea that a simple swimming lesson was going to send me straight to the ER,” I fought back. Oops, bad choice, Samantha, I said to myself as Barbara shot me with an angry look.

She looked serious, stressed, and in a way, worried. I was never like the other kids. Ever since I was little, I’ve been treated differently. My parents have never let me play outside like the other kids were allowed to. Their excuse: I was anemic and weak. I did remember the too many nosebleeds that annoyed the crap out of me. The exhaustion that never let me do anything fun.

“Sorry…” I said with more empathy. Barbara sighed, giving up.

“I know it’s hard for you, but you know you are—”

“Special,” I cut her off.

It was pretty sad for me to see Aubrey always going out and play. Run around with her friends, while I just sat in a chair and simply watch. Mom’s phrase was, “Sammy is a special girl,” or “I was too young.” Though that pissed off Aubrey, it made me feel different. The gentleness in my mother’s eyes when she said that; almost holding tears. I didn’t understand what the big deal was, but boy, it was a big deal in the end.

“I know,” I whispered to her.

Giving up on fighting with Barbara. That look in her green eyes always warned me: if-you-try-to-run-I-will-spank-you. And I knew she wouldn’t care if my parents got angry.

“You’re well known here,” Yael interrupted our discussion.

He stood behind the arms chair where Rocky quietly sat. Arms crossed over his chest, calmly watching the nurse move around the room. Yael being the observant and smart guy he was, he probably had realized that it was better to stay out Barbara’s way. I smiled at them as Barb moved to check my heart rate in the monitor and my progress notes in her charts. She sighed in distress and turned to check my pulse.

“Yeah, I’m just shamelessly weak,” I told him, wincing as Barbara stung a needle under my thin skin. Giving me an accusing glare.

“I can’t run away. I’m already lying down,” I told her, not hiding my annoyance at the pain but still, she warned me and turned her attention to Yael and Rocky.

“Yes, and it’s always for the same reason. You can’t sit your ass in a chair and stop overworking yourself,” Barbara informed them with a heavy tone that warned them to be polite.

Yael noticed the desperation in the nurse’s voice. He glanced at me, analyzing but not saying anything. His big brown eyes just as concerned as Rocky’s were, but Yael was always gentler and cautious of people’s feelings. While Rocky just blankly stared at me, her face white, her fingers laced together over her knees. Her high bun looked messed up, her eyeliner looked worn out. She looked concern and almost shocked.

“You will never learn. It’s like you love the pain of this needles inside your tiny wrists. Look at this,” Barbara said, shaking her head as she pressed my wrist, trying to find a visible vein to insert the needle in. I didn’t argue with her. I didn’t feel like being yelled at for something she was right. I wasn’t bony but wasn’t curvy either. It wasn’t my fault that my mother’s way of living got stuck with me.

“My mom is more of a naturalist,” I reminded her. To this she rolled her eyes.

“Okay, I’m done. Now let me go give a piece of my mind to that naturalist mother of yours,” she patted my head.

“Be more careful. It’s for your own good,” Barb soothed me before walking out of the room. Yael’s eyes followed as she let the door go behind her. Not before she warned them as well.

“Don’t let her get up,” Barbara threatened Yael with her imposing eyes.

Yael nodded without thinking twice. He knew better than disobey the intimidating nurse would have consequences. The door closed and Yael went back to his position and Rocky finally moved.

“Are you really sick?” Rocky asked. The concern in her always-confident voice made me think as well. Maybe I really was. Are you kidding? Of course, you are, my subconscious shouted at me.

I tried to sit up, but my body felt awfully heavy and fragile. Then I understood. Yes, I was sick, but just how sick? How bad was my anemia? It was supposed to get better over the years, but it didn’t look like it.

“Well, you know, anemia sometimes gets to me,” I said, finally managing to sit up. Stretching my back felt better. My chest stabbed painfully, making it a struggle to breathe through my nose. As Rocky and Yael peered at me, I examined myself trying to recall everything I was doing before I ended up in the emergency room. Then everything came back. Oh no! I froze as the last events flashed through my mind.

“Who took me out of the water?” I asked, hoping that it wouldn’t have been a big commotion, but then again. It’s always a big commotion if someone faints and the ambulance takes you to a hospital. I smacked my hands on my cheeks, not really wanting to know any details.

“Angel was closer to you,” Yael answered in a soothing voice that in a way made me feel protected. Obviously, it was disappointing because in a remote part of my soul I held the hope that Cameron would have been the one to save me. The little cartoon version of me rolled her eyes, making me feel like a real idiot.

“I think that’s the last thing you should be worrying about. Anemia, really?” Rocky interrupted my beat-down session. Her voice didn’t sound convinced at all.

I tried to move my body but everything felt sore and heavy. Every muscle, every bone, and every organ inside me felt swollen and broken.

“Raquel,” Yael gave her a warning look. She turned to him with a vicious glare. Rocky hated to be called by her first name. No one was allowed to call her by that name but obviously Yael didn’t care.

Rocky was the motherly kind of friend; always tried to make me look girlish because she would kick someone’s ass if she heard a stupid comment. The proof was that she was here at the hospital when not even my own sister would visit. Not that I minded.

“How are you? Are you okay?” Yael asked ignoring Rocky’s tantrum. His voice was gentler but worried toward me.

No wonder he was Rocky’s brother. They were the same, caring and worrisome about others. Rocky was just more passionate about it than Yael. I smiled to show them I was fine, but honestly, since that incident with Cameron, my heart wasn’t the same.

“I’m okay, exhaustion kills me sometimes,” I told them, still wondering what was bothering Rocky. She looked upset, almost at the verge of tears.

“Stop looking at me like I’m your daughter. It’s weird,” I complained to her who was having a hard time believing anything I was saying.

“Sam, are you stupid or blind?” Rocky asked with a slappy tone that shocked not only me but her brother as well.

“Raquel!” Yael warned her one more time.

“Shut up, Yael… Are you serious, Samantha? Anemia? You don’t have anemia,” she argued with fierce brown eyes. Yael and I both had the same perplexed expression on our faces. We shared a glanced and turned to her. She was almost shaking with irritation or maybe desperation.

“You don’t go to the hospital for checkup unless it’s something serious. Your doctor. Your doctor is a cardiologist,” she pointed out.

“He’s not a simple doctor, Sam. And by the way, you look awful!” I could see what she meant. Seeing my reflection in her big brown eyes, I looked pale, extremely pale, my hair was a mess, and my eyes were red, tubes inside my nose attached to a ventilator to help me breathe. And it still looked like it wasn’t helping much. Maybe Rocky was right. The way I felt before I jumped into the water didn’t feel like anemia at all anyway.

It’s something worst, of course, I could still feel it, but I didn’t want to talk about it because it terrified me to hear the truth. It was better to play pretend. My heart was pressed against my chest wall, which felt like pins and needles that made me flinch with every breath I took. It felt like I was really dying. I sighed.

“I agree,” I finally gave up on believing whatever lies my parents had fed me through the years. I wasn’t special. There was some other reason why I was feeling the way I did before I ended up in this bed.

“Why are you here? Where are my parents?” I asked, gathering up the courage to get some answers. My eyes felt dry and burned with every blink. Rocky and Yael exchanged looks. She looked angry, but Yael was more concerned.

“They’re talking to the doctor,” Rocky said after a moment of hesitation, something in her voice made me think.

This time it was serious. It was time to know because whatever it was, I could feel it changing me completely. With flashbacks of a childhood that didn’t feel normal at all, I pulled out the needles Barbara had buried in my skin. I took the tubes out of my nostrils. My throat burned with every breath I sucked in.

“Hey, hey, what are you doing? That’s dangerous.” Yael tried to set me back down on the bed. I winced at his sudden touch, making him pull back with alarm in his eyes. Ignoring the flaming pain in my throat, I shut my eyes and pulled the last needle out.

“Sam!” Yael protested but he was too scared to touch my fragile body or maybe I was too weak to give a fight. The stab that made cold sweat run down my spine, I hugged myself to hold in my pain. Taking a deep breath, holding back a tear, I shut my eyes to fight and brace myself for the truth.

“Please, Yael…” I stuttered, gripping his arms to keep me together.

“I want to know. Rocky’s right… Anemia can’t be making me feel all this pain,” I pleaded my case as I noticed Rocky’s eyes widening with fear.

“I, I could feel it way before I jumped into the water. I feel it now. There’s something really wrong…” Having a hard time breathing, the ventilator was doing a lot for me. Unfortunately, I noticed until my lungs were ripping to feel the air, waking up the pain inside.

“The nurse warned you. Yes, Rocky’s right. You don’t look in any condition to move around,” Yael pleaded. I could feel the commotion in his voice. He glared back a Rocky with accusation for opening her mouth. She shook her head but she looked frightened, so I tried to be strong.

“Help me, please…” my voice dragged, it was even more painful to talk when my heart was starting to get agitated again. Yael stopped fighting; instead, he held my hand still and gave me strength to keep my balance. He sighed giving up on his argument. That’s when I knew. Yael would have been a better choice to keep closer than anyone else at this time.

“You’ll get in trouble… We’ll get in trouble,” he whispered, probably remembering Barbara’s warning eyes.

“It’s fine,” Rocky said, taking my shaking hand. Her big brown eyes full of compassion, she smiled gently and nodded. Yael sighed one more time and helped me up to my feet.

“Thank you, guys,” I said, feeling a little better now that I was standing.

“We’re so dead,” Yael whispered.

I needed Yael’s strength to keep myself steady. I was slowly walking to the doctor’s office. I gripped my free hand on my chest. Getting closer to Dr. Jackson’s office, I stopped before knocking. Taking a deep breath, I stood still, waiting for my courage to kick in.





Chapter 9

I was afraid of knowing, of finding out the reason of my exasperating pain. But I had to and this time God finally decided to agree with me. But, I would have chosen a better way than this. I took a deep breath and held onto Yael. He smiled with compassion as he tried his best not to hurt my already fragile skin.

“Thanks,” I whispered to him. I was getting used to his calming scent. Yael was so different from Cameron, Angel and way more different than Miles. He was a gentleman hiding behind a rough image. In that way he was just like Cameron. That’s probably why they were best friends.

I had planned to knock before entering Dr. Jackson’s office, but we all stopped as the sound of a hysteric dispute happening inside. My mom, I recognized her voice immediately. She never cried before, or at least I never saw her, not until this very moment. My damaged heart started trembling at the sound of her altered voice. My soul had already left my body, there was only one reason for my mother to argue. I gripped Yael’s hand. He pulled me closer to his body to keep me warm. It hurt to feel his arm around my waist, but there was no other way to keep me on my feet. The door was slightly opened, maybe that was God’s doing.

“Susan, please calm down,” Dad tried to calm her, but he was failing to keep his voice steady himself. Something in my gut stopped me from interrupting their discussion, fear.

“That’s my girl, that’s my baby!” Mom argued with evident agony, an agony that scared me even more.

“We talked about this before. I warned you. This is what we were trying to avoid.” Dr. Jackson sounded stressed, maybe annoyed.

“Samantha can’t be having a normal school life. She’s not like the rest of the kids her age. Believe me, I know how difficult this is for her, but—” Dr. Jackson stopped talking. But what? I waited anxiously.

I knew his voice clearly. I’ve always been doing checkups with him. I took a quick glance at the tag beside his door: Dr. Robert Jackson, Cardiologist. My heart squeezed painfully as the words registered in my brain. My heart, something was going on with my heart.

“But you said she will live at least her twenties!” Mom cried desperately. She was shaking. I knew it, or maybe it was just me. Gripping on Yael’s chest, my heart was racing, which was the reason I was in the hospital in the first place. Calm down, I told myself, but the lump in my throat was hurting my already scraped cords.

“Sam,” Yael whispered in my ear, his voice evidently worried. He was just as shocked as I was. I shook my head, letting him know I wasn’t moving from there. I was frozen in time. My body was cold like a block of ice. I had been awakened to a reality too obvious not to see. My eyes fell on my bruised wrist, marked from all the needles Barbara had buried in them. I was pale. My skin looked fragile, almost like it could rip with a touch. I was sick, so sick I couldn’t make it past my twenties?

“I’m fine,” I managed to get the words out of my swollen throat. My eyes were dry but they burned as the tears started balling.

“Susan, you have to understand. Coronary Heart Deceased is not something that can be cured, and it cannot be controlled if Samantha keeps living a normal life. The risk of her heart giving up before twenty is increasing; Samantha is at the age she wants to experience all kind of adventures…” Dr. Jackson sighed in distress as my mom blew her nose.

“She needs to know if you want to stop her from doing reckless things. As a friend, I do understand your pain, but honestly, Samantha is and will be in more pain than you can imagine. As her doctor, I advise you to tell her.” Dr. Jackson’s voice sounded calm, a business-like voice, but with a hint of compassion.

I felt how the whole building crumbled on me. The ground shook underneath my feet, but I knew it was just me. I could have ended on the floor if it wasn’t for Yael. The bubble I grew up in was shredding in million pieces in one second. Breaking right in front of my eyes. My life, my existence, me, dying. This was why I was in so much pain. This is why I was ‘special.’ My mom cried more, and I knew Dad was crying with her.

Finally, I could see the reality of my world. I could feel it, no more lies. I understood now. I understood why I was the favorite daughter. All the memories were flashing through my tearful eyes. The many times my parents would freak out when I got nosebleeds, when I felt dizzy or when I got sick. How stressed my mom looked all the time. How my dad would stare at me while I pretended not to notice. The sadness in their eyes, the reason of their crazy, over the top celebrations for my little accomplishments.

I was dying, slowly dying.

“Dying…” my voice sounded dead already.

The knot trapping my voice inside was like a spiky knife making the pain in my chest unbearable. It was real. The sharp pain was letting me know it was real. It was a demon enjoying the damage it was doing to my soul.

“Samantha, let’s go back…” Yael suggested in a low compassionate voice, already feeling sorry for me. I shook my head. I was finally getting my answers. My feet were planted on the floor. I couldn’t move.

“All I want is for my daughter to live her life to the fullest. Living in a hospital surrounded by doctors and nurses, wishing to be normal. It’s not living!” Mom cried again. It was so painful to hear my mother cry desperately for me. Something I never noticed.

“Susan…” Doctor Jackson tried to say something, but even he was failing.

“No! It’s my daughter, my baby! How can you tell me to face her… How can I tell my baby she’s dying?! God! This is so unfair!” Mom cried more, crying the tears I didn’t cry all these years I was in the dark. Since I was born, my mother had to live worrying about me not making it. She was right. It was unfair, unfair to her, to them, and to me.

“Maybe you’re right, Robert. But how?” Dad asked. His voice sounded calmer but shaky as well.

“I just don’t know how; how to tell my sixteen-year-old daughter to stop living. How can I tell her that living is actually killing her?” I could imagine the look on his face; the same look he had given me every time I wanted to play like all the kids in the park.

They’ve been suffering alone. They’ve been getting ready to lose a daughter, and they wanted to give me anything because I wasn’t going to make it for a long time. This was the reason I was always treated differently than Aubrey. She was going to live longer, much longer than I was. I wasn’t the favorite. I was the condemned one. Finally, a tear made it out, rolling down my cheek. It left a cold trail after.

“That girl, I’ve seen her grow up. She’s strong, but news like this can break even the strongest human,” Dr. Jackson confessed, turning into a friend and not a doctor.

“It breaks my heart to even think of telling her. It will be like ripping the life out of her. I can’t do it. I just can’t,” my mom cried again.

I understood why this was kept a secret. My life would have been way more different from what I knew. That would mean growing up in a hospital thinking that I was going to die. Probably never even make it to this point, but now I was older and I understood. Mom was right. Do I want to fight for a life like this? I wondered in my dismay. Just to know that I wasn’t going to make it past my twenties. I didn’t have much time left.

“Yael…” my voice sounded blank and confused. I was even surprised myself for how numb I was. Rocky was already gripping her lips together. Her hands over her mouth were shaking furiously, tears rolling down her bright brown eyes. She was shaking her head, probably trying to convince herself it was all a misunderstanding.

“Let’s go back,” I said, blankly looking at Rocky.

Unable to take one step further, Yael carried me in his arms. It was like my soul had already left my body, leaving behind only a weak body. Yael said nothing. He carried me back to the room and waited until Rocky closed the door. He put me back on the bed.

“Sam…” he tried to say something, but clearly, he was at a loss for words. Rocky was, and so was I.

Yael fell flat on the armchair, his face white, and his eyes looking blankly ahead. Both hands over his mouth, Rocky was standing in the middle of the room. I couldn’t hold the tears any longer. My mother’s desperate voice echoed in my head. It was painful. My father had to be strong, but I knew him. He would cry by himself where no one could see. I had to share their misery. I had to cry, let it all out before facing them. Just like they had to do my whole life.

Knowing that my parents hid their tears for my sake, it was my turn to cry for them. Just one sentence was running back and forth in my brain. I wasn’t going to get to live twenty years. My heart hurt painfully and I hated, I hated that awful pain that had made my reality a nightmare. I hated that my parents were crying because of me. I hated that my sister didn’t get attention because of me. I hated to see my best friend trembling because of me. I hated my fate. I hated it all, but even then, I didn’t complain. This was the complicated relationship I had with God. He would give me something good and make me paid for it later. He gave me a good life, excellent parents, and incredible friends, but… was taking my life for the price of it. Maybe it was. I had to accept it.

“I’m, I’m going to… die…” I repeated the ominous words.

Yael’s came to my side to hold me. He knew I needed it. His shaky arms wrapped me tight to his chest. His heart was accelerating at a healthy rate, which only made me cry more. I cried out loud, let my voice and pain out as I hugged him with all my might. For the first time, I let another man besides my father hold me. Yael held me until there were no more tears in my eyes and I passed out.





Chapter 10

After a few hours of more checkups, I stopped fighting Barbara and let her do her job. I was too drained to fight for what was killing me in the first place. Yael took Rocky home. She needed as much rest as I did. They cried with me. Yael held me and calmly explained to Barbara the reason I had taken the IV out. I was floating in the air. My body was flying in space, without anywhere to land. My ears were hearing their voices, but I wasn’t listening. I was trying to convince myself that wanting to die was the stupidest thing I could want. I was actually dying, what I wanted was to be a lie. Even when my eyes felt like two fireballs, I still managed to keep the tears flowing.

My parents brought me home. Mom prepared a broccoli soup. I pretended to like it, though I couldn’t even taste it. My throat was hoarse and my eyes hurt from all the salt of my tears. Mom smiled so gently, but her eyes were swollen and red. She blamed it on allergies, which was a lie. Now I could see it. I believed my mom suffered from allergies my whole life, but she was just crying, silently crying her eyes out. Now I could see all the things I thought were over the top, how many album pictures they had of Aubrey and me, and home videos of every birthday, or every little accomplishment. It was because of this. They needed something to look back on when I wasn’t around anymore. My swollen heart tightened up more, which wasn’t good. I locked myself in my room.

Mimi followed. She could sense my sadness. She kept herself close to my feet and looking up. I picked her up as we launched in my love chair beside the balcony. Mimi curled up next to my ribs as I opened up my laptop.

Coronary Heart Decease: I typed into the search bar.

The first thing that popped out was the definition: (A condition that can be treated but can’t be cured). Carefully reading every definition, the symptoms, the checkups, everything made sense. Why I felt so weak, why I could never do what any normal kid could. Why the diets, everything. Everything was because if I didn’t, I would have died a long time ago. That’s all I needed to know. I closed down the computer and got my phone out.

My chest ached and the burning sensation never stopped. There was no way to stop it anymore. For the first time in so long, I fell asleep without any dreams or nightmares, just a simple deep sleep, like I was dead.

The next morning, I woke up before my alarm went off. I opened my eyes and the first thing in my view was her. Her little body curled into a small ball of white fur. I couldn’t help to smile. The soft light of the morning sun hurt my dry eyes. It wasn’t very sunny at 7 am but my eyeballs were damaged. Like everything else is, I said to myself.

There was no pain in my chest, probably it did hurt, but I was just numb. The reality was there. I couldn’t hide it anymore. Putting a hand over my heart, I laid still for a few minutes trying to count the beat of my heart. It sounded normal, or maybe it wasn’t. I never really cared about it, but I was curious about how a normal heartbeat worked at this point.

“Mimi,” I whispered. My throat was sore. Still Mimi recognized my voice.

She immediately raised her ears and wagged her tiny tail with excitement. She answered with a loud happy bark and jumped closer to my face, giving me the regular morning kiss. I hugged her and again my heart accelerated for a quick second which I could feel now. Mimi smelled like strawberries. I smiled imagining my dad giving her a bath when I wasn’t around, making sure that she would be clean when she was around me. I sighed at the extra work they had to do behind my back.

“Will it kill me to love you so much?” I asked, trying to keep the emotions inside, which I could tell it wasn’t a good choice. Mimi barked again.

“I take that as a yes,” I answered my own question, crashing the lovely dog in my chest, letting it play with my fingers for a minute.

I couldn’t help that every time I saw Mimi, the image of a sixteen-year-old Cameron popped in my mind. Mimi was something special we shared. A connection I didn’t want to let anyone know of. I sighed tiredly as my reality hit back again. I was never going to get a chance to experience a love, a relationship, a kiss. Well, a kiss, it’s been checked off the list, I corrected myself. Then I remembered all the album pictures in my dad’s office. I wanted to make memories, as many memories as I could until my heart gave up.

“To live or not to live?” I said, looking at Mimi, was there a point on living until my twenties? What kind of life would that be? I was only sixteen. What if I decided to give up? Would I just die sooner? I wondered silently.

“Would you live longer than me, Mimi?” I asked as the puppy licked the salty tear off my cheek.

I hugged her tighter and let her console my broken heart. I didn’t want to leave Mimi behind. I didn’t want to stop seeing Cameron, Rocky, Tanya, my parents, and even Aubrey and the rest of the guys. I wanted to go to prom, on vacations, to find my dream job if I ever could find any. I wanted to graduate from school, I wanted to make memories. I wanted to live a little longer. Mimi barked to distract me from my depression. I sighed and squeezed her.

“Okay, time to go to school,” I said out loud but in the back of my mind, now everything had the same question.

What was the point? Whatever the reason, whatever the meaning, I had to keep going and make it through every day. Not because of me, but because of my parents. They had suffered all along. I couldn’t just give up now. I had to make an effort to make up for their effort. Give them a long time with me.

“Alright,” I encouraged myself and got to my feet.

I got dressed and decided that I didn’t want to go to school alone. If I had to keep faking to not know anything, I needed to keep going like every day. I needed to distract myself from falling into the many questions and fears that raised up as I spent more time alone. After I was dismissed from the hospital, I went straight home and lump myself in my bed. My parents didn’t oppose to me not being in school for a few days. I only texted Tanya to let her know I was fine, to ease her worry. I told her I was exhausted from anemia. But after a few days off, it was time to face the world again.

Pity, I didn’t want it from anyone. Though it was difficult to pretend to be all smiley with my parents, inside I couldn’t seem to push down the knot that kept growing in my throat. Noticing every little effort both of them made to let me live a normal life. The deep breath my mom took before she smiled brightly at me. How much thought my dad would put into our arguments because he didn’t want to be mean. I knew it now and I wanted to cry. They wanted me to keep living a normal life, have every experience, even when it meant I wouldn’t make it for long. They didn’t want me to know because it would mean I would have to stay home and just do as the doctors said. But what would be the point in living like that? I would live longer, but I’d be missing important moments—memories and things that would never happen again. In the back of my mind, there was always that reminder. My death could be any day. Just like that, my existence would disappear from this world. The memories they would have with me would keep them strong through the rest of their lives. I didn’t want to be treated specially. I just wanted to live, even if it was for a short period of time.

“How are you feeling?” Mom asked in the morning, her eyes were red again.

It was terrible to notice all the details until now. My dad, who never showed his emotions, now looked at me gently like I was something breakable. I smiled as wide as I could. I could see the relief in their eyes as they saw me back to normal. Normal, I repeated to myself.

“I’m fine. I got enough rest,” I said, taking a sip of hot chocolate, sugar-free hot chocolate.

She handed me the regular vitamins which I hated because of the lingering taste of iron. I glanced up at my mother. To take the pills was always a struggle. I had to pretend to be ‘normal,’ so I made sure to still struggle with it like ’normal.’

“I’ve been thinking…” Mom started, taking a seat at the table. Her eyes narrowed a little, probably noticing the eyeliner in my eyes. It was the only way to cover my swollen eyes. I thought about wearing sunglasses, but I wasn’t ready for the attention. I knew I was already going to get enough.

“Nice,” she nodded, approving the new experiment with makeup.

“Tanya would be proud,” I told her, making her smile. It felt great to smile without being forced to. Dad, who was reading the Daily News, broke his focus to take a look but didn’t make a comment. He turned his attention back to his newspaper as I took another sip of hot chocolate.

“What would you like to do for your birthday?” Mom asked. Her smile turned softer, fragile, almost holding tears.

Her hand shook a little, trying to find the sugar for her coffee. I stopped thinking as I realized. Every birthday was going to be a torture not only for me but for my family as well or at least for the ones that knew. By the way things had turned out, I knew Aubrey was in the dark as well. And in a way, that was good. Thanks to her I had lived a normal life, with an annoying older sister that made my life a living hell. Telling Aubrey would mean pity.

“My birthday…” I repeated, not covering the shock in my voice. It did hit me in the gut to think about it.

“We want to give you the best celebration in town, make of it an unforgettable memory!” Mom said, trying really hard not to break, but she was trying too hard. Her voice cracked some. Her eyes were already teary, but I pretended not to notice.

The knot grew bigger as the thought knocked me out of the wall I was trying to build. I was going to die, I had to make memories, and my birthday was something I would never celebrate again. Probably.

Mom waited for my answer. Dad had his face covered by the newspaper. I knew he was just hiding his face behind it. I sighed and tried to block depressing thoughts from my mind.

“Best celebration in town? Leave that for Aubrey. She would love that.” I rolled my eyes at the exaggeration. Definitely, I didn’t want a big celebration, for what? Celebrate my life, a life that was ending?

“I’ll think about it,” I said, trying to sound bored. My birthdays were always simple, which was good. It was the way I personally wanted them to be. Do I want something different this time? Giving it an extra effort to keep my balance, I got up from the table, hugged my mom, kissed my dad, and walked out of the room like I normally did before I knew anything.

Wiping the tear appearing in the corner of my eyes, as I closed the door behind, raising my eyes to the clear and sunny morning, I took in a deep breath to let the fresh air fill my lungs. I sucked it in until the sharp stab warned me to stop.

“Hah, you’re real,” I said to the thumping stab.





Chapter 11

Taking a deep breath to keep myself calm and in control, I pushed the doorbell of Rocky’s house. I was trying to forget the sad atmosphere at breakfast. I felt awful for not noticing so much struggle before, thank God, Aubrey was still the same. I wasn’t willing to change that. I wanted to feel normal, and what better way to do it, than keeping my annoying sister treating me like I wasn’t sick, like I wasn’t dying.

The door opened with Yael behind it. My eyes did open a little. Sometimes I wondered what he had in common with the rest of the guys. Yael was so different from Cameron, even from Angel and definitely very different from Miles. He was quieter and with manners. He was in the process of growing a man bun which so far it looked great. I smiled at him. I could feel it. In a moment our relationship changed completely. Now he knew my fate and he felt sorry for me.

“Hey, long time, no see…” Yael greeted with his soft voice. That was normal, which made me smile. His gentle humor toward a dying girl.

“Right…” I said in a friendly tone and adding an eye roll.

I spent most of the time with his sister Rocky; but somehow, Yael was one of the reasons I could enjoy my friendship with Cameron and the rest of the guys. Even when there were certain things he didn’t like us to know, and I knew the difference between our friendships. Now it was different. We changed. Now, we had a secret in common; something that connected us, until of course, I no longer existed. I sighed at the dragging thought.

“Are you okay?” he interrupted my moment. A change in his tone made my eyes narrowed. I looked up to him. I didn’t want pity from anyone, but with Yael, I felt comfortable. In a weird way, he was giving me peace, the comfort of being fragile, of being in pain. I smiled again and nodded at him.

“I’m fine,” I answered in a low whisper.

“Is it, Sam!?” Rocky called from her room, interrupting our moment. We both frowned. Maybe that was what made us comfortable with each other. We both had annoying sisters. Though I liked his sister, I wasn’t so sure about him liking mine. The thought made me grin. Take that, Aubrey. Yael always acted like Rocky was the most annoying little sister in the world, but he cared a lot about her. He was a caring guy overall.

“Can I come in?” I asked with politeness.

His brown eyes widened with surprise, realizing I was still standing in the doorway. He opened the door wide and motioned me to enter. I smiled at his butler imitation and walked inside. The scent of cinnamon and sugar tickled my nose immediately.

“Arroz con leche?” I asked. Letting the scent in made my mouth water. Yael smiled.

“Do you want some?” he asked with pride to know that at least I paid attention to his culture.

Rocky’s house was a very Salvadorian house. Wooded handcraft art hung from the walls showing off their culture, a Salvadorian flag and national emblem proudly displayed. Mr. Velasquez, a proud Salvadorian veteran who had endless anecdotes of his battle wounds, were the reason Rocky and Yael were so spoiled. Well, Rocky more than Yael.

Yael had his father’s character—firm, quiet, and proud of his culture but Rocky. She didn’t care about it at all, which was kind of sad.

“Thanks,” I said as I made my way to Rocky’s room.

“Samantha,” Yael called, his serious tone made me stop automatically. His brown eyes looked gentle but troubled. Something was bothering him. Probably the fact that he couldn’t tell me anything serious for fear of my reaction. I waited for him.

“I know you care a lot about him, but if you can… for your own good; stay away from Cameron,” his eyes pleading in a way I didn’t understand.

My heart almost stopped and Yael freaked out, noticing my reaction. Yael noticed? Was I that readable? Or there was also the little possibility that Cameron had told his buddies about a simple kiss. Typical assholes. I took a deep breath and the light stab in my chest reminded me, I wasn’t up for a chance with Cameron. Someone like me could never experience what being loved by someone meant. Swallowing my embarrassment and sadness, I pretended I didn’t know what Yael was saying.

“What are you talking about?” I asked, fixing my hair behind my ear. I used to do that whenever I felt nervous.

Struggling to find an answer at Yael’s warning, obviously knowing Cameron longer than I had, he knew more than I did. He knew the things he did. Guy things, things a girl shouldn’t know, especially his little sister’s friend. Yael kept his eyes on me. There was no way he didn’t see through my struggle. At this point, he was more aware of my emotions than anyone else.

“I understand, Sam,” he said with a tone that woke me. I looked at him, really looked at him. There was a slight flash of sadness in his brown eyes. I noticed it and it woke me.

“Trying to hide what you feel but you’re so deep into it, without knowing your eyes automatically look for that person. Believe me, I get it,” he explained with a smile that didn’t reach his eyes at all. I sighed in defeat. I felt stupidly ashamed for not being strong enough to cover my feelings.

“Yael…” I tried to make up an excuse but what was the point? Yael knew it. I could admit it to him. I felt like he wouldn’t judge me for it. He never did with any girl. Plus, he pitied me.

“You’ll get hurt,” he warned with the same serious tone.

The thought of Cameron having a little interest in me was crazy, but it gave me a little hope. What if the rumors were true and his only motive was to make me one more on his long list. I was next because he was bored? The thought was revolting and low. But I wasn’t expecting that from Cameron. He wasn’t like that, at least not with me.

Suddenly Dr. Jackson’s words came back to my mind. I wouldn’t get to live past twenty. Maybe I would but it wasn’t going to be fun. Looking at Yael’s concerned face, I realized. All I wanted before the time came was make all the memories possible. What could it be better than Cameron? If he was like the rumors said he was, he wouldn’t be hurt if I died. Right? He would move on and forget that I was ever someone to him. It would be a dream come true, to someone whose life was so uncertain and had an expiration date. I wanted him to be my first and last love. After all, he wouldn’t hurt me. I was literally walking on a tightrope with numbered days to live. I could only move forward without losing balance.

“Don’t worry, Yael. Nothing will hurt me anymore,” I reassured him. His eyes turned full of pity and compassion.

For that tiny moment, I regretted Yael knowing about my illness, but then again, God chose him for a reason. Otherwise, it wouldn’t have been him next to me then.

“That’s not the problem, Samantha. The problem is—” Yael tried, but Rocky interrupted again. Honestly, I did want to hear the end of his sentence but maybe I wasn’t ready for it.

“Sam!” Rocky yelled, a little annoyed. Her voice pulled me back to reality.

Meeting Yael’s worried eyes. Promising that I wouldn’t do it would be something I might have regretted later, so to calm him I nodded and ran to Rocky’s room. Slamming the door behind me, I leaned on it, slowly letting my back slide on in and sat on the floor. I smiled as I tried to control my pounding heart.

“What the hell?” Rocky asked, but still, she didn’t care enough. Her attention was all on her mascara.

“Nothing,” I breathed the answer, wondering if my reality was going to make me lose my mind as well. Wondering if Cameron had ever mentioned me to his friends, mention our kiss. Maybe joke about it, or even make a stupid comment. I shook my head, to hide my stupid smile.





Chapter 12

Convincing Rocky to keep my condition a secret wasn’t as difficult as I thought. Thanks to everyone that looked my way and whispered, wondering why I fainted, and making assumptions. Rocky felt bad enough and agreed to keep the secret. Everybody knew me as Aubrey’s little sister, but other than that, I was unknown to the whole school, or just didn’t matter to society and it was better that way.

“Look, Sam, I can’t stand it. I think about it and I can’t understand.” She stopped just a few feet from my classroom. Her eyes looked swollen just like my mom’s. She had a look of desperation and confusion. Rocky glanced around to make sure no one was paying attention to us, but in reality, many were.

“Out of all these people, why you? Look around, so many jerks to choose from,” she complained and it warmed my heart to know that I meant that much to my best friend. I couldn’t help to smile at her. Rocky was like a sister to me. She filled out the role Aubrey was supposed to.

“God chose you, why?” she argued, fighting back tears. A lump immediately forming in my throat making me gasp for air.

“Sam, no! I’m sorry. I’m sorry. Calm down please. Calm down.” Her eyes widened and her face looked pale.

Rocky was afraid of anything that would make my heart accelerate. Taking a minute, trying to ignore her worried face, I shut my eyes and tried to breathe normally. After a few seconds, I calmed down.

“I’m fine,” I let her know, so she could change her expression as well.

But I knew that wasn’t going to happen as soon as I opened my eyes and turned to my classroom. Another stab squeezed my chest immediately and I couldn’t control it. After his sudden attack, my heart could never handle Cameron’s presence. God, why? I wondered to myself.

My eyes automatically looked for the last part of his group, who happened to be walking right behind us. Yael, pretended he wasn’t worried about my little attack just now, but his face was white with alarm; he had his headphones on, to block everyone out. He was such an antisocial guy when he wasn’t with his group.

“Relax…” I said to him. It took him a minute to gain back his composure.

I couldn’t help to feel embarrassed. Now that Yael knew something, I didn’t have the courage to tell my best friends, or so I thought.

I stopped as I noticed Aubrey, as a habit of hers, clinging to Cameron’s shoulder. It wasn’t hard to believe that not even once Aubrey asked why I was in the hospital, or why I was sick. She never cared. She hated it when the attention was on me and not on her.

“Come, I’ll take you to your class,” I told Rocky as we walked away from them. I needed more time to calm my heart, and Aubrey with Cameron was not a good combination for that.

“Hey, Sam, stop!” Rocky demanded. Her desperation caught me off guard. I stopped far enough from Cameron and his group.

“Samantha, you’re the one who’s going to give me a heart attack!” she warned me with wary eyes.

It was going to get annoying every time, having to deal with Rocky worrisome eyes looking after me. I sighed frustrated for a minute. I wanted to explain to her how every time I had to face Cameron, I couldn’t help but remember his sudden kiss.

The feelings that overpowered me that time, something I might never get to experience again. My chances were wearing down. The one shot I had to experience love or at least have an illusion that would give me the courage to fight one more day. I really wanted to tell Rocky, so she would understand and stop looking at me like I was already in my grave. But Yael was right. I was going to get hurt. It wasn’t a good idea.

“Rocky, for God’s sake. Stop freaking out. You’re not helping me be normal,” I argued, trying to calm myself and my annoyance at her overreactions.

“Geez! Okay okay…” Rocky gave up, concerned by my reaction. I sighed, giving up.

It was stupid of me to think that I could cover anything from Rocky. Her big brown eyes could easily see through me, especially since she has always had this caring motherly attitude toward Tanya and myself. Even after big fights for our holidays that we got to spend away from each other. Rocky used to get really angry when I got to go to my grandmother’s in New York and she didn’t get to see me for weeks. “I’ve missed you, more than I’ve missed my boyfriend,” she admitted once when she finally got her first boyfriend Thomas. Although it didn’t last, they broke up after four months, but Rocky never cried. Tanya and I tried our best to keep the subject away from her, but she just cracked up into laughter to see us struggling. “You guys suck,” she said, making fun of us, while we ate pizza and ice cream. According to Tanya, it was what girls did when they dealt with break-ups, but Rocky said she was on a diet.

“Is there something wrong?” she asked. Judging by my reaction she already could see it. I was showing too much.

Rocky was the perfect best friend, but the reason I couldn’t talk to her the same way I could with Tanya was because she knew Cameron way before I did. She knew what he was capable of. She hated the girls that let themselves fall for his tricks. Rocky admitted that he was gorgeous but she had pride to even think of lowering herself like the rest. In a way, I admired that.

She could tell him off, any of them off as a matter of fact; and there was never an argument against her. They treated her like an annoying sister, probably because of Yael. Rocky was always close to them, even more with Cameron. They had a relationship closer than I did. They would hug like normal people would, which I couldn’t. Now it was different because he had gone over the limit. I didn’t want Rocky to think of me that way.

“Why did you run away?” Rocky asked, her eyes already analyzing my face.

“I didn’t.” I failed to sound convincing.

She could see it. Of course, Rocky knew the whole story about the bet between Aubrey and Cameron. Aubrey won, and of course, I was avoiding her to rub it in my face. My feelings for Cameron were beyond what anyone wanted with him. I just wanted to know the real guy, the one that stood in the rain trying to save Mimi. The guy that looked so sad, but when he smiled from the bottom of his heart, he was really beautiful.

“The thing is…” trying to think of a way to explain how I felt, my mind was just a blank hoping to find an excuse.

“Samantha, how are you?!” Thank God. Tanya popped in front of us, wrapping me in her arms, covering me in a warm hug and her sweet lavender fragrance. I wanted to hug her, to let myself feel normally loved without thinking there was pity behind it. Tanya took my face in her hands as her hazel eyes inspected me.

“Well, at least you have some color, perfect eyeliner,” she approved, making me relieved when she appeared. I just needed more time to figure out how to tell Rocky that I liked Cameron like everyone else did.

“Thanks,” I mumbled the words and she hugged me again.

“How you know I was here?” I asked, glancing at Rocky, my eyes begging her not to say anything to Tanya. I didn’t want her to know my secret. I didn’t want her to change the way she treated me, like a ‘normal’ friend. With a heavy sigh, Rocky reassured me she understood.

“Oh, I went to your classroom. Cameron told me you left with Rocky,” she explained, giving Rocky a brief hug.

For a second, I wondered if my presence was really noticeable to Cameron. The light stab in my heart was always a warning to stop me from getting too excited. The thing was, I had to stop before feeling that pain. Cameron made it very difficult, though, the little things he did that made me hope. It was shameful, but I wanted to ask him why he kissed me. Why did he care to notice me?

“How did he know?” Rocky asked before I could, her voice a little off.

My eyes narrowed trying to see through her like she did with me. For a moment Tanya disappeared and it was only Rocky and I standing there face to face. My eyes widened with the realization. My heart stabbed, warning me once more to not overreact that way. I didn’t know because I never cared to see beyond my eyes. Until now, when the thought came to my mind, Rocky might have liked Cameron as well, not like her brother’s friend, but like everyone else.

“I don’t know.” Tanya shrugged her shoulders. She was the only one that didn’t care much about him. Thank God for that.





Chapter 13

First class was the usual torture. This time we spent all morning talking about The Charge of the Light Brigade by Lord Alfred Tennyson. It was a great poem, except for the fact that it was about death, loss, and grief. Seriously, was this how God was letting me know that I had to accept my fate? Looked like it to me. The first block of the morning went smoothly. Trying to catch up on my missed days, I managed to ignore the stupid questions from nosy people. Miles’ comments and unnecessary emotions. Everything was going great until Cameron decided to disturb my tranquility.

“Hey,” Cameron greeted with his cool tone as he took a seat alongside Rocky. He shook his waves back, letting his black hoop into view.

Automatically throwing his arm over Rocky’s shoulder, they seemed so close and comfortable, but Cameron never made a move or insinuated something other than simply being comfortable with someone he knew for years. Glancing up for a second just to greet them, I then went back to my business. Taking a sip of my sparkling water to chuck down the uncomfortable knot in my throat, I forced my eyes to stay low to avoid his. It’s for your own good, Sammy, I convinced myself.

I spent two days in the hospital. My throat was still sore and with all the crying the pain wasn’t going to get better any time soon. That helped to explain to the nosey ones that I simply had an extreme case of the flu and that was the reason for the fuss at the pool. In a way, God was backing me up with good excuses. I had to be grateful for that.

“What’s up?” Rocky greeted him with more enthusiasm.

For the first time, the thought of Rocky liking Cameron popped in my brain, and I hated it. I really hated the idea of my friend liking him. I couldn’t stand a chance against her. This wasn’t a fight, but it was about chances; and in many ways, Rocky had the advantage. She was healthy, pretty, or at least tried more than I did. She was definitely more outgoing than I was ever going to be, and the best chance of all, she was going to live. It was her biggest advantage of all. I shook the idea off my head, choking another sip of my San Pellegrino Water I tried my best not to overthink.

“Switch, you need this.” Yael appeared next to me, snatching the simple water off my hands, and replacing it with a Tropical V8 Juice mixture. I flinched at the sudden action, but with a glance into his brown eyes, I knew Yael had researched like I had. He took a seat next to me. Great! I thought, now I had to deal with Yael watching my diet in school. The only place I could eat whatever I wanted without my parents freaking out.

“Thanks…” I said, making sure he noticed my discomfort.

“Come on, it tastes better and I need some water,” he explained with a playful smile that I didn’t hate to see.

I swung my eyes to look at Tanya sitting with Miles. I smiled at how she blushed when he got closer to her ear. It must be nice, I thought. Then my eyes turned to him, immediately making me flinch. Cameron was gazing right at me. An unreadable expression on his face made my heart flutter dangerously.

“Drink the juice,” Yael ordered with a touch of pleading.

Thank God that simple sentence distracted me. I let him take a good look at my face. He sighed and nodded. “I am fine.” I motioned only for him to understand. Yael nodded again and glanced up at Cameron.

“Sam, so where do you want to go?” Cameron asked a question I did not get at first. His big honey eyes glued to mine, which wasn’t good at all. I fought my heart to stay calm under the pressure of his gaze.

Not caring that he was holding Rocky, he smiled at me. She glanced up at me. Nervously, I took a sip of the heavy juice. I could feel Yael react as well, although he probably knew. They connected each other in a long, serious stare down for a moment.

“What do you mean?” I interrupted their unspoken conversation. For some reason I felt stupid; it was obvious I sounded nervous like it was my first time talking to Cameron but I couldn’t help it, thanks to his actions.

It was kind of frustrating to have his eyes on me when he was pulling my best friend closer to him. It always took me a great effort to treat Cameron like I treated Miles or Angel. To me he had another side to him, someone only I knew or maybe his close friends did too. Maybe only Yael knew, probably all of them knew, and I was just being delusional. It made more sense that way, but I felt like I was the only one. I wanted to be the only one.

“Yeah, what do you mean?” Rocky asked, her voice definitely changing.

Her eyes looked at me suspiciously. I felt it; Rocky liked Cameron and I didn’t want to recognize it. He let go of her shoulder and kept his eyes on mine. It was difficult not to feel special, with the way he acted sometimes. I could also feel Yael sitting next to me, like a bodyguard. Cameron glanced at him, then quickly came back to me, making my heart accelerate, which I needed to stop.

“Cameron…” Yael tried to say something but Cameron spoke first.

“I won, didn’t I?” he reminded the ones that knew about his senseless bet with my sister.

Ignoring everyone else, Cameron leaned forward to me. His hair fell over his cheeks, his intense eyes with a hint of enjoyment. His closeness was differently not good for my heart, but this was like a dream in my damned reality. Having Cameron this close to me reminded me of his lips, which my eyes looked for automatically. With the perfect shape of his mouth, the perfect color, and the perfect pout, he smirked noticing what I was doing. Good job, Samantha.

“I didn’t agree to it,” my voice sounded weak but I held myself back.

“Yeah, Sam. You were so into it, you even fainted,” Miles shouted mockingly from across the table as Angel gave him a high five.

I glared at him. It wasn’t bad actually. I didn’t want Miles to ever see me with pity. He made me feel ‘normal,’ so I wanted to keep him out of the truth.

“Dude!” Yael threw a fry at his head, noticing how uncomfortable I was at his comment.

“That’s not funny,” he scolded, controlling his tone. With this, I knew Yael was going to be protecting me from any kind of stupid comment they make. Pity. I sighed.

Ignoring Miles, I turned back to meet Cameron’s eyes. Again, he shared a glance with Yael. They had this weird telepathic communication sometimes. With one look, they understood each other; they didn’t need words at all. I couldn’t ignore Rocky’s eyes peering at me in a way I didn’t want to admit. Jealousy.

“I never lose a bet.” My heart clenched at his confidence.

“I didn’t agree to it,” I repeated, trying to focus on him and not on my friend’s judgmental eyes.

For a short second, Cameron trapped me with a glimpse of his genuine smile. I wanted to smile back at him. I wanted to see more of the person he hid inside, but I couldn’t. Because I knew the more I could find out, the harder it would be to let go.

“It’ll be fun,” Cameron said, holding on to his mischievous smirk. And just like that, I was about to admit it. In front of everyone close by, I was going to accept a date with Cameron Derwood. My heart jolted violently as his hand grabbed my wrist.

“Come with me,” Yael broke Cameron’s attention on me. Without letting me argue or protest, he led the way out of the cafeteria. Leaving everyone behind with their attention on us, Yael made way for us to walk to a place no one could see or hear his complaints.





Chapter 14

The sun was bright. It hurt my eyes. The wind was still cold because it was the beginning of March, but not too cold to freeze me to death. At lunchtime, most of the cafeteria and halls were empty from students. One of the privileges we had at Horizon High was that the students had the freedom to leave the school area for lunch, something most of the juniors and seniors did because they had cars.

Rarely, Cameron and his group would stay in school grounds. Usually, they spent their lunch breaks at the Rio Mall, which was just minutes away from Horizon High. Cameron had a last name that gave him freedom, not only in school but also in society. Being the only son and heir of the Derwood Auto Dealer, one of the dealers that only dealt with people from big corporations, known companies, and big firms, Cameron had the privilege of driving any car he wanted. Of course, his dad wouldn’t let his spoiled son’s friends drive his son in anything he considered cheap.

Yael was the one with more common sense out of all the others since his father was a lawyer, a respectable man with a serious sense of responsibility. Thanks to his experience and strive to give Yael and Rocky a better life, Yael was mature enough to keep his feet on the ground.

“What was that about?” I asked as Yael took a few steps away. He seemed to be battling some thoughts storming in his brain. I kept my eyes on him as paced up and down trying to find the right way to tell me whatever he wanted to say. I crossed my hands over my chest to keep myself warm enough not to feel chilly.

“Yael,” I called for his attention again.

He stopped and sighed heavily, which concerned me even more. What was making him look so bothered? He lifted his eyes to meet mine, my heart clenched.

“What is it?” I mouthed the words. It was the best way to help my heart not to get worked up or so I thought.

“Samantha, please don’t accept any suggestion coming from Cameron. This is not good,” he said with a desperate tone. What? I said nothing but he saw the question in my eyes.

“This could end badly,” he continued, trying not to sound like an asshole for going against his friend.

I could see the desperation in his eyes. There was something more than just concern for a dying girl getting hurt. Something complicated that was messing with his mind.

“Yael…”

“I’m worried about how things might end. I know Cameron. You know Cameron. You know this could end badly,” he explained, walking closer as a few students passed beside us. I said nothing again. He was right.

I understood what he meant. To be close to Cameron was already difficult enough for my heart, but what did it really mean to go on a date with Cameron? Was I supposed to expect the same treatment the other girls did? Yael was right. That could definitely push my heart to the limit. But it was my only chance to experience something like that. My time was running out and I didn’t have many options.

“Yael… I…” I tried but what could I say? As expected, Yael noticed what I couldn’t say. He sighed, defeated, because in a way he couldn’t say no to me. To his sister’s best friend. To a girl condemned to death.

Yael took a slight step closer, placing his hands on my shoulders. His shaken breath showered my face as his head hung. His curls bounced, tickling my cheeks. It smelled good. Yael smelled good.

“I don’t want to be part of it, Sam. I can’t pretend not to know anything,” he looked honestly troubled and I did understand why. I was going to die. I was going to play with his best friend. What was that going to do to him? My heart clenched at the possibility of ruining their friendship.

“From either side, there’s something that’s making this more complicated. You don’t know what this can do to him…” Yael whispered, growing more desperate with every word.

Although he was right, he made sense, I was confused. Confused by the turn things had taken. Cameron was willing to honor his bet by doing what he agreed on with Aubrey. Yael was worried because I might end up hurt in the end. Did Cameron have no boundaries? Before anything, we were friends. Right? I said nothing again.

Although Rocky was my best friend, there was something that made me more comfortable with Yael. He was less dramatic and, in another level, he made me feel like I could admit my feelings for Cameron. Feelings that he wouldn’t question because Yael knew the Cameron I fell for.

“Don’t freak out so much. It’s not like Cameron would take this seriously, plus we’re friends. He wouldn’t expect from me what he does from the rest?” I asked, trying to calm his assumption. His brown eyes widened for a moment like I had no idea what I was saying. A line formed in the middle of his brows.

“You are different. Don’t you see that?” he asked like I had just said something stupid. Honestly, my heart flustered to hear that from someone close to Cameron like Yael was. But I fell for it. His sympathy, his sincerely worried eyes. I wanted to confess to Yael. After all, he would listen and just console me without trying to make anything better or complain like Rocky did.

“Honestly, I’m thankful to God for having you that time there. But that doesn’t take away from the millions of questions that torment me at night,” I whispered to him. My heart was already reacting to the atmosphere but I wanted to tell him, share with someone the hell I put myself through when I was alone.

“You have questions too, I know. But in the end…” I stumbled on the lump forming in my throat.

“You will keep going with life, Yael… I won’t.” I hated to feel the heaviness weighing my heart down. I didn’t want to feel it. I didn’t want to feel any emotions. Emotions were killing me, but the more I kept them inside, the heavier they got. Tears started to ball in my eyes. Yael froze in front of me.

“I hate to listen to the ticking sound of the clock. I hate looking at the dates on the corner of the blackboard. I hate every morning and every night, because to me, it means I’m running out of time… I’m fading right before everyone, right in this moment.” Opening my heart to Yael with my silent struggle was necessary to help him understand my reasons. My chest squeezed painfully as tears started to block my view but this might have been the only time I could tell someone what I felt. I wanted to be strong and not let anyone see me crying, I didn’t want pity, except from Yael.

“I will disappear. One day you will remember this conversation but I won’t… I won’t, because I won’t be here anymore.” The wind felt cold after the tears rolled down my cheeks. Yael’s eyes were soft and full of compassion. He understood and felt bad for me, but that didn’t change anything.

“You’re right. I like him. I like Cameron to the point of playing his stupid games just to let my damaged heart feel something else besides pain, hollowness, and this heavy darkness covering me,” I pleaded my case. Tears were forming in his eyes as he realized what it meant to me, what for them was just a game for me was much than that.

“I don’t go to sleep without crying. Wondering if my parents made the right choice by keeping me in the dark all this time. But what if they did? What if this was the only way I could experience what I am experiencing with Cameron? If they have changed their minds and forced me to stay home, or in a hospital, then I would never have gotten to feel my first love. Even if it’s a game from my cruel sister and your friend, but to me, it could mean so much.” I tried to breathe through the piercing pain in my chest, immediately spreading over my ribs.

Yael jumped to hold me as I bent down to hold in the discomfort. He held me firmly but there was a slight tremble in his arms. Yael knew, whatever he could say, it would only make it worse. He waited patiently for me get my feelings out and deep down I appreciated that from him.

“You’re right. You’re Cameron’s friend, but there’s a difference,” he whispered, carefully trying to keep me calm.

“How do you know…” I gripped his shoulder to keep me from crying. Yael gently kept me on my feet. He was tall and strong. I was thin and sick. I was like a child he could carry with one arm.

“Because I also know what it feels to like someone that you can’t have a future with,” he whispered, a shake of fear in his voice took me back surprise.

I could see it in his eyes. He meant it, and just like me, Yael hoped and suffered in silence. He smiled, feeling a little embarrassed to tell me his secret. He sighed, giving up his argument.

“Don’t take it seriously if he does anything immature. Cameron is just as lost as all of us,” he whispered, feeling better somehow.

“Honestly, I don’t know who’s more damned than the three of us, but if I can help you, I will,” Yael squeezed me into his arms for a gentle hug. Yael felt warm and comforting, a hug from someone who knew my fate. A hug I needed.

“You can watch over me now and I promise to watch over you later,” I promised, hugging him back. I noticed his heart banging against his chest in response. I breathed in his soft wooden cologne. I closed my eyes and tried to control my tears as Yael’s heart pounded in my ears.





Chapter 15

Sitting next to Rocky, breathing in the cool air of March, I sighed, trying to stay calm. As time passed, the pain was more real every day. Even though I had to come clean with my feelings, if one day I wouldn’t wake up anymore, I didn’t want to leave behind any mixed feelings with anyone, especially with Rocky. She was the sister Aubrey never was for me. The supporter I needed most of the time, although sometimes I just needed someone less aggressive and less thoughtful. Someone like Tanya. That was the reason Tanya was the first one to know about Cameron, then Yael. Now, I just wanted to tell Rocky and clarify if my hunch was real. Does she like Cameron? I glanced at her with the corner of my eyes as she looked ahead.

In many ways, life was not fair for me, but this was the complicated relationship I had with God. Every time He had the chance, He would slap me in the face with full strength, but then smooth the sting with a reward. To have the good, I had to have the bad. I understood that.

Cameron was probably going to be the first and last guy I would feel something for, but it was clear that every day my existence was fading away. Every painful stab I felt when he looked at me reminded me that I wasn’t good for him and he wasn’t for me. I understood that and it was scary to see how all odds were against me. If my intuition was correct, and Rocky was indeed having the same feelings I had for the same guy, that was going to be my end. But then, I had to wait for God to soothe the pain this could bring.

“Rocky,” I began with a low voice.

She was quietly watching some kids feed the ducks by the lake. Her big brown eyes nervously waiting to hear what I had to say. To hear me admit that we were both crushing on Cameron. Definitely, it was easier to tell her brother about it and not her. I turned my attention to the lake. Park of Hopes was my favorite place in town. It was huge and beautiful. It held one of the most important memories of my life.

“You probably know what happened that day I fainted.” I cleared my throat.

I was nervous because I’ve thought about Rocky. What if she had feelings for Cameron? What would I do then? Although it was obvious that if Cameron knew about my condition, he wouldn’t even dare to try anything with me. Rocky had all the advantages; she was gorgeous and somehow matched his personality. He had more chances with her than with me. It kind of made me question God for a moment, but I stopped myself. I didn’t want to make my life harder than it had turned out to be. I knew God would reward me for the pain, I just had to be patient. I sighed, already feeling awful for even considering questioning God’s plan.

“The thing with Cameron…” I struggled. It wasn’t like I started it.

For an unknown reason, things changed, and I got caught up in Cameron’s boredom. I was silently taking care of my feelings until he decided to do something to mess me up. To make matters worse, I ended up being part of Aubrey and Cameron’s entertainment. It was so disgraceful to my pride to be puppet around, but this was the way destiny was unfolding for me. I just had to play with it and let it take me where it had to.

“Right…” Her voice changed a little which made me more nervous about telling her anything. I pulled my knees closer to my chest to keep myself together.

“I, I…” I stopped, when I faced Rocky again, her brown eyes shined with build-up tears.

My heart smacked my chest painfully, without her saying anything I understood. Rocky was just like me. Holding in the feeling of a sharp knife slicing my throat all the way down to my core, I stopped myself from saying anything at all.

“At that time, I might not have looked mad, but I was. At that moment, I really was angry.” Her voice shook just like her shoulders. She was fighting the tears. My heart hurt. I didn’t want to cry but tears were coming out already. I didn’t want to hear it, the fear of hearing was expanding inside.

“Rocky,” I tried again, but what could I say? I had no idea what to say to find an explanation.

“Then all I can think about it’s you. Doctor Jackson talking about your life, I have no right to be angry. You can stay with Cameron. You can play his game, just know. Nothing about him is serious…” Rocky said and the truth was a bullet in my ears.

“But just think about it, Sam. Is it fair to him? Is it fair that you’re going to…” she stopped and swallowed a deep breath, heavy tears rolling down her eyes as my heart stabbed at the missing word. I was going to die. It wasn’t fair, I was going to die and he was going to regret playing with me.

“Cameron will live, but the guilt, what about that? Someone who’s… I’m sorry, Samantha…” she apologized, getting up from the ground and starting to walk away. My eyes followed her as she moved further away.

The last thing I wanted was to hurt my friend Rocky or to hurt Cameron. The one who had always been by my side. I didn’t want to be like this. Her words hurt my chest more than anything she could have said when she was angry. Rocky meant I could stay with Cameron because it wasn’t going to be for long, but then she was right. Cameron was my friend after all. Was he going to be hurt and feel guilty for playing with me? Of course.

Holding up my knees to my chest, I lowered my face so no one could see me cry anymore. It hurt to know that I was being pitied, that my life was being cut short, that I didn’t have a set time for my end but it could be sooner or later. It hurt to wait for my heart to give up and make it my end.

“It’s not fair…” I said, raising my eyes to the sky as the dusk started to break. The cool air of March felt good, and it felt like the last month of March I was going to enjoy.





Chapter 16

I gave up on torturing myself with ideas and things I couldn’t control, locked myself in my room, turning off my phone, and lose connection with everyone to focus on myself. On what I was feeling, on putting my heart at peace before I could kill myself. I couldn’t help but feel like someone out there was working against me. Everything and everyone started to hit me at once. It felt like Cameron had woken me up from a dream and brought me to this reality where I couldn’t live longer but every moment, every experience was getting harder to handle.

Trying to relax my heart, I sat on my love couch; stretching my lungs to get to know them, know how the pain spread and the course it took to finally reach to the agonizing slam that knocked me out of breath every time. Filling them with oxygen, counting the seconds it took to get the stab, I closed my eyes and slowly breathed through my nose. I could feel how the low electric coup would gently start appearing from the center of my right side.

“Hey, Sammy!” Aubrey barged into the room, pulling me out of my comfort zone. Not now. I snapped my eyes open.

I glanced up at her, unconcerned. Mimi appeared defensively from under my feet. Though Aubrey liked her, Mimi could sense our tension all the time and of course, she would side with me, but after a few seconds, she would go back to her toys. Aubrey was always showcasing her flat stomach. Her tank tops were getting smaller and smaller every day. I pretended not to notice and kept my attention on a magazine I had picked up on a whim.

“Wow, are you into fashion now?” she asked, looking for something to poke fun at.

“What do you want?” I just needed a distraction to stop me from thinking and mourn.

Snatching the magazine from my hands, Aubrey flopped herself on my bed and swung her legs back and forth. Forcing me to suck in a deep breath to control myself before snapping and let her get the reaction she wanted. Aubrey sat back up and started flipping pages. Rising her eyebrow, she smirked.

“What, are you bored? Nobody asked you out today?” I asked, not really interested in her outings.

It was obvious that if she was home looking for entertainment was because she didn’t have anyone to hang out with. Of course, I was the perfect target. Really, God. I sighed and lay back on my couch.

“No. Dad keeps bugging me to come see you. I’m here just to get him off my back,” she admitted. Of course. I glared at her.

Certainly, Aubrey was never going to change and just like in this moment, I’d rather have it that way. For a moment, I wondered what kind of relationship she and my dad had. Before I was born, all the pictures looked full of light, fun, and happiness. She was a beautiful girl with big curls, bluish eyes just like my mom’s and a smile that could put anyone in a good mood. That was before though. Now Aubrey was just different. She would only smirk with a darkness that only she would understand or maybe her friends did as well. I could only hope that it would turn back to her bright side when I disappear.

“So,” she called for my attention. I glanced at her bright red toenails recently done.

“Did Cameron say anything about the bet?” she asked. Her voice was full of curiosity.

Aubrey and Cameron were very similar in a way. They loved to play with people’s feelings, encouraged their followers to be jerks. They never seemed to take anything seriously. Maybe that was the reason my sister was attracted to Cameron. He was her perfect match. I wondered if she considered me a rival, which could never be the case, for the simple reason that Cameron saw me only as a friend and entertainment just like she did.

“He mentioned something,” I told her, trying to sound bored and unconcerned.

“You like him, don’t you?” Her eyes left the page for a quick second, glancing at me, searching for a reaction.

I was sure she didn’t find what she looked for. She went back to flipping pages. I was so used to Aubrey being an ass. I wondered if she would be fine after I die. Could I tell my sister that I was going to die sooner or later? But at the rate my heart was going, it felt like it was going to be sooner. Maybe she would change, make everything change or maybe she would stay the same. It was hard to predict her reactions. I analyzed the advantage of telling her but I wasn’t ready for it. I sighed and ignored her question. With no answer from me, she continued.

“But guess what? I got him first,” she said with a prideful voice.

I hated this part of Aubrey. She loved to make me feel miserable. She had always been jealous of how my parents showed me more attention. Not that I asked for it. I didn’t want to be the center of attention because I was going to die. Now she was worse since everybody knew about me fainting in the pool, almost everyone’s attention was on me, not that I cared, but she did. It all would be over soon though, but still, it didn’t give her the right to make a hell out of my life. And that gave me enough courage to give her what she wanted. A fight. After all, there’s one thing I now envied from my sister. Life. The life she was going to live for long, and I wasn’t.

“You got what?” I asked, letting her see my discomfort. She stopped looking at the magazine.

“A kiss? A hug? As far as I know, you’re just another girl he messes with. What is there to be proud of?” I argued, taking the magazine back from her hands, but not showing annoyance. I was pretty good with my poker face, that I knew, and Aubrey hated it. Her bluish eyes turned cold, full of resentment.

“Oh please! Sam, for someone like you, it’s obvious that you know nothing,” she hissed in a mocking voice.

Then she got a reaction out of me. She was wrong. I knew, not as much as she did, but I knew and felt. I could prove it to her. I could accept Cameron’s invitation and find out what was so good about him what made girls go crazy for him. Because of the jerk side of him, I knew it was fake and made up for a reason. I knew that much. Aubrey knew the fake Cameron Derwood. The jerk.

“You’re always mocking me, always trying to be a step higher from other people. You have this obsession with the guy because you think it would make you so popular. Do you need other people to envy you so you can feel better about yourself? Are you that miserable if people don’t notice you? I’m sorry, Aubrey. To me, you just look pathetic.” I spat some venom on her and it felt good.

Throwing the magazine on the bed and facing her straight on, her eyes full of hate and anger. I regretted my words as soon as they were out of my mouth, but Aubrey was the type of person that wouldn’t regret hurting anyone and if finally getting something out of me, she took it as a challenge.

“Really?” she smiled a devilish smile that made me angrier just by looking at her face.

Aubrey was just like that girl Carrie, Cameron’s latest fling; it felt more like they were using Cameron just to be famous, not that he cared either way. I sighed, exhausted. Trying to keep my heartbeat normal was a difficult job to do when Aubrey was around.

“I wish I could describe the way I see and feel about you, little pest…” she hissed with pleasure, a satisfied look in her blue eyes that hurt me.

“Get. Out. Of. My. Room,” I emphasized every word, reaching my limit with her arrogance. That was all my heart could take from her.

“Girls, what are you doing!?” Mom asked out loud from the kitchen.

“Come on, little sister. I know you like him, and I’m damn sure that between you and me. Cameron wouldn’t think twice which one he would like to…” she grinned again, full of confidence.

“You don’t know anything about anyone. Wake up, Aubrey, the world doesn’t revolve around you but if you want a proof, I’ll give you a proof,” I said, finally letting her get to me.

My heart was already accelerating at this point. I knew better than this. Getting angry with Aubrey wasn’t any good but I had to, someone had to show her. She smirked evilly, knowing damn well I had taken her bait.

“Awesome,” she smiled with excitement and went to the door.

Following her as she disappeared behind the door, I let myself fall back on the couch. Mimi barked for attention. I was angry. I wanted to show my sister that it didn’t matter who was pretty, or who wasn’t. I could tell I was pretty. I just didn’t care enough to show it, unlike her. It was time to wake her up from her delusional dream. The question was how was I going to do that?

“Mimi, I’m in trouble,” I said, letting Mimi console me with her overexcited kisses.





Chapter 17

Letting my mind free and sing to ‘Savin’ Me’ from Nickelback. Mimi kept licking my face. She could sense my struggle and what I was going through, Mimi was my best company. There was so much in my mind. Rocky, Aubrey, Yael, Cameron, and my questionable future. How long did I have to live? The real reason I was pretending not to know wasn’t because of my parents.

In reality, I was afraid. Admitting that meant that I had to talk to Dr. Jackson; it meant that I would find out how long exactly I was left with. What was I doing? Why was I trying to live longer? Could I live longer? Could I talk to Cameron about it? All these questions were torturing me every night, every second I was alone.

Looking at my phone, looking for Cameron’s number. Mimi barked. I smiled. Mimi was my lucky charm. Thanks to her, I could have hope now.

“Hey,” Cameron answered on the second ring, making my heartthrob as expected.

At this point, I couldn’t tell if it was from excitement or a warning but I couldn’t contain my stupid grin. Cameron sounded sleepy, his deep voice sounded low but always raspy. Manly. I let Aubrey get to me, and now I was nervously trying to prove something I wasn’t sure I could. Cameron and I exchanged phone number since we started school together, but we actually never had any communication other than hanging out with everyone else. Not knowing what was I doing, I swallowed in a deep breath. There was no way to back down now. God help me, I pleaded.

“Did I wake you up?” I asked, a little embarrassed. Shaking my head at the stupid way my voice sounded, glancing at the clock, it was only ten thirty on a Friday night. Of course, there was no way Cameron would be at home.

“Not really,” he answered, but he did sound sleepy.

“Should I just call tomorrow?” I asked, holding my breath to keep it from breaking. Had Cameron’s voice always been deep before? Or was it just because I never talked to him on the phone? My heart beat just like it did when I had him in front of me. The effect Cameron Derwood had on me.

“It’s okay. Tell me what’s up? You never called before,” he said, sounding more awake now. I struggled for a moment. Why was it so difficult to just talk to him? It was better than being face-to-face. He couldn’t see how stupid I looked.

“Samantha?” my name sounded incredibly fit to his voice.

It made my heart jolt with a frightening speed. I had completely forgotten the reason for my call if I had any. I wasn’t angry anymore. I was happy because every time he called my name meant we were close. Pull yourself together, Samantha, I scolded myself. This wasn’t the time to be fantasizing.

“Yeah, sorry… About the date, I…” I tried with an evident struggle. It was difficult to push the words out of my throat. He stayed in silence for a moment, making me feel even worse. What am I doing?

“Cameron?” my voice dragged nervously. My palms sweating cold, which wasn’t a good sign.

“We’ll do it?” he asked after some thought. I sighed loudly, releasing the tension, my chest felt lighter in a blink of an eye.

“Yeah,” I answered as Mimi barked for my attention.

“Is that Mimi?” he asked. I smiled at the enthusiasm in his voice.

“Yeah, she just came back from her usual walk with Dad,” I explained to him.

“Awesome, maybe we can take her for a walk sometime?” he asked, a question that caught me by surprise.

The thought popped into my mind almost immediately: a random picture of Cameron holding Mimi’s leash with one hand and his free hand holding mine. My heart tightened again. Mimi barked with excitement.

“I’d like that,” I admitted, picking up Mimi and letting her bark on the phone. Cameron laughed for the first time in a long time and I laughed with him.

Ever since I found out about my parents’ secret, I would fall asleep with an extreme fatigue. My brain was worn out of thinking, of trying to comfort myself, tired of not finding an answer to my questions. Nighttime was my time to break down without letting anyone know.

I would sit on my bed, watch Mimi sleep at my feet, hug my pillow, and cry as much as I wanted. My pillow kept all my secrets. When I couldn’t take it anymore, I would put it over my mouth and scream. Shout until I could feel my vocal cords extend to the point of ripping off. Hurting my throat, it didn’t matter. I had to free myself to gain the strength for the rest of the fight.

Alone in my room, I cried endlessly and asked God, bargained my options, not of saving me if I had to die then, so be it. I just wanted a chance to experience something amazing, something to make up for all the pain I was enduring alone. In the end, this was the type of relationship we had.

In my eyes, I deserved a little happiness, although my approach and reasons were not the right ones. God knew my heart better than anyone. He knew what was the best I could give or take. Hoping that every night I sat up a better case, with the confidence that one day I would wake up to a better day, I closed my tearful eyes and let Him decide for me.





Chapter 18

“Samantha Collins?” Cameron asked, fighting a smile that melted my heart.

I knew better than him that I couldn’t be sexy or girly. I was just a girl that didn’t like skirts or dresses. The best I could do and try with was a pair of leather jeans and a white tank top. I knew it wasn’t girly enough for the likes of Tanya, Rocky, or Aubrey. I was never going to get close to their level, but it was better that way. I was no competition. I had to find my own way for him to see me, and not the girls he dated.

Letting my brunette waves loose and giving it a try with makeup, I was pretty sure I did a good job. I tried to stay in my comfort zone and seeing the surprise on Cameron’s face when I stepped out of the house was unexpected. He looked surprised in a good way which gave me a little more confidence. Rewarding my pride, I gave myself an invisible pat on the shoulder. He covered the surprise quickly though and I pretended like the look was normal on me, which wasn’t. It looked simple but it took me a lot of thinking and researching to keep myself chick but cool.

“Say whatever you want. I don’t even know why you want to do this…” I said, enjoying myself.

The only thing I was sure of was not to be like Aubrey. After all, it was because of our argument that I ended up doing this. In a way, it was thanks to her, but I wasn’t sure if I had anything to thank her yet.

“Well, the look goes with this baby right here,” Cameron said, patting the back seat of his shiny silver Ninja Moto. Oh, my God. My heart jumped at the not-so-secure vehicle.

I was over the top nervous about the adrenaline this could bring to my fragile heart. Keeping God in mind, I needed to grab on courage to make it. Even more, if I had to hold on tight to Cameron’s back. I could never control my heartbeat with him close, but this time I could blame the reaction on the adrenaline rush.

“Are you sure this is safe? I don’t want to die too young…” I commented. The irony pulled a smile out of my face, Cameron smiled his refreshing carefree smile. It was something rare to see in his cool act. He raised his left brow in a way that made a sudden electric chill run through my spine.

The guy knew how to work his looks. His black waves were pulled back, letting his defined jawbone in full view. His brows stood out even more when he put on his black shades. Curling the corner of his mouth, a mischievous smirk alerted my senses.

“I won’t let you die,” he reassured, making my heart almost explode with a different feeling besides being afraid of death. He wasn’t faking to be cool. He was coming out naturally, the Cameron I knew was hiding underneath all the bull crap.

“Here you go. We don’t want you to mess up your hair, do we?” He handed me his helmet.

I giggled at how serious he looked trying to put on the safety chinstrap. His cologne was all over the inside of the helmet. I recognized the masculine and strong fragrance; it was perfect for him, seductive and nerve wracking. It was very different from the soft wooden one from Yael.

The thought of Yael made me stop fantasizing for a moment. He was worried, genuinely worried about not only me but Cameron as well. I was wondering if Cameron ever mentioned anything to them.

“What about you?” I asked, a little nervous, wondering if it was really okay to go for a ride.

“Sam, I’m a pro. All I need is these shades and I’m good. Plus, I want my silky hair to blow with the wind.” He ran his hands through his dark waves. I let him hear me laugh. I was happy. After many stressful nights of pain and tears, I was finally smiling from the bottom of my heart. Maybe it wasn’t such a bad idea to keep Cameron close.

“Very nice hair,” I agreed, my hand moving on its own. My heart flinched as it felt the softness of his locks.

Cameron froze for a quick second, making me pull my hand back. My heart pounding out of my chest, I got on, behind him. He turned on the engine with a loud roar, taking a deep breath, gripping onto his jacket. I shut my eyes as tight as I could but opened them again when Cameron started laughing.

“Come on! Samantha. You have to hold on tight, like this,” he shouted, grabbing my hands and placing them around his abdomen.

My heart was beating fast as it was. . There was no doubt he could hear my heartbeat. I shut my eyes again trying to calm myself.

“Are you ready?!” he shouted so I could hear over the helmet and the loud engine.

“As ready as I can be!” I shouted back as he flashed an angelic smile at me and we drove away.





Chapter 19

I had to really work on keeping my heartbeat normal, and Cameron standing next to me wasn’t helping at all. While we waited in line for a movie, I was secretly trying a few breathing exercises. Looking around, people had been staring at us since we entered the theater. It was Cameron Derwood after all. I rolled my eyes, kind of annoyed.

“Can I ask you something?” Cameron interrupted my self-beating session.

My heart jumped at the sound of his voice. I raised my eyes to meet his intense honey gaze. He was serious and expecting a serious answer. I nodded and waited for his question. He stopped for a minute, which made me more nervous.

“What’s up?” I tried my best to sound normal. The anticipation was torturing me with ideas. To control my reaction I crossed my arms over my chest to push the awakening pain inside.

“Do you like Yael?” Cameron asked, with those intense eyes making me feel enough pressure to make my heart throb loudly. I couldn’t help to want to laugh like an idiot, but the captivating gaze in his eyes stopped me. Why in the world would he think that I liked Yael?

“You’re kidding, right?” I chuckled it off, but he didn’t laugh. He kept his eyes on me with a stern look that forced me to be serious.

“No,” I breathed out the word.

Did he care who I liked? I turned my eyes away from his, silently begging God to not let me have hopes if it wasn’t real. If it was, then maybe I could hold on to something and fight for my life. But what if it wasn’t.

“Why in the world would you think that?” I asked nervously, fixing my hair behind my ears.

I was looking at a little girl having a fun conversation with her father. They giggled together and that reminded me of the pictures of a young Aubrey with my dad. It made me sad to see how they could hardly talk like normal people anymore. Aubrey would get aggravated by anything he said and now that I knew the truth, it hurt me.

“Just thought you might like him since he seems pretty close to you. He’s been a nag about you lately. I thought maybe that’s why you didn’t want to do the date thing,” he explained, moving one spot forward.

The whole place filled with couples and kids. Recognizing some faces from school, my nerves got worse. Cameron couldn’t be mistaken anywhere he went, but if he was with me, would people think of this as a date? Probably not. I could feel him gazing at me from the corner of my eye. It made me anxious and self-conscious. Biting my lips nervously, I turned to him to answer clearly.

“I like you. All of you, even Miles. But don’t you dare tell him,” I warned him with a threatening tone. Cameron chuckled, which was the second time in the same day. That made me feel hopeful.

“But since Yael is Rocky’s brother, I’ve known him more,” I explained, avoiding his eyes again. I wasn’t lying. Yael knew me more than all of them. He knew I liked him. He also knew I was dying.

“To me, you look pretty close to Rocky, of course, because you’ve known her longer. Same with Aubrey,” I said in a low voice so he couldn’t hear my annoyance toward my sister.

Cameron said nothing. The silence made me feel stupid. Why was I trying to explain too hard? He didn’t even care. With his soft dark hair curling under his ears, his white complexion, and his deep honey eyes, how could anyone ignore him? Why was I crushing on a guy everyone wanted? With many girls to compete, I couldn’t even dare to dream or be considered. For a girl that had her days ending soon, this was enough. All I had to do was to be grateful and enjoy the moment that for sure was not going to happen again.

“My turn to ask,” I said, already moving to the snacks bar.

Cameron nodded, his hands already full of M&M’s, Skittles, and some other sweets that I knew for sure were going to make me sick. Handing me the nachos and a large soda. I smiled at how innocent he looked, like a kid grabbing candy on Halloween.

“Why, why did you kiss me?” I pulled the question out of my throat. Trying to disguise my embarrassment, I sucked in a sip of cold coke.

Cameron stayed silent for a moment while paying for the snacks, he managed to sneak in all the candy in his pockets. Taking the soda from my already frozen hand, he took my hand. The unexpected approach took me by surprise. It felt warm and comfortable. Cameron’s hand had a little more color than mine. Of course, he was a healthy lively boy. I sighed, giving up. There was no way he would answer. I could only hope.

“I don’t know. At that moment, it felt like the right thing to do. It kind of always feels like that with you.” His eyes narrowed like he himself was trying to understand his feelings. I held in my smile. No way.

Cameron kissed me because he felt confused, but what was I expecting from my destiny? There was nothing to hope for. I wasn’t even worthy of living a full life. Why would God consider giving me a little happiness? To let me feel alive even if it was for a short time, even if it was a lie? I’m trying, I explained to God. I didn’t want to question His way and His choices, but I was human and I was losing my life. He couldn’t blame me for losing my reason.

“It’s the same with this, the date,” an apologetic tone in his voice that dragged my soul for a moment.

Who was I to ask for anything when I didn’t try myself? Why would Cameron like me when I was the total opposite of any girl he dated? To think that he would choose me was nothing but a lie. I hated makeup and anything that included being fake.

All I did was mascara. My closet was just full of one extra-sized T-shirt, wasted skinny jeans, a few shorts, not a single dress or skirt unless it was for a special occasion. My undergarments were pretty girly, though. A variety of Victoria’s Secret Collection and Macy’s was what I wore, thanks to my mother, Rocky, and Tanya. Other than that, I looked pretty much like I didn’t care about appearances. I didn’t, really. Next to Cameron, I did feel uncomfortable and wondered that maybe if I stopped being myself and acted more like the rest, he would like me. Was it worth it? No it wasn’t.

Shocked at how distracted I had been until we entered the darkness of our showroom. Only a few kids were seated in the middle rows. Checking the tickets, I handed at the ticket booth without noticing. I realized we were going to watch a kids’ movie. Even more surprised when I realized how excited Cameron was to watch a movie like Wall-E. I remembered him saying that he didn’t like romance at all. Shaking my head, I walked in front of him to find a good seat for us to enjoy the movie.

“I’ve been wanting to see this movie for a while!” he chanted as I led him to one of the back rows.

“Why don’t you come with the guys?” I asked, taking a seat next to him. He smiled innocently. His eyes shined with excitement. Such a kid, I rolled my eyes.

“Do you honestly think Miles would sit his ass around to watch a movie like this?” His eyes seemed to shine with the light of the big screen. I giggled at his comment, or more like I was very happy to see this side of him. Forgetting how bad I felt when he was being honest, everything was gone now.

“I’d rather watch it with someone I feel comfortable with. It feels right.” This time he turned his face to me. Again, the intense honey eyes staring deep inside my heart, making it throb painfully. I smiled shyly, but I was sure he didn’t see it because the movie was starting.

Relieved when the lights went off and the credits of the movie started showing up, Cameron turned his attention back to the screen. Releasing a loud sigh, I relaxed my chest. Ready to set my attention to the movie, my phone vibrated, giving me a scare. To my surprise Cameron’s serious eyes were on me. I felt like a little kid being busted for something inappropriate.

“I’ll take this outside!” I shouted, jumping off my seat, good thing the light from the screen was bright enough so I wouldn’t fall. Cameron followed me with his eyes. A little annoyed by the interruption, I sucked in a deep breath to control my voice.

“Rocky!” I shouted over the loud noise.

“You’re with Cameron, aren’t you?” her voice angry and hurt. My heart tightened immediately.

“Rocky…” Guilt took over me immediately.

“How are you doing this?!” Rocky cried hysterically, her voice accusing me and I understood why. I just wanted to live a fantasy. There was nothing wrong with wanting to make a happy memory with him, even if it was a lie and it wasn’t going to last at all.

“Rocky, listen, I just…” I tried, but it was no use. It was selfish and sad, the reason I was letting myself have wishful thoughts.

“What? What do you want to say? Do you think I’m that stupid, Samantha? That I didn’t notice that you like Cameron, all this time?! That you didn’t notice how I felt?!” she asked the questions I didn’t want to hear.

“Let me tell you something, Samantha. Cameron doesn’t like you. He will never like you… He only wants from you what he wants from all girls! What he took from Aubrey, what he took from… me…” Rocky’s hurt voice stopped speaking.

My mind stopped in one second. Just like that time at the hospital. My world trembled under my feet. My heart stabbed sharply, knocking me out of my breath. It hurt. It really hurt to hear Rocky’s confession, but why was she telling me now? Why was she letting me come this far, just to break my already broken heart? My brain was storming, my eyes full of angry tears. Why Rocky?

“Are you for real?” I was hoping that my brain didn’t capture the last sentence.

I smacked my fist over my forehead over and over. Praying to God to let it be a lie, that Cameron wasn’t so heartless to treat his best friend’s sister the same way he did with every girl, to let me keep the good image I had of him, of the real Cameron. God couldn’t be so messed up to torture me so much. Right? Why? What am I paying? What did I do? I questioned him as my knees trembled.

“Cameron only bets on girls. He did it to me and he will do it to you… I was stupid enough to let my feelings grow after he got what he wanted. He’s bored, Samantha, and I’m pretty sure he knows you like him. He’ll take advantage of that!” Rocky said, her voice full of pain and anger.

That’s what Cameron did. That’s what he was known for, but Rocky, I couldn’t just believe it. Rocky and Cameron? She was Yael’s sister, his best friend, almost like a brother. Yael was someone so gentle and caring, someone who cared for Cameron like a real family. Why would he ruin his friendship like that?

Taking a deep breath to keep my tears inside and my voice even, my heart started giving me a warning. I had to calm myself. I had to, just like Cameron was playing with me. Just like Rocky kept it a secret. I also was taking advantage of my situation. I was lying to Cameron by making him think I wasn’t like other girls. I kept it a secret from Rocky that I liked him. We were all the same. Yael’s gentle words came to my mind, comforting myself with his soft voice. I took a deep breath. We’re all fucked up in some way, I comforted myself.

“I’m sorry, Sam. Look, I’m angry, but I’m more worried about you. Cameron is heartless. Even if he makes you feel special, the truth is no one is special for him. Don’t fall for it,” Rocky tried to say, but I already knew and I didn’t want to hear it. Not from her.

“Why? Because I’m dying. Is that why, Rocky?” I cut her off. I wasn’t angry; I just didn’t know how to feel. Rocky was silent for a moment. I waited.

“No, Sam… Cameron is in love with another woman. Someone who screwed him up,” she whispered out of breath as I hung up.





Chapter 20

The movie ended and though I tried to keep my mind out of what Rocky said, of course, Cameron was not the kind of person that would let a girl win a simple bet. After the movie, he let me decide what I wanted to do next. Wondering if this was the same routine with all the girls, I walked next to him but kept my distance. Walking around the park, without saying anything at all. Just enjoying the sun falling down behind the apartment complex across the street. Walking down the hill, closer to the lake. Cameron kept scooting over, almost pushing me to the ground. His expensive cologne was all over my clothes and my hair, which I kind of loved. But I had to fight with myself to stay awake.

“Cut it out!” I complained, shoving him back, as he would come toward me. My voice was neither serious nor happy. Cameron stopped and stood in front of me. His eyes stared into mine with intensity, immediately making me look away to the lake.

I couldn’t help but think of Rocky when I saw his face, and it hurt really bad to think about it, just the thought of him and my best friend. I didn’t want to imagine it, especially if according to Rocky, Cameron was still in love with someone else.

Then what was all this for? Why was life so unfair? Why was a guy so full of life living like this? Why was I in love with someone like him? Why was my life going to end without experiencing love? It was depressing and dreadful to think about. It made tears appear in my eyes, but I forced them to stay inside. I needed them for later.

“Who’s your favorite singer?” Cameron cut the silence, as I stared at the ducks swimming in the lake.

Caught by surprise with his question, I thought for a moment. Michael Jackson was one of my ultimate favorite singers. Not because of the songs everyone liked, but because of the songs with a deeper meaning. I couldn’t understand how people could think he was a criminal and molester when he would write songs like ‘Human Nature,’ ’Will You Be There,’ or’Heal the World.‘* Many songs to choose from, but society only liked his’Thriller’* or his ’Smooth Criminal’ which were the only songs on repeat in the radio, never the good ones, what the world needed to hear.

“Michael Jackson,” I answer simply. Cameron stopped to analyze my answer for a moment.

“Why?” he asked.

Slowly walking back to my side, I didn’t say anything this time. In March, the cold was already gone, breathing in the fresh spring air, letting it fill my lungs… Maybe the last time I would get to enjoy a spring. A knot formed in my throat at the thought. I sighed. Walking in the park with Cameron seemed like a dream, but trying to keep my mind calm, in reality, was difficult.

“Because he probably will live longer than me,” I answered, trying to make it a joke, but it was real. Anyone was going to live longer than I probably was going to.

“That’s funny,” he admitted, relieving me for not being so depressive.

I stopped in the middle of the path when I felt the warmth of his hand touching mine, silently tangling his fingers with mine. My heart jumped almost out of my chest, making the blood rush to my face. Cameron laughed, which he had been doing all day.

“What a nice reaction,” he said, mocking me. His honey eyes stood out more with the light of the setting sun, making me fall into his trap even more.

“It’s not like I touched your butt,” he chuckled.

“Whatever, asshole,” I said, but this time I didn’t push him away. What was the use on that? It only hurt me either way. I didn’t have the courage to push him away, even if for him this was just a game. To me, it was almost my life.

“Let’s take a seat here,” he suggested and sat on the grass, pulling me down with him.

The lake had a course to run through, from across the main road to both sides of the city. It looked beautiful in the evenings. My heart hurt at the thought of Cameron doing the same thing with all the girls he dated and apparently, I was next.

Having the perfect date for the sake of making the girl his, was he doing the same thing with me? Did that mean showing this side of him that nobody knew? But I knew there was someone like this somewhere inside. After all, I did get to see that side of his way before any feelings were involved. Seeing him smile and giving me a tender look made my heart gently hurt. He wasn’t fair, hurting girls like this wasn’t fair, but why would he do it?

“Do you remember this place?” he asked, looking at the path with a touch of nostalgia in his honey eyes.

“I do,” I answered, feeling his gaze burning my skin. The memory was very fresh in my mind. After all, Mimi was always there to remind me of that evening. The stormy day we met.

“It was lucky that you came by, that day,” he said, lying down on the grass. It was warm enough to enjoy a day out. Good thing he was wearing a jacket. Otherwise, his white T-shirt would have gotten dirty. The sun was setting on the horizon. The reflection looked magical in Cameron’s eyes. His hair shined as well, it made me sad in a way.

Seriously, I needed to sit down alone and meditate on what I really thought and wanted from him. I did feel bad for Rocky. I knew he was a player, but there was just something about him that made me hesitate to believe this wasn’t the real him. Was it bad that I wanted to enjoy a moment that I wasn’t going to have ever in my lifetime? Let myself fall into this lie, just because my death was going to be sooner than it was supposed to be.

“You have no idea what you did for me back then. You have no idea…” Cameron interrupted my train of thoughts as his hand reached out to play with a strand of my hair.

Pushing himself closer, I was slowly losing to reason for the need to live the moment. Remembering exactly how close he got last time when he kissed me. My heart started pounding as his cologne was making me dizzy. I loved the smell of confidence and strength. My mind was already waiting for the opportunity, but Rocky’s voice jumped in, Yael’s pleading, and Aubrey’s challenge.

“Cameron…” I breathed out his name, fighting to push him away.

Slowly my chest was closing up, making it difficult for me to breathe. Already too close, without giving me a chance to catch my breath, his soft lips gently caressed mine. I could feel his chest coming closer and closer, his breath showering my face. It smelled minty and fresh. The static rush raising up from the button of my stomach spreading over my chest, tingling every part of my insides.

I knew better than if my heart raised more than it should, it meant the end for me, but I couldn’t control it anymore. Slowly biting my lower lip to make way for himself, my reason vanished. All my fears faded with his kiss, making my chest feel tighter and higher. It felt magical and overwhelming, I didn’t want to stop this addicting feeling.

Even if I could die from it, I didn’t care. This kiss was so different from the first one, the sensation of his tongue curling up inside my mouth made appetite for more. Gently pushing me to make me feel his body crushing mine, sending shocking waves through my spine, it tickled inside and it felt good. Letting him lock me in his arms with a strong hold, I stopped fighting and gave in.

What if I lose my chance again? The confused part of my mind was fighting with the sane one. I wanted to feel more. I wanted to experience more. Why was God playing with me like this? Giving me the chance to experience this, and then lose it all at once.

Finally reaching my limit, Cameron felt my struggle to breathe. Letting go of his hold, I pushed him away and gasped for air. Hot blood was rushing through my veins. My ears were burning, my chest bursting into flames.

“Your reactions are very cute,” he whispered with an amusing tone playing in his voice.

I hid my face in his chest. Thank God, my hair wasn’t tied up so I could have more cover. I wanted to believe Cameron. I really wanted to, but what if I did and then what? I would be gone and he will continue with his life. Was he going to stop if he knew about me?

“Seeing your pink cheeks and hearing your heart rising, it makes me not want to stop,” he said, lowering his head to kiss my neck, giving me goosebumps all over my body.

I was shivering with anticipation. He was right. My cheeks weren’t pink anymore. They were bright red. My heart, it didn’t matter how much I tried to control it anymore. It was slamming against my chest at the point of having an attack. The butterflies in my stomach, but he probably knew that’s what I was feeling right now.

“You’re so cute,” his voice sweet and inviting, his lips tracing my skin slowly.

The goosebumps felt good, leaving a lingering fire behind. Closing my eyes, I let myself go from reality again, because even for a moment I wanted to stay here, in a dream, with Cameron, forever, or at least for as long as I had. As he made his way back to my lips, I gave up and tangled my arms around his neck and kissed him back.





Chapter 21

Cameron was slowly sending me back into that dream. The dream my life was before I found out anything. It was a fantasy that I didn’t want to wake up from. Deep inside, this wasn’t just about Cameron. This was about the fear of going into the unknown blindsided. The fear of having new feelings, new needs to live, something that could give me the courage and bravery to fight.

I was afraid of waking up something strong that wouldn’t let me accept my end. It wasn’t my choice. My fate had already been decided by God, even if I wanted to live, even if I wanted to die. It wasn’t my choice to make. I had to follow the path that was written for me. This was my relationship with God. I didn’t want to question it.

“Do you want me to stop?” His breath sent chills through my chest.

My body didn’t want him to stop, of course not, but my mind was a mess, fuzzy with the excitement and feverish need of continuing. I hadn’t noticed the painful pounding in my chest shouting at me to stop or otherwise, this was going to end badly.

Cameron’s hand was discreetly stroking my back, softly exploring my skin under my shirt, forcing me to take deeper breaths. Letting him feel my bare skin, but I couldn’t take it anymore. I liked Cameron, but I didn’t want to be like the rest. I wanted to be special, but I couldn’t, I wasn’t, and Cameron made sure I knew that.

“Do you want to go to my place? My dad’s not home,” he whispered through his heavy breathing, waking me up with a sudden slap in the face. This is the relationship I have with God, I repeated as I snapped back.

Now, I was realizing that Rocky was right. This was what he wanted. It didn’t matter how much I wanted to continue. At least if I was going to die, I would go with my head held high and proud of not being one more on his list. As much as I liked Cameron, I loved myself more and I couldn’t allow myself to be in the same category of the girls I felt sorry for falling for his tricks.

Without noticing my change, Cameron kept his hands busy, slowly tracing my back. His lips still on mine, my eyes hurt. Crying was something I did a lot lately. Although I didn’t like crying in front of anyone, if it was dark, it didn’t matter. Parting our lips, through the moisture of my tears I could see Cameron’s confused eyes. For a moment, he did look worried. I giggled through my tears. It was painful but funny in a way. What was I really hoping for? To be different?

“Sam?” he asked in a low confused voice.

I was beating myself inside for letting this keep going, for not having the courage of rejecting him when I knew clearly what his intention was. Why did my chest hurt so much when I heard about his bets with other girls? How much pain it caused me when he ignored me and preferred other girls. Deep down I knew why. I was in love with Cameron, even if he was not good for me.

I had fallen in love with Cameron and it was scary. I wanted him to see me different. What was that going to do? Make it harder for me to die? Tears rolled down as I realized that in reality, it was already happening. I didn’t want to die. I sucked in a deep breath and wiped my face. Pushing him away, I could see his face turning serious and rejected.

“Do you do this with all the girls you screw with? You make them think they’re different, and then do as you please…” I had to pause to give my heart a break. A much needed break.

“Did you do this with my sister, Cameron? And Rocky, what about her? Probably she’s different. After all, you’re still friends with them. Or maybe that’s why we’re different, because we are friends, aren’t we?” I questioned him, getting up from the grass.

I was so pitiful. It was hilarious to see myself in this position. His face was flat, his brows formed a perfect angle. Cameron had nothing to say or at least didn’t try, which only annoyed me more. He could have argued and pleaded his case, but he didn’t, simply because I was just one more on his list.

“It’s fun, huh,” I was still laughing, although tears were making their way out, I couldn’t stop laughing.

“What are you talking about?” His voice sounded innocent, but with a hint of mockery that sting my pride. He was like a kid that knows he could get in trouble but he was too cute to care.

“Damn, Cam. You’re so good!” I said shaking my head in disbelief, trying to stay calmed and be just like he was, someone who didn’t care about anyone’s feelings. I had less to care about. I was dying either way but he didn’t know that, not yet. I could feel my gaze intensifying as his face showed no expression at all.

“So good… Do you really want me to go into specifics about you and my sister? About you and Rocky?” I chucked the name out of my throat. For the first time Cameron let me see how he looked when he was surprised and angry at the same time. The intensity and coldness was taking over the honey-colored eyes that I loved so much.

“Huh, so, you believe all that shit.” He got up, shaking his pants. Slowly turning to look at the lake. His eyes were a mix of anger, disappointment, and something that I couldn’t quite get. Something I didn’t want to understand anymore.

“You’re just like everyone else after all. Judging everything I do? Just because they think they know me, do you think you know me, Samantha?” Cameron asked in a soft, cold voice. He was right. I thought I knew him, but I didn’t really.

“Honestly, Sam. I thought you could see through all the bullshit, but I guess you’re not much of a difference from all those girls that wait their turn with me,” he stabbed me with a painful truth. Fucking jerk!

“They see who I want them to see, and you… you saw who I wanted you to see.” The tone of his voice was rising with irritation and something more.

Turning into a completely different person, forming a wall between us, his face was without a single emotion. I was angry, angry because he was right. I was one of the girls that waited for her moment with him, that’s why he felt so full of himself because girls like me gave him the chance to feel that way, but I was far from admitting it. Instead, I put on my own wall. I fought for my pride even if I had to stop talking to him.

“Go to fuckin’ hell, selfish jerk.” My voice sounded dead; there was a tear on my face, which I wiped away with fury.

I regretted the words because the flash of surprise in his eyes made me feel just as guilty as him. Though he recovered in a second, his eyes turned intense, fierce, and emotionless all at once. I couldn’t find other words. I was too irritated by his actions and my stupidity. I just wanted to disappear and take back my valuable time.

“I wouldn’t fit better in any other place,” Cameron replied with a low, lonely voice.

It hurt me; the sound of his voice hurt me more than anything else. Now I knew that whatever friendship Cameron and I had, for Mimi or for Rocky, it was completely gone. I couldn’t take the words back, and he would never forgive me. All there was left to do was to separate from each other. Make it seem like we never even met, for my own good.





Chapter 22

Hating to have to go back home and explain to my overprotective parents why I was looking so shitty, I walked around the park. I tried to make sense out of an old guy sitting on a bench looking up the sky for hours. It was way after dark. The stars were bright in the clear night. Cameron had left a few minutes after I walked away. I needed time to calm down, to settle my overworked heart, to breathe normally and think.

Think of the many chances I could have had if I hadn’t overheard Dr. Jackson’s conversation. I could still be living like normal if normal meant to wake up put on that ugly Horizon High uniform. Fake that I wasn’t affected by that first kiss Cameron stole from me. That the date didn’t matter at all because it was part of my sister’s bet. I could just continue recklessly living without a purpose until the time came.

It didn’t sound so bad. If things had happened that way, I would have been home now after my date. Depending on Rocky telling me the truth, I would have been very angry or cried my eyes out feeling just as pathetic as I did anyway. I sighed in defeat. Taking a seat a few feet away from the old guy I looked up to the sky as the low wind blew through my hair, making the water dance. It was soothing to my broken heart.

“Aren’t you cold?” Yael’s soft voice made me realize my body was actually numb from the cool air.

The old guy was wearing a heavy jacket. My breath was very visible. I rubbed my arms to warm myself up. I didn’t look up but I could feel Yael looking at me with such compassion that at this moment was like a knife cutting my throat. Even when he was just trying to be nice, Yael had warned me about this and I decided not to even consider his warning. He tried to prevent me from experiencing what the rest did. I shook my head and say nothing.

Now here we were, my stupid broken heart and I, waiting for Yael to say “I told you so” but he didn’t. He was way too nice to rub it in my face. He wasn’t like Miles. Yael sighed, taking off his leather soft smelling jacket and placed it on my shoulders, warming me up immediately. Still I couldn’t meet his eyes.

“Thanks,” I said, as he sat beside me, noticing that his hair was growing longer, his man bun was progressing slowly.

Yael could have been a model for sure; he had the looks, though for sure his father wasn’t into it. I knew it because of Rocky’s complaint about the way Mr. Velasquez was too strict on Yael.

“Cameron called,” he informed me with a little hesitation, maybe trying to keep me calm. I didn’t want to be annoyed by a guy like Cameron Derwood anymore. I had to keep my sanity and health a priority.

“So, I figured you’d be here,” he continued after I didn’t say anything.

“So, you chose me instead of him? Isn’t that betrayal?” I asked, figuring that if Cameron called him, it was because he wanted someone to hang out and probably confess that his date had been a failure. Someone like Yael, he would listen quietly without making him feel bad like Miles and Angel would. Why do you have to be so damn nice? I glared at Yael. He smiled like he understood what I was thinking.

“I would never betray Cameron,” he reaffirmed, which kind of surprised me.

“We grew up together. I know why he is the way he is, even if I don’t approve it, but I can’t stop him. After all, everyone has their own battle to fight,” Yael explained. His warming voice made me feel better. He was right. Yael was a great friend, better than Cameron was to him for sure. Taking a look at his phone, he smiled and showed it to me.

“We’re just lost and fucked up,” Yael said with a tender tone that irritated me.

I was frustrated, wondering if Rocky ever mentioned anything to Yael. Wouldn’t that be betrayal on him? I felt disgusted because it was obvious that Yael had no idea. He wouldn’t allow Cameron to play with his sister. “Take her home,” Cameron had texted him. That simple text made me furious but Yael was right. We were all fucked up, some more than others. I sighed heavily.

“Should we go?” Yael asked.

Then I took a look at Yael who was such a good friend. He was doing anything to make his friend feel better. I was glad I had him, but I hated that he was kept in the dark. It made me angry with Rocky because Yael didn’t deserve this. I’m sorry for not telling you either, I silently apologized to him.

Getting up from the ground, he reached a hand out to help me to my feet. My body was numbed with the cold, but I felt much better with Yael there. I took a look at the place where I had my first and last encounter with Cameron Derwood. My heart stabbed lightly, but it didn’t feel so bad anymore.

“Why aren’t you with the person you love?” I asked Yael as we made our way to his car. Yael walked quietly for a moment. His brown eyes looked deep in thoughts. Although he didn’t have things to be ashamed of, Yael did play with some girls. He was never as proud as the rest of them were though. Yael was always quiet and anyone ever hardly knew about his relationships.

“I chose my friendship with Cameron over love,” he answered, which made me think of Rocky. My God, I hate them!

Why did she say anything to me? Was she choosing to tell me the truth to stop me because she cared about me? Or was she trying to stop me because she cared about Cameron? Was it because of friendship or love? I exhaled to release my anger and moved on with Yael.





Chapter 23

Sunday was a perfect day. I could sleep all day and no one would really mind, especially my parents. I couldn’t stop one or two tears at the memory of Cameron’s arms, his temperature, the places he touched. It made my soul tremble to remember the so vivid night. If I had let him continue, either I would have woken up in a hospital or dead already. I hugged tightly to Mimi, trying not to cry anymore. Cameron was just my friend; I knew he played with girls all the time. Not even once I imagined that I could captivate him. The thought made my heart hurt. Mimi barked happily calling for my attention.

Looking at her, I understood how much my parents wanted to make me happy before I die. Having a dog was always out of the question. This was the only thing they denied me until I came home with Mimi. They looked at me with sad eyes and let me keep her. I sighed sadly, trying to imagine how many times they had ignored their own feelings just to make their dying daughter happy. With Michael Jackson’s ‘Man in the Mirror,’ I closed my eyes and just lay quietly for a moment.

“What are you doing sulking here by yourself?” Rocky slammed the door open. Mimi hid under the bed in shock. but kept barking furiously at Rocky and for the first time I didn’t stop her.

Tanya was one step behind her, she looked worried. Thank God Tanya was with her because I would have slammed the door in Rocky’s face. The last person I wanted to see and have a heart-to-heart conversation was with her. My discord wasn’t just for me or Cameron, now it was also for her brother. I would gladly have spent my time with Yael rather than Rocky.

“You scared her,” I said, trying to make my voice sound bored when actually I was surprised to see Rocky of all people. She stayed by the door as Tanya came forward and wrapped her arms around me. It felt nice. I knew she would never do something as awful as Rocky did. Not only to me, but to the rest involved.

“What happened to you?” Rocky asked in an annoyed tone that irritated me more.

I kept my eyes on her, just to make sure I wasn’t imagining anything. I was pretty damn sure I hadn’t dreamed of everything Rocky said to me a night before, and now she was acting like it didn’t matter. I was frustrated, and her attitude was making it worse. Rocky was just as shameless as Cameron was. In a way, I could see how perfect they were for each other.

“Nothing happened to me,” I answered her with obvious saltiness. I couldn’t help it.

The nerve she had to come to my house and pretend to be worried was really pissing me off. I was doubting how much Rocky cared about our friendship. It was clear that Tanya had no idea. She was just as clueless as I was until now. If Rocky already knew I was in love with Cameron, why cover it up? I stopped as I caught sight of myself in the mirror.

No wonder Tanya looked worried. I looked pathetic and lifeless. My brown hair was all over my face like a bird’s nest. Big dark circles under my eyes, and pink at the edges, like I had a severe case of pink eye. I looked puffy and foolish, a sight funny to see. Now I looked sick though, pale and thin. I didn’t look like this before. Before I realized I was ill. Knowing kills you, I said to myself.

“I look horrible,” I sank myself into bed again. Why was I letting this get to me? I let the disappointment kick me right in the gut, even when I had problems bigger than any of this. Fighting to live was a bigger battle than someone’s love.

“Look, stop sulking for some stupid jerk. Cameron is not special. The guy is lucky to be hot, but inside there’s nothing. He’s just an empty shell, and you’re way better than that, better than anyone, Samantha,” Tanya didn’t hide the hate she felt for Cameron. It was funny sometimes, but now she couldn’t be more right. Grabbing my hair and tidying up into a messy bun, she smiled gently. I loved Tanya, if she hadn’t been there for me. I would have lost myself.

“Come on, let’s get out of here,” she said, grabbing my wallet and pulling me out of my room. Passing through my parents watching TV in the living room, they both glanced up and waved goodbye. Mimi ran to them and settled in the middle of my dad’s legs.

“Wait, Rocky…” I said, trying not to get too agitated and trying to keep Tanya out of our mess. She stopped quietly.

“Why are you here?” I asked, wondering if she was lying about the whole thing. That wouldn’t mean I’d run to Cameron’s arms happily, but it didn’t make sense if she knew I was going to die soon, why hurt me like this?

“I’m sorry,” Rocky said, handing me a pair of black shades to shield my eyes from the sun.

“I’ve always known that you like Cameron. At first, I was mad, really mad… but I don’t want to regret anything. Keeping this from you, I don’t want to,” she continued, taking my hand. It trembled for a quick second.

“So, when the time comes, you don’t want to regret that I wasn’t happy because of you?” I asked, trying to make sure I wasn’t saying anything to warn Tanya. I wasn’t prepared to tell her yet. Rocky didn’t say anything more.

“Can you guys stop talking about Cameron?” Tanya encouraged, annoyed by the way things had turned out. Even if she hated Cameron, Tanya was rooting for me.

“Seriously, male species are all the same. If they like someone, they start from the face, pretty eyes, perfect lips, then it moves down to your legs, then it goes back up to your ass, and as far as I’m concerned, Samantha has all the right traits. You just cover them, don’t you?” Tanya argued; her eyes narrowed, accusing me. She was right; I wore loose T-shirts because I felt aggravated when guys noticed my not-flat-chest-anymore. To me, it was disgusting to hear Miles and Angel talk about a girls’ ass all the time. Freaking jerks.

“That’s the thing, Samantha. You don’t try! Your sister tries hard to keep herself pretty? You could do it too. It’s just that you don’t try hard enough,” Tanya said with a gentle smile. Rocky agreed quietly.

They were right though, since Aubrey grew her boobs and noticed how guys looked at her, she woke up very early in the morning to get ready for school. Doing exercise to keep herself in shape, everything she did was to make herself beautiful. Every girl in school was the same. I just had to focus on something else other than my unfortunate fate. How about looking good for me, enjoy every moment with my friends, enjoy every moment I could get of life before it ended.

“Okay, I got it,” I said, taking in a deep breath. I smiled for the first time, forgetting my misery and opting for a change.

A few hours later, I stood in front of the mirror again. My eyes were wide with shock. With some ice, the puffiness had almost disappeared. Letting Tanya and even Rocky console me had given me good results. A new me stood in front of the mirror and to my surprise I liked it.

My green eyes that now were covered with eyeliner looked deeper and captivating. They stand out more, though that wasn’t the main difference. My cheeks were always lightly pink. My lips covered with lip-gloss, but my brown hair was completely gone. Now it was blonde and wavy up to my shoulders. The red and black-laced cocktail dress looked better than I thought it would look. It wasn’t bad and for once I felt different. I felt like I fit in with my friends.

Dyeing my hair didn’t have any special meaning; it was just that I wanted to try to get in trouble for once. My time was running out and I never got in real trouble. I didn’t know what that felt like. Maybe my parents would finally yell at me, ground me, or take away my privileges. It was something to make me feel normal. Maybe even Aubrey could feel better if she saw me finally getting in trouble for doing something stupid, or she would hate me more if I could get away with it. I was never going to change in my sister’s eyes.

“I really am sorry for not being honest and letting you come this far,” Rocky started again when Tanya was in the bathroom.

“I just want you to know. Cameron is not a bad person. Believe it or not, he gave me back the confidence I was missing when I broke up with Thomas,” she said while I tried to get used to looking at my blonde hair.

I remembered the many times Tanya and I tried to make her feel better and get on with life after Rocky broke up with Thomas. He was a good guy but never got close to any of us after he ended his relationship with Rocky, which was weird because we were classmates for a long time. And all of a sudden, he stopped talking to us all.

“My heart was broken and weak. He was just being nice by not rejecting me. In the end, you can say that I took advantage of the moment,” she shamelessly said. I was disgusted with the way Rocky, my best friend was saying it, that for the first time in the many years I had of knowing Rocky. I didn’t feel like she was my friend at all.

“Are you trying to justify the fact that he got what he wanted? Probably not with you, because you gave it to him and he didn’t even have to ask,” I said, obviously trying to return one percent of the pain she made me feel. Her eyes widened with shock for a quick second. I went for more. I needed more, Rocky took the first step to destroy our friendship.

“But it’s what he wants with the rest. Even with me… the difference is, with me he had to ask and play all his dating bullshit. With you, well… you tell me, Rocky?” I didn’t care anymore. I wanted to tell her, rub it in her face that my change had nothing to do with being heartbroken. Looks meant nothing to Cameron Derwood.

“Who are you trying to save? Me? You? Or him? For what I know, we’re all going to hell Rocky. So, no hard feelings,” I said, turning to walk away before she could say something more painful. I ran away and regretted everything I said, although, that’s something I wasn’t going to admit to her. Not after she messed up our friendship like she did.





Chapter 24

“Do I look weird?” I asked Tanya, feeling everybody staring in my direction. My hair had changed, but makeup wasn’t allowed in our school, well, not that the girls cared. The uniform did look better in the morning that I put it on. I didn’t think I would attract too much attention or if people noticed me enough to care, but apparently, since my incident in the pool, I did gather some popularity. To Aubrey’s misfortune.

“You’re not weird, you’re cute,” Tanya praised me proudly of her work.

For the first time, going to school without the group felt refreshing. Trying to avoid the bothersome and stupid jokes about my new look. Avoiding Miles most of all, I didn’t want to deal his brainless comments. Honestly, Tanya was right, with my new look, something changed in me as well. I could feel a little courage making me stronger. I did feel like I could face Cameron and pretend like we never went into that ‘date.’ I could still joke with him, laugh at his stupid jokes. After all, there was something I did want to accomplish in the lifetime I had. Be happy and make memories with all of them.

Having no one to be with in first class was depressing; I never rely on good luck, clearly, that wasn’t on my side. Tanya and I only shared two classes, P.E. Class and Biology. With Rocky, none and now I thanked God for that. Coming back to my depressing teacher handing us out painful poems almost made me want to skip class for the first time. Actually, I was never alone. Cameron was there in all my classes, my neighbor in every class. It was silly to think that a few days back I could be excited to share classes with him, now, not so much.

Although it was inevitable that he would be there, I took a deep breath immediately after I stepped into the classroom. Taking a minute to focus, I turned back to take a look at him. Cameron was quietly sitting in his usual spot, listening to Miles brag about something stupid I bet. Just a quick second was enough to notice the surprise in his honey eyes. I turned quickly and walked to my seat pretending like he wasn’t there.

“Hey, what happened to you?” Angel asked, evidently surprised to see me.

“Nothing, what happened to you?” I returned the question, ignoring Cameron’s eyes on me.

Yael greeted me and got off my seat, motioning me to take it. I smiled at him and nodded. I liked Yael. He would never make stupid comments or make the atmosphere uncomfortable for anyone. It felt nice when the ones around us were acting like apes. He was my new best friend.

“Looks awesome,” he said with a wink before going back to his seat.

“Thanks,” I said, feeling great and fresh, thanks to him.

The bell rang the first time as a warning for everyone to get ready for class. Yael, Miles, and Angel retreated to their assigned seats, turning my phone off and getting ready for class. I glanced up to catch Cameron’s eyes piercing me. His face was emotionless again, his lips forming a straight line, his brows holding his perfect angle. I held in his glare with confidence. I placed my book in front of me, without letting go of his eyes. I wasn’t going to let him disturb my heart and ruin the little time I had. The corner of his mouth curled up into an evil smirk, immediately sending chill through my spine, making my heart lightly thump. Stop it heart, I scolded it.

“You really take no pain in showing your hatred toward me now, huh?” his voice serious, almost unrecognizable.

It shocked me a little. I clearly didn’t hate him, but playing his game could literally get me killed. I couldn’t let myself be weak around him anymore. After all, if what Rocky said was true, they were both guilty. I couldn’t just forgive one and treat the other like an enemy. I didn’t have time for enemies.

Although I was hurt, I didn’t want Cameron to think I hated him. That wasn’t the case at all. I still wanted to be his friend. The same way I still wanted to be friends with Rocky. I couldn’t imagine the couple of years I had left without talking to any of them. He was part of the memories I wanted to make, even if it wasn’t like I wanted, and maybe it was the best for both. I wanted to keep my life normal, and normal meant to keep it like nothing ever happened between us.

. There was nothing but disappointment in Cameron’s eyes, like I had done something unforgettable. Yael swung his hand over his head to get his attention, as the bell rang again to start class.

Mr. Gailes entered the room and together with him was a gorgeous-looking man. Everyone stopped what they were doing to see who this new person was. He had black silky hair, hazel eyes, pale skin, and a piercing gaze. A kind of look that would melt anyone until you spill all your secret with no guiltiness. His black vest suit made him look like a classic Italian actor. The whole room went in silence, girls whispering and giggling. Boys probably started to feel jealous.

Quickly glancing at Cameron, his body seemed rigid on his seat, his hands made into tight fists. I turned my attention to the man next to Mr. Gailes. Cameron and him had some kind of far resemblance. Miles waved at him like he knew him, so did Angel and Yael. Then I knew. He was close to them.

“Class, this is Mr. Michael Derwood,” Mr. Gailes introduced him and waited for the class to greet him in unison. He nodded with a captivating smile.

“He’s the new counselor for the Sophomore Class. He came to talk to one of you, in particular, so I just wanted to introduce him to you in advance… Take it away, Mr. Derwood,” Mr. Gailes said, a bittersweet tone playing in his voice. Yeah, jealous. I confirmed.

I was one of the few sophomores in the advanced classes. Most of them were full with seniors and juniors, which included Cameron, Yael, Miles, and Angel. Aubrey as well, but thank God, she didn’t make in the advanced courses. My classmates were in mix discussions, girls liked the new counselor, and boys hated him. I didn’t care anyway. To me he was just a normal guy with good looks. Another Derwood.

“Good morning, guys. Like Mr. Gailes mentioned, I’m the tenth-grade counselor, but that doesn’t mean I can’t be of any help for anyone of you. So, if you need any help, don’t hesitate to look for me. Alright?” Mr. Derwood said in a very mannered voice.

I kind of figured out why Cameron was surprised to see a member of his family there. Hearing everybody starting to comment about Mr. Derwood, I took a deep breath and prepared myself for class.

“Well, I came to take one of you away now, but we can chat later any time,” he said with an inviting smile. I wanted to roll my eyes at his nonchalant attitude, a Derwood for sure.

For some reason, I remembered an episode of the Digrassi, the TV show. I wasn’t a fan of it, but I knew it was pure school drama. Tanya told me once about the teachers being too cute to lure the students and how much she was dying to see that in real life. Although there was always a good-looking teacher, looking at Michael, I could imagine Tanya melting for him. The thought made me smile.

“Take me with you!” some girl in the back-row cried. I laughed, imagining that was Tanya.

“I would, but the lucky one this time is… Samantha Collins!” he called out, erasing my stupid smile completely. I sighed in defeat. Just great, I thought. The whole room went silent again. Girls, for once, were feeling jealous of me. I lowered my face enough to keep an eye on Mr. Gailes.

“Samantha,” he nodded, giving me permission to leave the classroom.

I nodded back and got up from my seat. I could feel everybody’s glares on me, making it awkward to keep myself calm. There was one glare in especial that felt like it was burning my skin. His. I knew Cameron was piercing me, there was something distinct in the way I could sense his eyes on me. Pretending I didn’t notice, I walked in front of the class and smiled weakly at Mr. Derwood.

“Behave yourself, Sammy,” Miles whispered with his annoying encouraging voice. I glared at him, wanting to cuss him out, but I had to save it for later.

“Asshole,” I whispered to him. He smiled like he didn’t hear me at all. Instead, he gave me a thumbs up. Rolling my eyes, I made my way into the hallway.





Chapter 25

Quietly walking behind the new counselor, I noticed the resemblance he had with Cameron. Although his hair was shorter and neater, they had the same posture when they walked. There was only one reason for me to talk to a psychologist, one good reason, someone to help me cope with the truth if my parents ever decided to tell me anything. I needed to be prepared for whenever that time come. I sighed exhaustedly. Pretending was exhausting. Pretending not to know my life was fading right in my hands, pretending that nothing hurt me. Maybe it was for the better to just be clear and let everyone know. Either way, the end was going to be the same with or without people’s pity. I sighed again, annoyed by my lack of strength. This was what killed people in the first place, the depression that came with it.

“Come on in,” Mr. Derwood encouraged, opening the door to his office. Even when his tone was extremely friendly, something in his eyes was a little intimidating.

I smiled nervously, hugging myself to keep my heart rate even. With two years in Horizon High, I never, not once, saw the need to talk to a counselor. Of course, before, I didn’t have anything to worry about, except for homework and the fights with my sister. The normal family drama but, since that day, talking to someone like Mr. Derwood didn’t sound so bad. I needed someone to help me understand why God worked the way He did.

“Don’t look so serious. You’re not in trouble, yet…” he said with a playful tone, pointing at the comfortable chair in front of his desk. His chair. He smiled gently, but in a way, it looked too familiar and friendly. That would make any girl fall for him. After all, he was Cameron’s relative.

“Are you really a counselor?” I asked doubtfully. I knew doctors had to study a lot before they could get a degree or a doctorate. He didn’t look very old to be a doctor at all. Though there was the possibility that he was a genius. That’s also in Cameron’s genes, so it wouldn’t be too surprising. He laughed freely which relaxed me a little.

“Looks like you don’t let anything escape, do you? Samantha,” he said, captivating me with a warm, friendly feeling. Taking a sit in his chair, I glanced around for a moment.

“I’m not, yet. But working with you kids for two months is my final test,” he explained with another breathtaking smile, making me want to talk to him more and let all my worries out. He was doing his job very well.

“And how old are you?” I asked without thinking. Taking a look at a young portrait of himself with a way younger boy, my eyes widened in shock to see the beautiful angelical smile of an innocent Cameron. My heart reacted wildly to it. Mr. Derwood laughed again taking my concentration away.

“I’m supposed to ask the questions, remember?” he answered between chuckles, taking a seat on the chair that would be mine. He leaned forward with an enthusiastic grin.

“Right,” I said, feeling a little embarrassed because I knew he caught me staring at the picture.

“So, why am I here? Mr. Derwood,” I asked, soon forgetting the embarrassment. He stopped smiling, and I knew why I was there. His eyes looked at me in the same way Yael did, full of compassion, compassion for someone that was dying.

“Call me, Mike.” Although he said that, I couldn’t ignore the fact that he probably did it because he felt sorry for me. Pity.

“This is the reason you’re here,” he said, handing me a yellow piece of paper. I recognized the paper even if I didn’t have it in my hands yet.

“A new schedule?” My eyes narrowed looking at the piece of paper. His hazel eyes were touched by the sunlight. They looked mesmerizing and thoughtful.

“Last week, your parents were here,” he started as I took my new schedule.

“After what happened with you in gym class.” Of course, if Mike knew my condition then that meant all the school staff knew, but as a request from my parents, they were keeping it a secret. It hurt me to know that my parents were going through all this trouble so I could have a normal life.

“So, the school decided that the best for you right now is to change that class.” Mike was being careful about not letting me find out my fate. He probably thought I didn’t know. That made me painfully sad. I wanted someone to be nice to me because of me, not because I was dying.

“In this school having a physical activity credit to graduate is a requirement, but for your situation, the school will give you another class instead,” he explained in a very compassionate voice. Just what I needed, so this was it. My parents were trying to build a world where I didn’t have to force myself too much because if I did, it meant the end. My end.

“My situation,” the words were on repeat in my mind. Everything was the same in my schedule, the same time, same classes. I was going to keep my advanced courses and be Cameron’s neighbor in every class we had together. Except P. E.

“I checked your files. It seems you were a brunette just a while ago. Why did you change to blonde? You don’t look so happy with your new appearance,” he asked, making me think deeply about my motives.

I would have to go with the typical answer. A broken heart meant a new start, a new look for a new me. If some people knew about me going on a date with Cameron, they probably thought I had the same ending every girl he dated had, although it wasn’t true. I didn’t end like that. I was heartbroken, but I had been heartbroken since I was born. Heartbroken because I couldn’t live the life I wanted to live. Grow, swim, and live free.

“I love swimming. Being in the water made me feel free and that I don’t need to breathe too much to stay alive,” I started.

“Turns out my parents go around in circles trying to make me change my mind…” my eyes on the piece of yellow paper, taking a deep breath to swallow the knot gathering in my throat. I stopped to see if Mike was paying attention. He was. His eyes were completely looking at me, at my pain, my worries, and my soul.

“They never scold me. Or at least give me a little lecture, you know. Since I can remember, I’ve never heard my mom yell at me, never. What’s normal about that?” I said, remembering that even when I got home for dinner with my new hairstyle, my mom took a minute to control her surprise and then smiled gently, telling me I looked great.

“My dad, he has this scary look sometimes. A look that would shut anyone down, but when he looks at me… He shows this gentle face that makes him look younger. He looks at me like I’m something fragile, something that will disappear at any time,” I said, going back to how many times I tried to do something reckless but Dad would talk to me very carefully. He was always using his best words to make me understand that I was in trouble. I smiled but my heart squeezed holding in the tears.

“Don’t you think if they want me to be normal, they should at least make me feel normal… Make me feel like other kids when they get in trouble? To be honest…” I paused to keep myself calm.

“I think they’re just afraid of saying the wrong thing and regretting it when I’m not here anymore. There’s a part of me that can’t stop thinking that they’re doing this because they want to look back into my life and say they protected me and let me have a good life.” It was shameful for me to accept my own thoughts.

I appreciated my parents for sacrificing most of their time for me, and I hated myself for letting the depression push me down to a point that made have ungrateful thoughts about them. But this was what came with facing the truth. Mike didn’t look at me in any way that would make me feel guilty. He leaned on his desk and waited for more.

“I don’t want to think like this, but they’ve never asked me what I want. They’re afraid of me saying what I want, because if they say no, when I’m gone, they’ll regret it. I can see it in their eyes.” My voice was just a sound of disappearance and loneliness.

Mike understood what I wanted, what I was feeling. And just that made me feel much better. I didn’t want anyone to tell me everything was going to be alright. I just wanted someone to listen without giving pitiful words of wisdom.

“God! You’re really good,” I admitted, trying my best to lighten up the heavy atmosphere.

He handed me a glass of water. There was something about him that made people feel free to say whatever they wanted, probably that was the reason he chose this career. His deep hazel eyes hypnotized people in a way every feeling was exposed.

“Just doing my job,” he said proudly, shrugging his shoulders innocently. Then he turned serious again.

“So, you know, you’re sick,” he confirmed. I looked at him and exhaled, tired of pretending.

“It’s my secret,” I told him, hoping for him to understand that just like everyone was keeping that secret from me, I was doing the same. He nodded with a confident smile.

“My dad used to say, ‘Illness doesn’t kill you until the ill person starts giving up slowly,’ and he might have been right because we never knew he was dying. He didn’t let us see through it,” Mike commented while going into some private memory, making him smile once more.

“You’re already letting people see through that wall. Why not let them accompany you through this? Give yourself something to fight for, like love.” He raised his brow.

I let out a stressful gasp out, feeling even more pathetic to have to admit to Cameron’s family member that I was in love with him. No way.

“Yeah right, like that would ever happen,” I said, not ready to let him know about it yet. Mike analyzed my expression for a moment.

“Well, while you think about what to do, I’ll be here. Anytime you want to talk about anything, feel free to drop by.” He left the door open for more. Just at the same moment, the bell rang. I sighed, a little relieved that there weren’t going to be any more questions. He nodded, approving. Then a thought slipped my mind.

“Are you related to Cameron?” I asked. Mike analyzed that for a second.

“Sorry, I wasn’t supposed to ask questions…” I said, feeling embarrassed, but he smiled.

“How’s your relationship with him?” he asked in a gentle voice. It meant they were. I laughed sourly. Great, just great, I answered with my mind.

“Have you met him?” I asked sarcastically. He chuckled.

“Yes, I have, unfortunately,” he said, shaking his head.

“Do me a favor. Don’t be so hard on him. That kid has his own issues to deal with,” he said, and something gentle crossed his eyes.

“Don’t we all?” I added.

“Seeing you with your new appearance, I’m pretty sure you stroke a nerve in him, which is not bad, but it may not be good either,” Mike said. I wanted to ask why. I wanted to know what Cameron’s issues were, but I didn’t want to get myself deeper into depression. I didn’t need this. To know more about him, to feel something deeper for him, I didn’t want to. Not with my limited time.





Chapter 26

Checking my new schedule, the only change I had was physical education. Now instead of it was nutrition or cooking. One good thing out of this was that I wouldn’t get to see Aubrey all over Cameron while she wore a swimsuit. There was always a good side to everything. I smiled thanking God. I got it, I said in my mind. I got the message.

The bell rang for second class. I didn’t feel like going to Geometry where I had to seat beside Cameron, again. I took my time going back to the classroom to get my stuff. One of the privileges this prestigious school had was some rooms were open only for one class; my first classroom was one of those. After talking to Mike, I needed some time alone to let everything sink in. Did I really want to die alone? Could I pretend until the end? What if my condition worsened and I had to be in the hospital more. Could I keep pretending like I wasn’t concerned?

“Depressing,” I said, dragging myself to the classroom.

“Sam.” Yael caught me by surprise.

He had an ability to find me at the best time. I felt better to see his brown eyes and his soft smile. Seriously his man bun was making a comeback on him. It didn’t look bad at all. But that was the way Yael was. A good-looking guy that would rock every style he wanted.

“Hi,” he greeted with a smile.

“Are you skipping class?” I asked. He was never up to skipping class. Even when his friends were total douchebags, Yael managed to turn out just fine. A good responsible guy, he shook his head like it was obvious.

“I forgot my book,” he answered with an embarrassed smile.

“Or maybe you just wanted to wait for me,” I said, giving a try to being funny.

Yael’s eyes widened with surprise for a moment. Then it occurred to me that maybe I wasn’t so wrong after all. He froze and so did I. Oh God.

“Got you!” he said with a huge playful grin.

My God! I gave him a slight smack on the shoulders and moved ahead of him to open the door. Like a guardian angel, Yael was always next to me in my most difficult times. Or maybe I was there for him when he needed me too.

My hand froze at the handle. My brain stopped functioning completely, trying to register the awfully disgusting pain building up from deep down my core all the way to my chest. The room was not empty like I thought it would be. The lights had been turned down, my eyes slowly adjusting to the dim light in the center of the room. His white shirt glowed with the light, making its way through the blinds. He had taken his blazer off. Leaning on Mr. Gailes’ desk, his shirt unbuttoned. My heart accelerated with a stinging stab.

“Samantha?” Yael called but stopped immediately when he noticed what I had seen.

His body stiffened behind me, shocked like I was. I could feel the tension growing in him. Coming to my side, his fists were tight. His reaction really made me think about that rumor about Aubrey going from Yael to Cameron. Maybe it was real. Yael’s reaction was definitely of jealousy and I felt bad for him. I was hurt for him.

I knew what kind of reputation Cameron had. I knew all he did, but seeing it with my own eyes. This was a first time. Stunned as I was, I knew I had to turn and walk away, but my knees wouldn’t respond to my orders. Stupidly I stood there holding the anger, pain, and hating my heart for beating so fast when that could kill me sooner.

Dumbfounded to see for myself, everything Aubrey bragged about, even Rocky. They weren’t lying. It was true and to prove it, she was right there with him. Locking her arms around Cameron’s neck, my mind was blank at this point. I wanted to slap myself for even believing or hoping that he was different.

Mike probably was just defending Cameron by saying he had a lot to deal with. Even Yael, but now he was just as shocked as I was. He was never worried about anything. He loved to mess around. This was his hobby. What really could happen to someone like that? Annoyed with myself, I sucked in a deep breath to gain some courage, weakly managing to turn back to walk away.

“Yael, get the hell out!” Aubrey hissed, not sounding surprised at all. Her voice was like an ambulance siren. It was loud and annoying. I hated the way Aubrey would always make herself feel better by stepping on me. I didn’t hate her though. Pity was all I could feel for her. She wanted something I had, the attention of our parents. She just wanted from everyone was she couldn’t get at home. My illness was condemning, not only for me but also for my sister that had nothing to suffer for.

“Stay calm…” Yael whispered with a soothing tone that I hated.

I knew my face would give me away, but I had to fight because I wasn’t going to allow anyone to see me suffer. All I had left was pride. I was strong enough to cover my real feelings. Cameron’s intense eyes for the first time looked a little surprise, but Aubrey, of course, she would be enjoying to see my face. With a disgusting proud look on her face, she grinned at me.

I wanted to yell at Cameron, tell him everything no girl had ever dare to say to him. At least with that he would remember me, even when I wouldn’t be there anymore. My chest throbbed; I winced, but I swallowed the knot chucking me down. Although I had more control now, I could feel it. Shocked as I was, I turned my attention to Yael who was frozen with a look I could not understand.

He looked defeated, rejected, and almost broken. It hurt me to see him like that and also made me want to make Cameron feel a little of what he had made his best friend feel. What he had made me feel, what he had my best friend feel. He needed to learn a lesson.

“Why don’t you give us some privacy? Cameron and I are in the middle of something,” Aubrey said, enjoying the moment. Remembering our argument a few days back, I knew I couldn’t let her see me weak. She deserved to regret after I die. Realizing my own thoughts, I shook my head.

“I just need my stuff for next class. It’ll take a second,” I said, moving toward my desk, trying not to make eye contact or stumble with my shaken legs.

“Sam…” Yael sounded worried. I knew it. I could feel the pain rising, but what could I do to control it? I was angry, hurt, and disgusted.

“I’m just getting my things!” I clarified to him. I knew my tone was not fair to him, but I was losing it. I hated that he was worried about me when he was hurt as well. Cameron finally opened his mouth to say something.

“Aubrey, Yael.” His voice was flat, almost angry.

“I guess we can do this later,” he said in his cool tone. I guess as a gesture for Aubrey to leave.

His eyes were on me, as I gracefully collected my books. Yael was confused but sighed with some kind of relief, which puzzled me even more. Why was Yael still doing what Cameron pleased even when he saw what he was doing to someone he cared about? Was he relieved that they didn’t get to continue?

“What, you’re kidding, right?!” Aubrey shouted at him.

Cameron showed no reaction at her hysteric emotions. Aubrey glared at me furiously. Yael glanced at me with some type of realization in his eyes. He smiled only at me and nodded, which I didn’t understand. Was he going to leave like Cameron had ordered? Leave me alone with him?

“Aubrey, do you want the teachers to hear? Get out,” Cameron said in a calm voice but somehow sending chills through my body. Maybe, it did on Aubrey’s as well. Swallowing her pride, she turned and walked out.

Not before shoving Yael to the side, Yael turned to me with a pleading look I didn’t understand. I swallowed my pain and turned for the door feeling betrayed by Yael for leaving me behind. Of course, he would choose Cameron’s side before mine. He had chosen him way before, why not now as well. Shaking my head holding in anger, I hoped and prayed to God that he wouldn’t make this difficult for me.

I stopped as Cameron stood in my way. His intense honey-colored eyes were gazing deeply into mine. It made me nervous and self-conscious. Trying to convince myself that I was stronger to hold in his games, I stood in front of him refusing to give in my stand. After a moment, his lips curled into a smile, a playful smirk, full of satisfaction. Reaching a hand out for my hair, automatically my body moved a step back but still holding his gaze, I actually surprised myself. I liked it. I wanted to show him I wasn’t the same as my sister or even Rocky. I thanked God for giving me courage, though I knew that later I might have to pay for it.

“Keep your hands to yourself,” I warned, imitating his cool, unbothered voice. It was difficult but I had to show him. He wasn’t going to play with me. Cameron retreated his hand and smiled, but his eyes were darts piercing my skin.

“You didn’t refuse on Saturday,” he reminded me, cold, and sharpness as he tried to bring back the memories.

It just made me furious. I was hurt. I was in love with him, yet it was clear that he knew nothing about it. To him, I was just a game like everyone else was. He did hit me low though, stepping on my dignity. It hurt and it felt revolting. The anger was making my heart hurt even more, reminding me that this was the only thing I really needed to care about. I sucked in a deep breath and built a wall.

“I don’t understand you, Cameron. Are you that empty inside? Fucking with people’s feelings so you can feed that pathetic pride of yours… Don’t you have someone you love? Have you ever felt love for anyone? How about your mother? Do you treat her like you treat other women?” I said, hoping to be as cold and hateful as he was.

Trying to move away from him and make it to the door, but once again Cameron stopped me. He was furious like never before. Eyes full of a deep and cold resentment that was beyond what I thought I would see in him. His well-defined jawbone trembled with fury. The corner of his right brow twitched which was a sign of rage. I’ve crossed the line. I knew it as soon he grabbed my wrist aggressively, trembling to contain his anger. My books slammed on the floor as he jerked me closer to him.

“Ow…” I complained, immediately feeling the blood rushing to my head. This is not good.

“What did that stupid guy say to you!? What did he say?!” he hissed for the first time. He looked painfully aggravated. I felt bad for him. Just like Mike and Yael said, there was something bothering Cameron. Something he kept from everyone.

His eyes piercing with accusation, gripping my wrist to the point of making me lose feeling all over my hand. He was hurting me, but he couldn’t see it. He was losing it.

“Answer me!” he demanded, shaking me violently. It was kind of scary to see him so worked up for the first time. My heart trembled with fear and confusion, but I had to hold it in.

“You’re hurting me, you fucking jerk!” I shouted back. My voice snapped him out of it. His eyes widened, surprised of what he was doing. Immediately, letting go of my wrist. I felt how something heavy dropped in my stomach. Feeling some circulation again, I bent down to pick up my books and to control my shaken knees.

“What the hell is wrong with you?” My voice was as shaken as my body was, but I had to keep calm because my heart had already had enough. He looked pale, horrified by something only he could understand. Something I didn’t want to understand anymore.

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to hurt you,” he whispered, honestly regretting his actions. Realizing that maybe Cameron had something he didn’t want people to know, just like I had, I understood the feeling, giving him a reassuring smile. It kind of made sense. He couldn’t be so perfect.

“Mike didn’t say anything. I’m sorry for opening my mouth without thinking,” I reassured him, although the memory of him and my sister was very fresh. I apologized but I wasn’t going to change back to my normal self so easily.

“Sorry if I said what I shouldn’t have. I’ll stay out of your business,” I said and walked out on him.

“Samantha!” he called out, but I didn’t turn to look at him.

“I’m really sorry for hurting you,” he apologized with a hint of sadness I wasn’t ready to see. I needed to be strong and not give in to my love for him.





Chapter 27

My cooking class felt refreshing and calm as I walked in. Mrs. Torres, my cooking teacher, looked very motherly-like. She handed me a book of recipes and sent me back to the last row. I sighed in relief. I didn’t have to be seated in the middle where I could be in the middle of everybody’s conversation. I could feel my new classmate’s stares, curious stares. I didn’t mind though. It was better than being tortured by my regular classmates. My heart could finally calm down.

I took a seat next to my new partner. He seemed like the very hard-working type. He had short spiky hair and serious blue eyes behind a pair of geeky glasses. An expressionless face that actually looked kind of cute. I was glad when he ignored me. I wanted to keep it that way. It was just normal.

The rest of the class was pretty quiet and enjoyable. I didn’t do much because I was new. I had to sit quietly and watch a group of girls walk us through a new Mango Isla dessert, ‘their creation.’ I needed some sugar after my stressful day.

The bell rang to end the day. My partner and I never shared a word. If felt so good and relaxing to be in a normal class with different people. Maybe this was what I needed. For my own good, I needed to stay away from the drama and the overrated attention. I thanked God for a place I didn’t have to pretend for anyone or worry about anyone. But due to my complicated relationship with God, I knew for sure my happiness wasn’t going to last.

Walking out of cooking class, I found Miles and Angel walking by. I stopped automatically to avoid them. I wasn’t in the mood to have a giggly conversation with those clowns. I was enjoying my quiet paradise. Please, God, I pleaded. I had enough for one day. Can I just have the rest of the day free?

A couple of days passed and cooking class was my little paradise, something I didn’t want to talk about, not even with Rocky or Tanya. Every day around my third class, I couldn’t wait to get out and breathe new air. I walked into the jungle that was my history class, before Mr. Wales walked in. As always, he took his sweet time. I couldn’t blame him if he needed extra meditation before this specific class. Sometimes he looked like he couldn’t handle his student and he just wanted to run off. Just like Mr. Gailes. I really felt sorry for them. My presence wasn’t that notable but I did my best to make it easy for them to make it through the class.

Taking my usual seat, I did a few breathing exercises, trying to create a bubble around me to block every voice, every glance, and every image so I could make it through the day. Of course, that was kind of impossible when Miles was around. Just like a monkey, he jumped on the empty seat in front of mine, making me flinch back, and my heart throbbed, hurting me a little. I glared at him.

“Miles!” I called out, not caring to hide my anger with him.

With his spiky blond hair and his blue eyes, Miles had God to thank for giving him the beauty of having a baby face, even when he was old enough to behave. He never did though, apparently having a face of a fifteen-year-old kid made him happy and he never had the need to mature. He grinned his devilish grin that warned me that nothing good was coming out of his mouth.

“Miles, is it that hard for you to keep your ass in your seat?!” I hissed at him, pushing his face away from mine. He loved to get close to my personal space and I hated that. I really wanted to punch him, instead of pushing him. He loved to get on my nerves. It was the best hobby he had, and even when I tried my best not to give in to his stupidity, I couldn’t. The guy was too good at being a nuisance.

“So, Sam, I been meaning to thank you,” he grinned, totally ignoring my comment and getting on to his job: to annoy me. His idiotic voice like a painful kid’s song, even if it didn’t make sense, it never went away. Miles was cute, but a devil and that was something he was proud of.

“Why?” I asked, bored and annoyed at his closeness. I started to tap my pencil on his forehead, not that he would hate that.

“Thanks to you, I won the bet,” he announced, innocently grinning.

I rolled my eyes and ignored him. I didn’t want to know what his new idea had been and how I was part of it. I was sure it couldn’t be anything good. But of course, Miles couldn’t care less about anyone but his entertainment.

“Cam couldn’t get any from you. Even when you changed your appearance, you still have no interest in men. Sam, are you gay? Like Yael?” he asked and laughed at the same time.

Leaning forward again, his excited grin made me furious. I knew it was bad to get agitated, but I couldn’t help it. I was also shocked that he would ever say anything about Yael. From all of us, Yael seemed to be the less bullied. Automatically glancing at Yael, he looked back but he had no reaction at all. He was used to Miles’ childish behavior and it just enraged me more.

“What the hell are you talking about, Miles?” I asked, slamming my hands on the desk. It made me furious to realize how stupid I had been, to believe for one second that Cameron wouldn’t do that to me.

“I made a bet with Cameron. He wouldn’t have the guts to, you know…” he said, evading my gaze. He knew he was talking more than he was supposed to, but he kept going anyway.

“Plus, you’re kind of our friend, though he thinks all women are the same. I guess you’re not because you made him actually lose a bet,” Miles said, his voice proud of saying he won a bet against Cameron Derwood.

“Miles, would you shut the fuck up? Why are you telling her?!” Angel threw an eraser at his forehead. Miles glared at him, rubbing his head.

“What?! Sam’s our buddy, right, Sam? And if she’s into women, we support you, okay?” Miles said, giving me his puppy-dog eyes, waiting for me to reassure him. I wasn’t going to repeat what he said. I was forcing my heart to keep its balance. Please, stop talking, I begged inside. I took a deep breath and fixed my hair behind my ear.

“So, tell me, isn’t Cameron your type? Nobody says ‘no’ to him, except you.” My mind was turning into a fuss with all the attacking questions Miles was throwing at me.

He burst my bubble. He was breaking my already shitty heart. I wanted to scream, to punch myself in the gut for being stupid and naïve. Almost at the point of a heart attack, a sharp ring in my ears blocked everything, except his voice.

“She’s not like other girls. Samantha would never like someone like me, but she’s not into girls either, you dumbass.” Cameron’s voice registered in my brain.

One part of me felt angry for knowing that he would do to me the same thing he did with other girls. The other part just felt hurt, because I was like all the girls; I liked him. Although we spent all classes together, this one was the first time in a while that Cameron got close to me and kind of said something directly to me. My heart bumped at his closeness, but it was disgraceful. The feeling was something I didn’t want to feel anymore, something I didn’t enjoy and was killing me slowly.





Chapter 28

Time kept moving. Slowly I got back to my normal rhythm. Cameron and I didn’t share a word if not necessary. In a way, I kept my distance from everyone, even Rocky. Yael was the only one I needed, not because he was my regular ride for my ‘checkups’ but because it turned out that I was more comfortable with him than with anyone else. I didn’t have to keep secrets from him and he cared for me for who I was. Although there were hints of pity, I ignored them because I knew him too. I just had to wait for him to admit and feel ready to bring his truth out.

Tanya was always my partner, but I avoided the conversation about Rocky and me. Explaining why we had stopped being as close as we used to be was something I didn’t want Tanya to know. That was just going to make everything even more awkward. She never asked, and that’s what I loved about her. She was there if I needed her, but never questioned me if I didn’t want to talk.

I didn’t ask Dr. Jackson why I had to keep visiting all the time. I knew the reason. If I asked, he would just lie. To make things easier I just did what he said. Now that I didn’t have gym class, I felt less agitated. Cooking class turned out to be fun. I enjoyed my time cooking with my quiet partner, who actually made really good dishes, it turned out pretty exciting.

At home, it was always the same routine. I heard rumors going in school about Cameron getting whatever he wanted from Aubrey and now he didn’t want her anymore. That caused her mood swings to reach a new level. She was worse than ever. Always making our parents stress over nothing but crap, she always got the wrong attention. But that’s all she wanted.

It was finally spring. The sun seemed to shine brighter and warmer. It lightened my mood. Finally I was having time to myself. Taking Mimi for a walk in the park, I sat on the grass and let her free.

Relaxing myself, I breathe in fresh air, let the sun warm my skin. Opening my lungs slowly, feeling the light stab in my heart, I stopped. It irritated me sometimes, how something so small like breathing would hurt me to the point of giving me chills. That made me miss swimming. Being in the water I could move without breathing, even if it was for a short moment, I enjoyed the lack of oxygen.

My hand over my chest, I tried one more time as a lump formed in my throat. Tears formed in my eyes, but I blamed the sun for it. I wanted to go back in time, to the time I could breathe in and could feel no danger at all, but in reality, there was never time like that. The pain just got worse because it was time to get worse.

“It hurts,” I whispered to myself. Mimi stopped in front of me, with her big eyes innocently staring at me.

“I’m crazy,” I said to her. She barked hysterically as I wiped a tear away. Immediately sensing my change in mood, she came forward to lick my hand.

“What’s wrong with you now?” I asked Mimi as the shadow over me made the puppy bark defensibly, making me turn and my heart hurt again.

“What’s up?” Cameron’s calm voice greeted us. His eyes lightened with the touch of the sun, his hair pointing in all directions. He looked lazy. In a way, it looked like he was competing with Yael for longer hair or for the man bun, but definitely, Cameron had much more to go. His hair was wild sometimes because of his bike, but it was always shiny and full of life.

“Mimi, stop!” I ordered her. The little puppy stopped barking and turned back to play with her bone.

Ignoring him, I kept my eyes on her as Cameron stayed quiet for a minute. Sitting down next to me, leaning on his hands, he kept looking at Mimi. His cologne took over the air.

“She looks happy,” he commented, looking at Mimi with satisfaction making me warm and happy inside but I shook my head to bring myself back to reality. I wasn’t going to fall for it. He was an asshole that kept betting on me.

“I hope she is,” I told him.

For a moment I wondered if my parents would take care of Mimi on my behalf. It was sad to imagine her looking for me but not finding anyone. Waiting for me like she always did. Sleeping alone because I wasn’t going to be with her anymore. The thought shredded my heart and made me want to cry. Keeping myself calm, I started breathing slowly. I caught Cameron gazing at my wrist. He was probably thinking of that time.

“I thought you’ll never talk to me again,” he said, turning his attention far away from me.

It wasn’t like there were rules or order in life and my feelings for him. I couldn’t just push him away. I was going to die with or without him. I wanted to be together no matter what. I wanted to have peace and just make it slowly to the end. I didn’t want to say goodbye to Cameron on bad terms, but I wasn’t going to allow my feelings to let him step on my pride and take my feelings for granted.

“You can’t help what you are,” I said, giving up on trying to push him away. He stayed silent next to me as we let Mimi play to her heart’s contentment.

After five minutes, Cameron got up from the ground. He reached his hand out to help me up. My weakness, his intense eyes gazing at me, made my heart squeeze. I took his hand and realized the feelings were still growing. It felt like I was riding a bike without breaks. I was afraid I couldn’t stop.

I was in love with Cameron because deep inside I could see the emptiness and loneliness that his healthy heart was holding. Taking a look at his phone, he glanced at me with a touch of disappointment.

“The gang is coming.” As soon as he finished his last word, in the distance the echo of Angel and Yael’s laughter was taking over, Miles cussing at them.

“Cam! There you are!” My heart jerked as my senses recognized the voice. Her voice. Aubrey appeared to slap me back to reality.

My mind went back to the bike. I felt like I was riding that bike and I just had realized the breaks were broken, knowing that I would fall and get seriously injured even if I kept riding it.

“I had to be with these idiots all over the place just to find you here…” Aubrey complained coming closer to us. Without wanting to see her face, I walked toward Mimi.

“I told you I was going to go get you,” Cameron reminded her with an indifferent tone. He didn’t care about Aubrey’s complains.

“Well, I’m here, so how ’bout we just get to it?” she asked. With the corner of my eye, I could see how she tangled her arm around his. Cameron pulled away as soon as they touched.

He wasn’t interested anymore. I sighed, trying to keep my normal attitude, but Aubrey was crossing the line day by day.

“I’m with Sa…” he tried, but I cut him off.

“I’m leaving. I have something to do.” I rushed my words out before he could say my name. He glanced my way. Something in his eyes made me regret pushing him away, but I wasn’t going to show him any type of interest. I was tired of my heart hurting from every little action he made. I needed peace. For a moment I really considered staying in the hospital. Staying away from the outside world, maybe then I wouldn’t feel anything and could be able to breathe normally again, although that sounded lonely.

“See, she has something to do. Let’s go!” Aubrey encouraged, again trying to hold his hand. There was a part of me that felt ashamed of being blood-related to her, but there was another part that understood that all Aubrey wanted was someone to care for her.

“Where you’re going?” Miles asked, his voice with a tone of annoyance.

I took a minute to think of an excuse to tell them, that I had to see my doctor because I was going to die soon. My eyes automatically searched for Yael. Our eyes connected and he knew where I was going.

“I’m taking Samantha home,” Yael offered. He looked like he was being dragged around the place by Miles and Angel.

“What is it with you people? Shit!” Miles cried in his idiotic voice.

“Cameron playing school with Aubrey, and lately you spent more time with this girl than any of us!” Miles said, poking Yael’s chest, complaining about being left out.

“Aw Miles, I thought you said Yael was gay, but the one crying for him is you.” I finally found the opportunity to get him back for his idiotic comments.

To my surprise apparently, none of them expected my comment. Everyone’s eyes were nothing but shocked. That’s when I realized I might not have said the right thing.

“What? Don’t tell me…” Angel tried to say something but Yael cut him off. Cameron’s gaze was on us but he didn’t make any comments.

“Okay, okay. Cameron, why don’t you go to Rubi’s and tutor Aubrey there, and I’ll be there when I drop Sam off,” Yael said to Cameron. He glanced at me for a quick second and then he turned back to Yael and nodded.

Yael gazed at me as well; I took a quick look at Aubrey who didn’t seem to care anymore. Miles was still annoyed but got his way and Angel was just quietly watching Miles’ jealous scene.

“Let’s go,” Yael almost shoved me away from them. Taking Mimi with me I started walking with him, without turning back to Cameron. Cautiously Yael placed his arm over my shoulder and leaned over to my ear, which for a moment froze me. His free hand was covering my nose.

“Lift your head. Your nose is bleeding,” he whispered and my heart jerked in alarm.

“It’s okay. Just keep walking,” he said. I could feel the hot blood making its way out of my nostrils. It felt disgusting and thick. Taking one step at a time, I made it out of the park, away from everyone.





Chapter 29

“Are you okay? You look kind of pale,” Yael asked. I hadn’t said a word during the whole trip to the hospital. Luckily, he carried a bandana with him, but now it was soaked with blood.

“I’m okay,” I lied but truth was that my heart kept strangely pounding. After the loss of blood, my head felt hollow.

I didn’t think I’d die from it though, but it sure felt like it. Putting a hand over my heart, Cameron came to my mind. I didn’t want to lose him, even if it meant me being in pain. At least I wanted to be close to him, so when I disappear he would at least remember my name.

“Can I ask you something?” I asked through my pressed nose which made Yael chuckle.

The silence between Yael and me broke. He was concentrating on the road while I recovered my strength. The radio was playing one of his favorite Spanish songs. Thanks to Yael, I was adventuring into his culture and I loved it. He always played nice old music for me. He said if I could understand what every song he played, I wouldn’t stop crying. Although his family was Salvadorian, his favorite artist was Leo Dan and Argentinian ballad singer, and every time he played his music I could feel what he meant. The passion and the melody were heart-touching. It calmed me and made me wonder about life, the perfect meditation was music. I could see Yael glancing at me from the corner of his eye. He nodded. Biting my lower lip, fixing my hair behind my ear, I turned my eyes to the window, avoiding Yael’s eyes.

“Has Cameron, you know…” I said but paused and started again.

“Ever been serious, about anyone?” I finished out of breath. Letting Yael feel more pity than he already did, I sucked in my shame.

“Forget it,” I said, in the end regretting opening my mouth. I just loved to torture myself with false hope, and I hated that.

“Sam,” Yael breathed out my name.

“Cameron doesn’t believe in things like love or relationships, and honestly, like I said before, for your own good, don’t misunderstand his interest as something serious,” he said carefully, trying not to hurt me. I smiled feeling stupid.

“To be honest, all those girls you hear about are not as innocent. Cameron just gives them what they ask for. Is not like he forces them to be with him. As a guy, we can’t say ‘no’ to a girl that throws herself at you,” Yael explained and it did make sense. It wasn’t like they were sexual predators. They were just weak to temptation.

“But you’re not like that… You hardly go out with anyone. That’s why Miles is such an asshole to you,” I commented. I did hate the senseless comment Miles made about anyone but for Yael, I felt the need to defend him because he was important to me.

“Maybe he’s right…” Yael said almost as a whisper. His eyes on the road narrowed. The music changed to a more relaxing song.

“The fact that I don’t feel anything when I’m with a girl is something I can’t change,” he said in the softest voice my broken heart could hear. My heart squeezed because admitting something as deep as this, Yael must have struggled like I did, but for his own condition.

“When you said you were also like me, you love someone you can’t be with, is the one you love …” I stopped. I couldn’t even get the name out of my throat. The shock, the truth, and the disbelief shuddered my soul, the way he defended only one person, the way he looked hurt when he was with my sister. No way. My eyes widened in shock.

“Cameron,” he whispered the word with a slightly shaky voice.

I wanted to scream and cry. How unfair life was going to get? To me, to Yael, and to Cameron. To know that I was in love with the same guy Yael was. The same guy Rocky had something with, the same guy my sister was messing with. This was a low blow to my soul, to my heart, and to my spirit. But what about Yael? I wanted to cry. I really wanted to cry at this moment. I didn’t want to complain to God, but I couldn’t understand his plan.

“Chill, Sam,” Yael soothed me, which it wasn’t fair at all.

Yael was there for Cameron, through the good and bad times, so he was for his sister, and for me. It wasn’t fair to him. It was painful and lonely to think that he had to keep watching the one he loved screw around with everyone. Did he question God, like I was not trying to?

“Yael…” I tried but I couldn’t. Words couldn’t make it out my throat. My chest hurt because I knew that if Yael knew that Cameron had also done things with his sister, he would feel even worse than I felt when I saw him with Aubrey.

“See, we have more things in common than we thought. Now let’s keep it a secret,” he said with a sour smile that broke my already demolished heart. I nodded as a tear rolled down my cheek.

“Don’t sweat it, Sam. I chose friendship over love either way,” he said, gently placing his soft hand on mine.

I wanted to be just as good he was to me all the time. I wanted to give him the support he always gave me, but all I could do was cry because we were together on a path we couldn’t get out of without getting hurt first. Taking his hand and squeezing it, I quietly cried while Yael drove me to the hospital.





Chapter 30

It was a Saturday and apparently, Doctor Jackson had his day off, which was kind of surprising to me. I had never had checkups with other doctors. I actually thought he never left the hospital, ever. But now I was being examined by Doctor Smith, a young man with gentle hazel eyes. His were almost like my dad’s. He had a very handsome face, but tired, worn out by the stress and the sleepless nights.

“I see you’re not happy to be here,” Dr. Smith commented while examining my pulse and checking my heart.

He waited as he analyzed my chest. His eyes narrowed here and there which made me more curious and scared. After finally clearing things out with Yael, my pulse, my heart, my energy, and my soul were all drained.

“It’s all right,” I answered as he pressured my arm, without complaining. He was curiously looking into my nostrils.

“It was an accident,” I explained without even trying to smile anymore.

“When I heard from Dr. Jackson I had to examine you, I was kind of worried,” he confessed while checking the rhythm of my heart again.

“I thought you would look fragile. Maybe in a wheelchair,” he said, turning to his chart and meditate on something he didn’t say out loud. A wheelchair? My eyes narrowed trying to figure out his expression.

“When I checked your files, I saw you’ve been very energetic lately. Maybe too energetic,” Dr. Smith said, focusing on my lungs now. I didn’t respond, trying to concentrate on my breathing. It was always a struggle to get some signals at all. There was no place in my body that didn’t hurt anymore.

“It might not be a bad idea to take it easy.” He took his time checking over and over my heartbeat to compare it with the history. My heart sped up for a quick second. Obviously, he would think I knew of my condition. It was my life, so there was no need to hide it, but my parents didn’t think like that.

“You should take it easy a little if you want to live longer,” Dr. Smith suggested with a tender tone, his eyes narrowing at the sound of my heart.

The truth hit me slowly. It didn’t matter what I wanted to do, or what medications I took. It would only make things slow down, but lately, the stress had been making it quicker and painful. Am I really going to die?

Then it hit me. I didn’t want this, dying. I loved living. I loved my parents. I loved Aubrey. Even if she was a bully, I didn’t mind. I loved her. I loved my friends. I was leaving everyone behind, even Miles. I didn’t hate anyone really. There were things I disliked but it’s part of life. I wanted to grow and learn from my mistakes, get better and be a better human. I didn’t want to question God but I wanted to live.

“Doctor Jackson said I’ll live no longer than twenty, but since I’ve been working out my heart more.” I swallowed the knot in my throat. I needed the courage to ask what I wanted to know. A tear appeared in my eye, and I could feel my heart accelerating at the same time.

“How long do you think I have?” I finally let my voice tremble. Doctor Smith analyzed the charts for a moment. He looked up with a compassionate smile that tore my soul.

“I don’t want any lies,” I warned him, making sure that this time the information was given directly to me and not my parents. Dr. Smith read my chart carefully again. After a minute, he sighed.

“To be honest, you should have been dead by now,” he answered cautiously, placing my chart back on the examiner table. His hazel eyes full compassion, his tired face turning warm. I could feel the frozen expression on my face. It was like a bucket of cold water had been dumped on me. I couldn’t blink. I couldn’t see. I couldn’t think. I was numbed, just like the first time I heard the news.

“But at this rate, you’re losing the battle, Samantha. Maybe you should consider staying in the hospital.” His voice was low, with his hand on top of mine.

I raised my face to look at him. I could feel tears rolling down my cheek. I don’t want to die was the only thing I repeated in my mind.

“I know telling you to control yourself is the most useless thing to say at this time,” he continued as my heart broke.

I wanted to live, grow older, see my parents grow older, graduate, and find out what to do with my life, forget my fights with my sister. My mind rapidly filling up with all my wishes and hopes, my hands gripped the edge of the stretcher. I could see Doctor Smith noticing the change in my heartbeat.

“Samantha?” Dr. Smith said in a gentle, low voice.

“I… I don’t… want to… die.” Tears rolled down my face. My body shook uncontrollably. I knew I had to stay calm but I couldn’t. It was inconceivable. Why me? Why, God? I finally questioned his plan.

“I don’t want to die,” I cried painfully.

Yael rushed to my side and hugged me tight. His arms trembled around me. His heart pounded in my ear but it sounded healthy. Mine wasn’t and it only made me cry harder.

“Is there no cure? Really?” Yael asked, astonished to hear something so heartbreaking. Even when he tried his best to be strong for me, Yael was shaking. His voice was a whisper of disbelief.

“Honestly for you, for your loved ones and for Dr. Jackson, I really hope they can get you approved for a surgery. Before your time runs out,” he said with evident sincerity. To my surprise, it was the first time I heard there was a possible solution, a way to live longer.

“You’ve been on the waiting list for a donor since you were three. Unfortunately, your blood-type makes it extremely difficult to find a donor, so the next option is a surgery called Coronary Artery Bypass Surgery,” Dr. Smith explained with a comforting tone.

“But there’s a solution!” Yael said full of hope. A hope I didn’t have that much if I had been on a list for almost my whole life. Suddenly I understood why my parents wanted to keep it a secret. No false hopes.

“There’s always a solution as long as the patient cooperates…” Dr. Smith said, looking at me, trying to convince me to stop overdoing things.

“Take it easy. Give your heart a chance to find its rhythm again…” he suggested.

“Do it for you, and for your parents. I know they’ve been desperately looking for a solution,” Dr. Smith said with a gentle smile. I nodded because there were no words coming out of my mouth anymore.

“Samantha, honey?” Mom’s voice came through the door, in company of my dad and Dr. Jackson. My mom had been silently crying all my life, but now she finally broke down and so did my always-serious-looking father.

“Mom, Dad…” my teeth shuddered.

Feeling my mother’s shaking hands trying to hold me, and my father caressing my cheeks, I could feel how his hands shook too. My father who never broke in front of anyone, now cried, cried like there was no end. There was nothing more painful for me to see my parents tried so hard to keep me alive. I wanted to live for them, to make their sacrifice worth it. Please God! I prayed silently.

“Since when did you know, baby! You’re not supposed to find out about…” My mom hugged me, letting me feel all the pain she had been hiding all along.

Her slim shoulders shook furiously. My mother squeezed me carefully, holding back because she was scared to hurt me. I cried with her. I cried for her. I loved my mom and I wanted to relieve her from this pain.





Chapter 31

“Samantha, honey, come eat!” my mom shouted in a very sweet voice, while I spending my Sunday at home with Mimi and her, watching her favorite TV show: Friends.

“Thanks,” I said, placing my plate on the table. Looking at my mom’s plate, I noticed it wasn’t just about my health. My mom had chosen to be a life coach, a naturalist. I wondered if it was because of me, to keep all of us healthier.

Since I was very young, Dr. Jackson ordered me to eat vegetables. Back then, it was difficult to understand and do it. It would be difficult for any kid to stop eating pizza, cheeseburgers, and fries, having to drink only water and eat vegetables when I could get a smoothie or ice cream, and not even get to go trick-or-treating because I couldn’t eat the candy. I was young and it was hard for me to see Aubrey do all these things. Now I didn’t care. I could do these things once in a while. I grew used to it. I could sneak in chocolates and a few candies in my school bag. I could drink a soda when I wanted to. I could swim, but now I thought that was a bad idea.

“Mom, you don’t have to eat like me,” I commented, just picking the broccoli from my steamed vegetables. Mom sat in front of me. Her eyes on my plate, she never liked me picking on my food, but she never said anything. Of course.

“It’s okay. I don’t mind,” she answered, always sweet-talking to me.

“I don’t want you to feel sad because you want what you can’t get,” she said.

“Not sad, but angry,” I clarified, smiling at how angry I used to get when I sat at a table where there was always junk food from the guys.

I could sneak in a bite of Yael’s food once in a while, but after he found out about my heart, he changed. Now, he was just like my parents, eating healthy to make it easy for me. Why is he so damn nice? I rolled my eyes.

“In middle school, Rocky and Tanya used to mock me for having to eat so healthy all the time. I used to get angry too. Actually, the pizza they give in school looks really good,” I told her, happy to share a memory with my mom. She looked more enthusiastic than I was. My heart felt warm and my eyes held a happy tear. My mom was happy just by listening to me. It was refreshing to talk without pretending.

“I’m so glad that your father convinced me to let you go to school,” Mom said. Her voice trembled a little but I ignored it.

“When you were born, Dr. Jackson told us… your heart was very weak. This was inherited to you from my side of the family. That broke my heart. I felt that it was my fault. You were so tiny and beautiful, but you shared my blood and that condemned you,” my mom confessed with a tone that broke my soul.

“You could never be like a normal kid. Go to school, go to the park and run all over the place, just be a troublemaker, but your dad, he wanted you to be free, to experience school and to have friends, to fall in love and just enjoy life. I wanted to protect you more than anything. I still want to keep you with me at all times, make sure you’re not being hurt, but then you’re not living at all.” I smiled at the thought of my dad wanting me to experience love when he was the most overprotective father in the world.

I stayed quiet for a moment considering all the things I had done to make them at least show me an angry face, but they never did. Instead, they showed faces full of compassion, which was why my sister hated me so much.

“Can you say something, at least, when I do something wrong? It would make me feel more normal and I know Aubrey would be very happy too,” I explained to her. Mom’s face turned melancholic and regretful.

“My poor Aubrey,” she said in a regretful voice. Aubrey was so much like my mom. They looked like sisters, but they were so different in personalities.

“She’s been so neglected all this time, and now that I want to get close to her, it’s too late.” A knot formed in my throat.

Aubrey was not a bad person. She just hated me because I had the attention of our parents. She felt excluded from the family. I could see it many times. Even when we used to argue, I used to ask her to help me with my homework and I remembered Aubrey looking at me with hateful eyes. She would say, “I won’t help, because you’re taking my parents.” Back then, I felt hurt but then I started to understand. I was taking their attention and she was left out.

“I know she hates us all, but I know she just wants to be loved. I’m so happy with you; you’re such a good kid. You’re the one who couldn’t go to school and are the one that studies the hardest. You’re the one who can’t do any fun stuff because your heart, it’s too weak. I am proud of you for trying so hard,” Mom said, making me feel guilty.

The guilt of lying to her, of wanting to be a good student because I just wanted to be close to a boy, of having a weak heart, but I didn’t care if I died, if it meant I would be closer to him. I was experiencing love, but not in a way they wanted me to.

“We have pushed Aubrey to a corner, where all she does is trouble, just to get someone’s attention. I just wish she could try a little more like you do,” Mom said.

“She’s trying, Mom,” I stopped picking my food, for once I wanted to make them understand that Aubrey wasn’t such a bad person. It actually was my fault.

“Tests are after the spring break, and I’ve heard Aubrey is being tutored by someone. She wants to get good grades. She’s trying.” The guilt was making me defend my annoying sister.

My mom’s bluish eyes widened with surprise. I knew she didn’t know about it. Aubrey just wanted to come home and show her report card, waiting to hear a ‘good job’ from our parents. That’s all she wanted. She was just wanted to show it and rub it on my face.

“She’s not as bad as she looks,” I said and Mom smiled. My phone vibrated with a text.

"Rocky and I are at Rubi’s. Come meet us," Tanya texted.

“The girls are waiting for me,” I let my mom know, getting up from the table, even if I didn’t touch my food.

My heart was content just by talking to her, hearing her feelings, and having her listen to mine. It was something new for both of us.

I thought for a second if I should finish my food. Rubi’s was a restaurant owned by Angel’s parents. Their group was always there if they weren’t at Cameron’s father’s auto shop, where all of them worked at. The restaurant was an Italian restaurant, always filled with girls trying to get Cameron and his friends’ attention.

“Be careful, honey,” Mom said behind me. I stopped before opening the door. I turned to my mom who was gently looking at me.

“When you get Aubrey’s grades, tell her she did a good job. I’m sure she’ll be happy to hear that,” I said, knowing that for some reason she was getting tutored by Cameron. Although it might not be for the right reasons, she was trying though. My mom nodded, her eyes held tears. I walked out before I saw her cry.





Chapter 32

I stopped right at the entrance of Rubi’s; from the outside, I could see Cameron and Aubrey working on something. I was kind of surprised to find out that Cameron could even take something serious as to tutor someone. Though he looked serious, Aubrey was just flirting with him; I could see it from far. Way to go sister. I rolled my eyes. While Angel, Miles, and Yael sat at the bar having an entertaining conversation with Angel’s dad, I caught sight of Tanya and Rocky sitting in our favorite corner, talking enthusiastically about something. Probably boys. I shook my head, holding in a smile.

Looking at my reflection on the glass door, I could see how different I looked. Blonde hair looked good on me. It made my green eyes highlight more. My mini shorts, with a simple black T-shirt, looked casual. I didn’t really want to go by the front door. Every time someone opened the door, almost everyone turned to see who it was. Good thing that a smaller door was just where Rocky and Tanya were.

“Finally, we were too hungry to wait for you,” Tanya said, feeling sorry for eating before I got there, but it was good for me. I didn’t have to make any excuses to ditch the heavy food. I smiled.

“I’m okay, my mom and I ate together, but anyways, I’m here.” A warm feeling expanded in my chest to think of my mom.

I took a seat beside Rocky uncomfortably. After my conversation with Yael, I could feel how my body was automatically trying to stay away from her. Unlike her brother, Rocky had no sense of respect or loyalty for anyone. Forcing my rejection deep down, I noticed the magazines on the table. Spring dance was just around the corner and Tanya and Rocky were going all out for it. I didn’t have any comments or aspiration for it. I didn’t even want to go, but it was one of those things I had to experience, just in case.

“Yeah, I feel like we haven’t talked in ages. I hate that we don’t have any class together now. I hate cooking class,” Tanya said, rolling her eyes. I smiled at her. I love cooking class, I wanted to say but that’s my secret to keep.

Unfortunately, I left the only class I had with Tanya. Rocky and I didn’t even have any classes together. Thank God for that.

Now I was finally starting to talk to my cooking partner. His name was Dylan. He turned out to be a pretty cool guy, kind of quiet, but when he spoke, people didn’t mind to shut up and just listen to his gentle and educated voice, very different from the guys I used to hang out with.

“Why did you drop out of gym?” Tanya asked. She didn’t know about my heart condition. It was heartbreaking to even think about telling her after my recent visit with Dr. Smith. Although there was hope, it felt far too late to even be happy about it.

“Was it because of your sister?” Tanya asked with an evil smirk, which made me smirk back. Actually, it wasn’t because of that, but it did sound like a good excuse at the moment.

I wanted to tell Tanya about my problem one day, I just needed time to process it more. I glanced at Rocky whose eyes flashed with a little sadness, but she managed to cover it. I wanted to tell her that the one I felt sorry for was her because she was turning into someone she wasn’t. She wasn’t only hurting me, but her brother, herself, and maybe even Cameron. If Yael ever had to find out about it, their friendship would break.

“I wish that could be an excuse to change a class, but apparently school doesn’t care, about someone’s mental stability in this kind of stuff…” I said, taking a sip of water from Rocky’s cup. My eyes on her, it was extremely awkward to even think about talking about the guy I liked with Rocky now. Too bad Tanya didn’t know. It would have helped if she knew.

“Who wouldn’t? I mean you should have seen how they’re flirting before you came in, but now Cameron saw you, he kind of stopped,” Tanya commented with annoyance, glancing at them.

It was a good idea to sit with my back to them. I didn’t want to see him. I had to remember clearly that, according to Dr. Smith, my lifetime was shortened even more. I had to cooperate with myself for my loved ones. I kept my eyes on Rocky. She didn’t mention a word, which was rare. Before telling me her little secret, she would always complain.

“It doesn’t really matter anymore,” I said, trying to sound nonchalant about it. I was kind of surprised to hear that he actually could notice me, but I didn’t want to get excited over his games.

“Actually, I think I found out why Cameron is kind of into you.” Rocky finally opened her mouth to say the most unexpected thing. Tanya turned to her; she was just as interested as I was.

“Apparently, Cameron had a girlfriend a while back. I don’t know her name, but from what I could hear, she looks extremely like…” she stopped to glance my way.

“Me?” I finished when her eyes pierced me and nodded.

It felt strange. Cameron just didn’t look like the kind of guy that would fall for someone, seriously. Even Mike said it before and Yael too. The truth was only Cameron knew the real reason, and I wasn’t going to waste my little time on figuring it out.

“I don’t want to justify anything he does, but according to Yael, when this girl came into his life, he found a way to get out of whatever was bothering him but…” she struggled.

“She played with Cameron, which now brings him to be the way he is right now.” I knew what she was trying to say.

Yael warned me about it. Somehow the way Mike had asked how my relationship with Cameron was, it was because I looked like someone who broke his heart. I’m the right person to mess with. I laughed out loud. Ironically, Rocky was trying to protect me by saying something that would just make me feel worse. Sometimes I did wonder why Rocky and I were best friends. Maybe we aren’t. I thought to myself.

“Samantha?” Rocky said, her eyes narrowed, concerned.

I kept giggling and stared directly into her eyes. I was trying to tell her how that didn’t really matter anymore. I was dying, running out of time. Whatever Cameron could do to me was nothing compared to knowing that I only had merely a couple of years to live. And I started laughing again, even when the sharp pain in my chest was telling me to stop. I kept laughing like it was the funniest joke in the world. Tanya and Rocky exchanged looks wondering if I was already losing my mind.

“Oh, here comes the devil,” Tanya interrupted me. She glanced over my shoulder, making me stop immediately, but I was still hysterically grinning. Tanya sighed with a little frustration.

“What?” I asked, looking at Rocky, trying to show her that nothing could hurt me more.

Just when Tanya was about to open her mouth, chills ran through my body as his hand gently rested on my shoulder.

“What’s up, blondie?” his calm voice greeted. I could already feel everyone’s stares on me, especially Aubrey’s.

They were like needles and for once I didn’t care, because I wanted to be selfish and care only about me. Control yourself, Samantha. I stopped laughing. Sucking in a deep breath as my heart warned me to not overreact.

“Can you guys leave us alone for a minute?” Cameron asked. The politeness in his voice shocked me a little, but I wasn’t planning to be impressed by his flattery anymore.

Rocky checked on me. Then she looked back at Cameron, nothing in her eyes. Rocky had known Cameron longer than I had; I thought she was like a little sister to him. Yeah, right.

“Don’t you try anything stupid…” she warned, slamming her hand on the table. At the same time she leaned closer to him. He kept his composure and her glare.

“Yes, ma’am,” he said with confidence.

My hands starting to sweat from the nervousness, it was normal when Cameron was around. It was his effect on me, but this time I decided to fight it.

My eyes followed Rocky and Tanya as they walked away to the bar where Yael, Angel, and Miles were. In the way, my eyes also found Aubrey whose hateful glares slapped me. I turned my attention to the innocent-looking boy already sitting in front of me. His hair was a mess but his eyes sharp as always. Cameron was so handsome in my eyes, I could spend all day just looking at his face, but I couldn’t. Not anymore.





Chapter 33

“Aren’t you in the middle of something?” I asked, for once my voice sounded normal when I talked to him. Cameron gave my sister a quick glance, and then back to me.

“I’m taking a break,” he breathed out the words, reaching out for a strawberry from Rocky’s plate.

My eyes followed his every movement while he relaxed in the booth. His honey eyes were gazing directly at me, making me a little self-conscious but I was determined to fight back. Every time I thought I knew the real Cameron Derwood, he turned out to be someone so strange. So mysterious that it made me even more nervous to be alone with him. Cameron sighed, stretching his arms behind his neck, making his hair bounce to uncover half of his face. It wasn’t long, but it was wild.

“I’m just helping a friend,” he said. I could feel a tingling sensation in the middle of my back that gave me goosebumps, the kind of goosebumps a person got when listening to a really good song, especially when all the notes were being hit.

“Right…” I was proud of myself for containing it my tone.

“Is that what you call it?” I asked, trying to sound as simple as he did. Cameron’s eyes turned even more intense, suddenly making me more nervous. I counted to ten in my mind, taking a sip of cold water to make it easier to hold in his gaze. He said nothing.

“Cameron, why are you telling me this?” I asked, my voice low but with a hint of annoyance.

I wanted to understand what he was trying to do with me, the only friend he had that wasn’t trying to mess with him. I loved him, but that wasn’t an option. I didn’t want that from him. He kept looking at me which was getting on my nerves.

My heart jumped as Cameron’s hand reached out toward me, but I didn’t move at all. Taking a strand of my blonde locks, his face inches away from mine now. He was perfectly emotionless, eyes so intense that opened up a hole in my stomach.

There was no way that this wasn’t catching everybody’s attention. I could feel everyone’s glares on us but this was the kind of person Cameron Derwood was. He didn’t care what people thought of his actions. He was cocky and nonchalant about his surroundings. In that, he was just like Aubrey. Maybe that’s why they were such good ‘friends.’ Yeah right, I said to myself, remembering their little encounter.

“You actually like me, don’t you?” he whispered in the sweetest tone he had ever done. What! I forced my body and mind to suppress any reaction.

His eyes were showing nothing but pride. He was delighted to be right, filling up his ego, his breath reaching my face, tickling my skin, catching me off guard with that kind of question. I could feel my ears getting hotter with embarrassment. Blood rushing to my face, my heart beating faster than it was supposed to and that wasn’t good.

“I’m kidding, of course, you don’t,” his voice a little disappointed this time.

Letting out a loud sigh he sat back down. For a moment, I wondered what his intention was. Was I really that similar-looking to his ex? Is that why he was trying to play me? To me, Cameron was like one of those puzzled that even when the missing piece was the obvious one, you still searched for the difficult pieces first.

“You know what. To me, it looks like it’s the other way around,” I pushed my voice out of my throat.

I was like every girl actually, always dreaming about love, but always falling for the wrong person. His eyes turned emotionless, again. That hit me low, although I had to lift my head and be proud of not falling into his games again. You can do it, Sammy, I praised myself.

“That’s what makes it fun, isn’t it?” his words triggered my anger. Fucking jerk!

I was angry that he had a full life and he would spend it mocking and hurting people’s feelings. I was going to die soon and I couldn’t get to enjoy anything of what he could. Why was he being stupid? I hated it.

“Fun?” I could feel my anger rising. Not good, Sam. Not good. I tried to stop but I couldn’t. “Is playing with people’s feeling your type of fun, Cameron?” My voice was a little stronger than before.

Cameron couldn’t change what he had become, but if he could be treated like he treated everybody, he probably would learn to consider other people’s feelings more. Or so I thought.

“Was it fun? To fuck with Rocky’s feelings? Your best friend’s sister, Cameron. How can you look and pretend to be Yael’s best friend when you were messing with his sister? It’s disgusting, you’re disgusting.” I hissed quietly, trying not to let anyone else hear our conversation. His face finally hardened. I was finally getting to him, but I wasn’t going to stop just now.

“My sister. Your friend, you probably did everything you wanted with her. Did you run out of options and I’m next? Or were you just trying to use me as a replacement for your ex?” I snapped, feeling the jerk of my heart holding me back. Taking a deep breath, I went for more. I was angry to see his expressionless face. He didn’t even flinch at my accusations. It annoyed me because he hurt me and he didn’t care at all.

“Tell me why the sudden interest in me, isn’t it because you really like me? Or you just want to screw with my feelings too, what did I ever do to you?” I wanted to make Cameron see that whatever he did, it was wrong. But someone with so much pride as him wouldn’t show a hurt face. But I could see through his poker face. I was an expert in my own after all.

“So, you know…” he said while taking a sip of water from Rocky’s glass. His eyes turned to her direction for a quick second, and that hurt me.

“Girls are all the same. They fall easily for a guy they don’t know shit about. Just to fulfill their own pride. It’s all physical, nothing serious, Sam,” his voice hateful and sad.

“Love is like the cold winter… after some time, you stop feeling it anymore,” My eyes narrowed, my anger had turned into sadness all of a sudden.

I believed I could change his way of thinking, but then what right did I have? I was going to die. Why would I try to make him see the difference? I wasn’t going to live to show him anything.

It hurt because I didn’t want Cameron to think the way he did. The way he was living, it wasn’t the way he was supposed to. I wanted to help him, but I was so short on time. It could kill me to get him to change his mind. Would it be worth it? Fair for any of us?

“Whatever you’ve been living, whatever you lived… you don’t know if other people have it worst,” I whispered, trying to keep my voice even. “Don’t think you’re the only one who has it hard in life. After all, pain is just as passionate as love, and it can be like the cold too… after so much pain, you will stop feeling it too,” I said, having a hard time with my lame speech. I stopped to think more about myself. Cameron didn’t say anything. He only analyzed my face like it was something entertaining to watch.

“What?” I asked, feeling like a failure because he was just struggling not to laugh. Way to go, Sam.

“You really have no idea, do you?” His voice sounded sharp, almost holding anger.

“Yes, I do. Just like you, I…” I shut my mouth before I let him know my secret.

“How would you like to be the one being played with, huh?” I asked, meeting his intense eyes. I could feel a static rush traveling through my spine as I felt Cameron’s full attention.

“Stop being so self-centered. Just because someone hurt you doesn’t mean you can hurt the rest. You crush every little illusion girls have about you. It’s sad to see, really sad. How would you like to be treated the exact same way?” I had no idea where the sudden courage came from. Cameron smirked, keeping his cool act.

“Are you going to show me?” he was amused by my sudden rebellious attack.

As many things I’ve regretted in my life, I just wanted to stick my foot in my mouth and shut the hell up. Why couldn’t I ever do what my reason said and ignore my heart? I sucked in a deep breath and closed my eyes to collect all my determination. Don’t do it!

“What if I do?” my soul coming out of my body with my words. My subconscious reaching out to pull my hair and stop me from saying any more. Shut up, shut up! Just like I learned from the master, I copied his smirk and gave him a smug look.

“You actually like me, don’t you?” Obviously, Cameron wasn’t expecting my counter attack. His eyes widened with surprise.

For a quick second, I believed it myself and maybe I was right. Yeah right. To break my stupid delusion, he smiled amusingly. It was so bright and full of excitement. My heart clenched but I wasn’t defeated.

“Can you even prove your theory, Sam?” His voice a lot more confident now. He caught me. I was caught in his games again. From all sides this was a bad idea, but why did I want to be alive if I couldn’t live like I wanted? Shut up, Samantha! Control yourself.

“If I fall in love with you, I’ll stop playing around…” he said with evident confidence. To me he had won the bet already. I was in love with him, but I wouldn’t admit it.

Cameron stretched his arms over his seat. His eyes on mine, patiently waiting for my answer. In his words, I found the little light that could save me from admitting that I was in love with him. I just had to put my moves to work, so I could make him fall for me. Easy. I smiled, with fake confidence.

“What if you don’t?” I asked, analyzing my opinion to a sudden death. There’s no way that my heart was going to handle trying to make someone as prideful as Cameron Derwood to fall for me. Can I? I bit my lip, meditating the devastating storm approaching my way.

“Then you’ll have to do something for me. I’m debating my options, so we’ll see how this ends,” His eyes, like darts penetrated my skin. I gulped trying to stay serene. For the love of God, Samantha shut up!

“You’re on,” my voice sounded as calm as he had always been but my mind was nothing but chaos.

Getting up from his seat, Cameron leaned closer to my face. His eyes were captivating to my heart. I forced myself not to react to his closeness. With a quick glance at Yael’s direction, he went back to me.

“Nice,” he said with a triumphant smile. Great. I said nothing back.

He went back to Aubrey and I was left there to drown into my stupidity.





Chapter 34

“Samantha Collins, are you out of your mind?! Why are you going along with his bullshit?!” Tanya shouted angrily. It was refreshing to see Tanya hate Cameron so much when he was very polite toward her. He knew she didn’t like him. She made it very clear and he respected that. In reality, it looked like he enjoyed it. It was probably refreshing for him to have one girl not all over him.

“Tanya, shut up!” I whispered. She glared at me with fury. I raised my hands as a sign of peace.

“Just calm down, and don’t announce it to the world,” I whispered worriedly that we were being too loud, although with everyone around, the cafeteria was the loudest place in the whole school.

Tanya was even weirder because she liked Miles. The idiotic Miles! He was someone worse than Cameron in many ways. They were all a group of jerks but Miles was the one that bragged about everything in one second. At least Cameron and Angel didn’t say anything, and Yael he was just very reserved on the girl’s subject, now I knew why.

“Honestly, Sam, I think Tanya’s right. There’s no way that Cameron can fall for a girl like…” she stopped as soon as my eyes turned to her. Rocky’s words took me back to Cameron, he thought all the girls were the same.

The story with him and his ex, Rocky might not know what happened, but Yael did. I doubted he would say anything though; Yael was a faithful friend, that was for sure. I had to find someone that would know the whole story. The right person, the one that would help a girl who was going to die, and that one person flashed in my mind, making me grin.

“Yeah, of course, you would know better huh, Rocky?” I rolled my eyes at her. Rocky backed off when she noticed my discomfort.

“What you’re looking at?” Cameron asked just at the moment he almost touched my cheek with his.

The sudden closeness made my heart react immediately, but at this point feeling this pain on a daily basis didn’t bother me anymore. His hair tickling my neck, his masculine cologne was intoxicating to my nose. I looked at him from the corner of my eye. His hairs were curled up behind his ear, showing up his piercing. His brows so thick and perfect, his skin was smooth and cleanly shaved.

Trying to keep my distance until I could figure out his weakness, that was my master plan. Cameron wasn’t trying anything special either. He wasn’t serious about it maybe. Of course, he’s not! As time passed, I felt like I was getting crazier.

“What’s wrong? Is your heart racing?” he asked, amusedly smirking as he looked at me from the corner of his honey eye. There was a tone of mockery and cockiness that he carried since our last conversation, which annoyed me. It was like he got everything figured out already.

“Can you hear it?” I asked, trying to sound like I wasn’t bothered by his closeness. He thought for a minute. His eyes narrowed which in a way looked cute.

“No,” he answered, kind of serious.

The bell rang to start class. I thanked God for that. I sighed in relief when he moved to his seat, and Tanya and Rocky left for their class.

Mr. Gailes entered the classroom holding a bunch of flyers. March was history, and all everyone could think of was the spring dance, and right after, spring break. Something even I was looking forward too. The plan every year was a trip to New York to Grandma’s house. For a moment, I wondered if she knew about me, probably not. She always treated Aubrey and I the same. No favoritism, that was good.

Handing the flyers to every row so they could be spread all over the class, Mr. Gailes waited for everyone to get theirs. I took one and handed the rest to Cameron who sat just behind me.

“Sweet,” Angel exclaimed when he saw the first flyer, the C&C Car Wash Fundraising Event to help the kids with heart diseases. Every year Mr. Derwood, Cameron’s father, lent his workshop to raise funds to help people with the most expensive treatments for any diseases. The irony of destiny had made it to be the heart disease fund this time. I sighed heavily and turned to the window.

“The first flyer, as you can see, it’s about the fundraiser, is not only about telling your parents about helping by taking their cars to the C&C workshop. They need students to help, so for once think about others,” Mr. Gailes explained as most of the students booed and ughed him. He struggled to keep his calmness and keep going.

“They need help in the car wash, so if you want to lend a hand, you can look for Mr. Derwood, the Sophomore Counselor. He will write your name as a helper and you can also get some community hours,” he said while his eyes swing over the whole class to see if he had gotten any attention.

“I hope there are more girls getting wet than dudes,” Angel said as Cameron high fived him. He raised his eyebrow and smiled like that was the only good reason to go. I rolled my eyes and ignored him, keeping my attention on the flyers.

“What, you’re not helping? It works to your advantage to show off a little skin,” Angel said, winking at me, aside from Miles always bugging with no shame at all. Angel did as well, but not as much as Miles, he also struggled when he tried to be sincere. I smiled to myself. Loser.

“Unlike you, I’m not desperate,” I said, pushing his hand away. I knew that made his tension go away. Mr. Gailes called for our attention.

“Okay, class. The second flyer is about the spring dance. Not that you guys wouldn’t know about it already,” he said, not paying too much attention to that announcement.

The dances in our school were not like every other school, or maybe not all schools were the same. In Horizon Private High School, the dance consisted of showing off to gain popularity, with the best dress and the best date. It was stressing for every attention-seeking girl like my sister. Everybody wanted to get the recognition of the whole school. I never cared much about any of it.

I wasn’t sure if I was allowed to even attend an event so energized. Maybe my parents would finally say ‘no’ to something if I pretended I wanted to go. I wasn’t too interested in going but for sure I was going to be dragged by Tanya and Rocky. I just had to be prepared for it.

“The last one is this class homework for the spring break,” Mr. Gailes said, not spending too much time on the dance flyer. All I had been listening since the second semester started in class was about poetry and of course, homework had something to do with it.

“You have to make a group of two people. During the break, you guys get to spend some time with that person, and by the end of the spring break, you should be able to write a poem inspired by that person,” Mr. Gailes explained, again ignoring the complaints of the class.

“Choose your group wisely,” he warned everyone.

I felt defeated at this point. Without Rocky and Tanya in my class, I was out of comfort with everybody else except for one person. I automatically turned to Yael but gave up as soon as I realized I’d missed my chance. He was having a telepathic conversation with Cameron which I took as an agreement to work together. There was some unspoken tension between both of them, which I didn’t want to meddle in, because unlike Rocky, I didn’t want to come in the middle of their friendship. After telling Yael about my deal with Cameron, he looked troubled. He sighed but he handed me a V8 Carrot Juice and forgave me. Thank God for Yael.





Chapter 35

Before getting into cooking class, I did a quick run to Mike’s office. Not only did I end up as Cameron’s partner, I needed all the information I could get, information that he wouldn’t give away. The bet was on and I wasn’t planning on losing to Cameron Derwood. No way in hell.

“So, you need help because you want to win the bet, or because you want to know the real Cameron?” Mike asked. Some type of malicious satisfaction played in his voice, I ignored it because I needed his help.

Though this wasn’t part of his job, Michael enjoyed listening to girls’ love stories. He had a different way of helping teenagers with their problems. After all, he wasn’t that old either.

“Both, I guess,” I admitted, a little embarrassed.

I didn’t want to tell Mike that I was in love with his cousin although it was evident, he knew already. He analyzed the information for a moment as I waited patiently on his chair. I could relax, after all, he would give me a pass to miss a class. In some way, it was nice to be sentenced to death. I could have special treatment only from things I didn’t care too much about.

“I’ll help.” His eyes were totally showing a side of him that I was sure was unprofessional.

“Should I be worried?” I could feel my forehead frowning.

I didn’t know if Mike was just waiting for the chance to mess with Cameron. For some reason, Cameron couldn’t stand Michael, but he loved to get in the middle of Cameron’s business, totally opposite from each other. I smiled in relief, to have someone as close to my target as him. Finally, luck was on my side, but as always, I couldn’t relax completely. I had to prepare myself for the downfall. He raised his hand as a stop sign.

“First, I want you to spend the time you’re supposed to spend with him. If you see no change, then I’ll tell you everything about him,” Mike said, a warm smile displaying on his face. My eyes narrowed, accusing him of trying to make his cousin win the bet.

“I think this is a good thing for Cameron. And for you too,” Mike said more to himself. I knew he wouldn’t say anything even if I asked, so I just ignored him.

“Alright,” I said, not even trying to force more out of him. This was enough so far.

The day dragged all the way to the end. I was exhausted. I had been forcing my heart way out of line. It was warning me that I needed immediate rest. Although I knew I wasn’t going to get it anytime soon, as soon as I got home, I could tell it wasn’t going to be pleasant at all. Aubrey’s angry screams could be heard from outside the house, even when the front door was closed. My phone vibrated before I could open the door. Giving them some time to work things out before I stepped inside. I hesitated for a second before opening the text. After reading who it was from, I sighed in defeat.

“The Gang is going on a trip,” the text said. I was a little confused.

“So?” I texted back, wondering where he was going with the conversation.

“Want to come with?” he answered as quickly as I replied.

“Are you inviting me?” I asked, flattered. But I knew he had a reason for inviting me. He had a motive and so did I.

“We need to spend time together for our assignment,” he texted back in a second. I could clearly imagine his nonchalant face saying something obvious but I was too slow to understand.

“I know enough,” I replied, rolling my eyes like he was there in front of me.

“It’ll be fun :)” he texted again, even added a smiley face. I smiled stupidly. Then another text came.

"Do you want to go to spring dance with me?" the text read. I thought for a minute, trying to picture the self-centered Cameron Derwood taking his time to text me for the first time.

I was starting to get really curious about why he was acting like he was. Did that bet mean so much to him or nothing at all? Or could it be because of our assignment? There was also a third choice that I didn’t want to bring up because I was too stupid to believe and hope it could be true.

The car wash event was in two weeks. The school dance was just one day before spring break started. I ran through the events in my head, trying to find a reason why Aubrey and my mom were arguing. For a moment, I regretted letting Mike talk me into helping in the car wash. Good thing Tanya and Rocky were doing it with me. Ignoring Cameron’s question for a moment, I opened the door to Aubrey’s drama.

“For once in my life, Mom! I’m asking you to let me do something. Why can’t you even consider it?!” Aubrey yelled across the kitchen table. Gripping on the table, her eyes were sharp with anger.

“No! I don’t even know if it’s true. I don’t believe you’re going with just girls,” Mom wondered in a calmer tone. She knew how to handle Aubrey by now. I sighed and went for a glass of orange juice without even trying to get in the middle of their argument.

“Mom! It’s just a little trip with my friends!” Aubrey shouted. She turned to me angrily as I entered the room.

“A trip?” It took me a minute to figure out that maybe Aubrey was going to the trip Cameron had mentioned.

Was it a good idea at all to even consider it? When he meant gang, he meant Aubrey as well? It made me angry to let myself think so high, to think that he would think of me and only consider me close to him. He was playing his game, a game I needed to learn how to play and win.

“I bet if it was Samantha, your favorite, you wouldn’t even think twice to say ‘yes!’” Aubrey shouted furiously again. Just by mentioning my name, I could feel the hatred she had for me.

I felt bad for Aubrey. I really did. I didn’t want to have a bad relationship with my only sister, the one that was going to survive. Although it was too late to try and make up a relationship we never had, we could be cordial to each other. Right?

“Aubrey…” Mom tried, but it was useless. She had enough to deal with. She needed peace. Mom needed to feel loved not only by me and Dad but also from Aubrey, but the thing was we didn’t want her to know.

“Mom!” I called before my mom could say something to hurt Aubrey even more. Mom stopped when she heard my voice. Aubrey turned around to avoid seeing me.

“I was invited to the trip as well and I want to go… with Aubrey,” I said, swallowing my pride.

Knowing very well that this simple trip might end up killing me, I took on the chance and hoped that one day Aubrey and Cameron would remember my sacrifice for their entertainment. Aubrey’s eyes widened with surprise and a mix of anger at the information. I swallowed again. Knowing I was up for not having a good time at all.

“Samantha, you can’t go and you know that,” Mom argued, her voice weary, almost pleading. I hated to see her like that.

“Mom, I want to go… and make memories,” I said, pushing the words out. My mom froze for a second. That was all I needed to say to make her understand what it meant to me. She sighed, defeatedly.

“Okay…” her voice sore for a short second.

“Thanks, Mom,” I said and walked to my room, to find Mimi happily barking.

“She’ll hate me even more now,” I could never win against my sister but I hoped she could understand me one day.





Chapter 36

Two weeks passed really fast. The day for the car wash arrived in a blink of an eye. It was an even number of boys and girls from Horizon High helping out. Cameron was there working regular hours. None of them got a day off, not that they really worked like the rest of the workers. Surprisingly it turned out to be fun. Tanya, Rocky, and I had our own group and to my surprise, Aubrey didn’t seem interested in the event. She didn’t show up, but her friends Amy and Ivonne did. As usual they were just excited about showing off.

Amy and Ivonne looked more like they were trying to be swimsuit models than just regular students helping a good cause. Though I wasn’t one to talk or criticize anyone, I wanted to win against Cameron, but a part of me wanted to do it my way, a way that was never going to work. Unfortunately, I had to work with the help of others. Michael had his own reasons to want his cousin to develop feelings for me or anyone, which was strange but I didn’t care at this point.

I was on the verge of death, which was more of a reason for both of us to stop playing around with Cameron’s feelings. The thing was, Cameron was a player and he needed a lesson, why not make him fall for me, someone that knew all along that a relationship was impossible. At some extent, it was shameful and I felt bad about it, but I wasn’t going to back down now. Washing our third car, my heart demanded a rest. Slamming against my chest, I begged my friends for a rest.

“Look sexy, here comes Miles!” Rocky whispered to Tanya. I giggled, still I couldn’t believe Tanya liked Miles. Of all people, it was idiotic that someone as cute as Tanya would fall for an animal like him.

“Stop!” Tanya said, throwing a sucking sponge at me. She wasn’t angry though. She was nervous. So damn cute! I grinned.

“Hey, Raquel,” Miles greeted Rocky, who hated to be called by her first name and, of course, Miles knew it.

I rolled my eyes as he ran his fingers through his hair. He was so conceited around Tanya. For sure he knew about her feelings. For a stupid reason, Miles thought that ignoring Tanya would make her more interested, and to my surprise, it actually worked. Even if they fought all the time, Rocky had a pretty good relationship with all of them. Figures.

A knot formed in my throat, to think that Rocky and Cameron had gone beyond friendship, even more now that I knew it wasn’t fair to Yael. Although I wanted to rub some reality into both of them, I couldn’t. Yael was more than a friend to me now. He was my confidant and my shoulder to cry on, and I was his. I wasn’t going to betray his trust by telling them.

I wanted to though, to show them how screw up they both were, not only to me, but to someone even closer to them. Deep inside, I knew Rocky still had a thing for Cameron, and that was the real reason she didn’t approve of the things I did, but I didn’t care at this point. Her opinion I didn’t need because the strong and independent image I had of Rocky vanished the moment she exposed her double game. I could only tolerate her because of Tanya.

“Hey, jerk,” she greeted him, her voice still friendly, although she pushed him away.

“Do you have to be so rude all the time? See this, right here?” Miles said, tapping Rocky’s forehead.

“This happens because you’re never happy. You need a boyfriend,” he suggested. I saw what Miles meant; Rocky’s forehead frowned at the moment he said that, the wrinkle in the middle of her forehead became deeper. She rolled her eyes at his comment. Arms crossed over her chest and stepped back.

“I don’t need a guy to be happy. You’re gross,” she murmured which made me giggle quietly, not because it was funny.

“Don’t be so hard. There are some nice ones, I think…” Miles commented, glancing in my direction, his blue eyes gazing from head to toe, making me a little self-conscious.

“What?” I asked, always annoyed with him. Maybe Tanya and I suffered from the same effects when it came to the guys we liked. I hated Miles. She hated Cameron. I liked Cameron. She liked Miles. It made sense in some way.

“You’re getting better at the girly thing, huh,” he commented, nodding in agreement of my mini shorts and my white T-shirt. He walked toward me, leaning down with his mischievous look that warned me immediately.

“Try your best, Sammy. He’s watching,” he whispered just for me to hear. Just the thought of Cameron secretly watching me from far gave me a little hope.

“See you later, Tanya,” he said, waving, but not facing her at all.

“Bye,” she said, forcing her voice to sound normal, although she looked annoyed.

The day turned out pretty fun, meeting new people and a flirt here and there; at the end of the day, I had a good time. I made a memory. After all, that was one of the reasons I was even doing things when my heart was trying to stop me. I was trying to live a normal life and making the best of it.

Rocky, Tanya, and I were the last helpers to stay in the workshop; Tanya just wanted to see Miles some more. Rocky and I simply had to wait until Yael was done with his job so they could take me home. At the end of the day, I felt extremely tired but happy.

“Look, who’s showing up now?” Tanya said, looking at the brand-new black convertible pulling in, with the stereo at full volume, blasting to ‘Poker Face’ by Lady Gaga.

Mike parked in front of us, grinning like an innocent evil kid. He took off his black shades, letting us see his blazing eyes. I didn’t know what it was with the Derwood family; they must have had some really good DNA. Michael and Cameron looked like they could be a very successful pair in Hollywood or in the fashion industry. They had the looks and the attitude. Not that I would say that to Mike who was already full of himself. Much less to Cameron.

“My girls. What great job have you done!” he greeted in a very enthusiastic voice. Getting out of his car, he looked more like he had been on a date, neat and fancy.

“Of course! You didn’t do anything, and you’re the one who organized everything!” Rocky complained, a little annoyed, but still feeling intimidated by the gorgeous and young counselor. Mike killed the stereo that had change to Rihanna’s ‘Umbrella’ already.

“Don’t complain, Raquel. I brought my baby to help out today.” He smiled and swung his car keys in front of us as she glared.

“You’re kidding, right?” Tanya asked crossing her arms, her voice serious.

“Come on, I’m a customer today.” Seeing the school counselor in a casual wear was strange. He didn’t feel like a person we should respect at all, but again, there was a part of us that still tried to find that respect.

“We’re already dry,” I said, trying to keep my eyes open under the bright sun.

Michael turned his attention to my side for a second. He smiled that devilish smile he had when he was planning something he shouldn’t. I turned to take a look of what was so entertaining to him.

My blood rushed to my face realizing that Cameron was standing in the doorway of the store, watching us? I turned away quickly. Michael walked closer to my side and with an evil grin, he bent down to lift a bucket full of water. I followed his actions, a little confused. I never knew what to expect from him. It was kind of alarming to see him move on his own. My eyes widened with realization.

“What are you doing?” I asked, clearly letting him know I was getting concerned, because somehow deep inside I could see through his dark intentions. He grinned again.

“Let’s see the progress, shall we?” he said, lifting the bucket of warm water over my head, taking a quick pause. He looked up at Cameron and turned the bucket over.

My mouth opened wide to scream but I was too shocked. Speechless, I felt the water run down my body, rewetting my clothes and every single spot of my body. It wasn’t that bad though; the water wasn’t cold but the simple action caught me off guard.

“What are you doing?!” Rocky jumped up from where she was sitting, getting a little splash on her body.

“I just want to see Sam’s swimsuit,” he said in the same friendly tone as I was trying to control the commotion in my chest.

“Sam, are you okay?” Rocky asked, a little too worried. Still unable to talk, I nodded to her.

“Rocky, it’s just water,” Tanya answered for me, her voice kind of shocked though.

“I’m fine,” I said, getting up and letting my wet hair loose.

I glared at Mike; he raised his eyebrow, approving the visible swing wear. It was just a red one-piece. It actually was my favorite. It reminded me of the Baywatch days, sexy but covered up.

“Now, Samantha. Take off your shirt or you’re going to get sick,” Mike advised, his voice encouraging and letting the hint out.

I glared at him with a little anger; at least he could have told me his brilliant idea, instead of just surprising my heart. Deliberating for a minute, I didn’t feel comfortable showing my skin, but my shirt was already too wet. I was completely soaked and I couldn’t afford to get sick. He turned his attention to the four boys watching us with puzzled eyes.

“Hey, Cam! Be a gentleman and lend Samantha your shirt before she gets sick!” he shouted across the place. My eyes met Cameron. He was still watching with an emotionless face. My heart squeezed a little, but I wasn’t sure if it was just my exhaustion or the unexpected attack. Although Cameron looked annoyed for a quick second, he still stepped forward.





Chapter 37

The day was ending. The sun was almost setting. My heart once again was struggling to keep its pace. My ears burning with heated embarrassment, I was debating whether to take my shirt off or just leave it on. Trying my best to keep my heart rate at normal was difficult with Cameron’s intense eyes glaring right at me, burning my skin slowly with a hidden desire.

“Can’t you go outside, like everybody else?” I asked, fighting with my stuttering voice. It was clear he was enjoying my reaction. He always did and that made it extra hard for me to keep myself calm.

“Why? It’s not like you’re naked. I just want to spend some time alone,” he whispered with a hint of a smile in his voice.

He sounded attractive and encouraging. Obviously, as a guy with experience, Cameron knew how to play, seducing my mind to let myself go and do as he wished. Not going to happen, buddy. Although it was distracting, my mind was strong enough to keep me in reality.

“Whatever…” I said, turning my back on him as I slid off my damped shirt. It made it easy for me to keep my ground.

But Cameron was playing his game, just like he had said before. He wasn’t willing to lose. My heart throbbed as his breath was slowly caressing the back of my neck, sending ticklish chills all the way down my spine. My eyes widened and I froze. A hole forming in the upper part of my stomach almost knocked me out of my breath. The butterflies in my stomach awakened with the thought of letting him this close.

“Okay. I’ll turn.” He wouldn’t help to sound entertained. He was shirtless and just a few inches away from me.

I was still wearing my one-piece. The workshop office was made of glass windows. Going to the bathroom was my idea, but unfortunately for me, it was locked and they couldn’t find the key anywhere. Thank God. I rolled my eyes, not feeling lucky at all.

This was one of Mike’s brilliant plans, and I could see how he gave a don’t-you-dare-interfere look to Tanya and Rocky. Especially Rocky, who looked annoyed enough with the whole thing, not knowing a thing but clearly understanding what Mike was trying to do.

I wasn’t naked, but to have Cameron’s well-built back in my view, it disturbed my hormones. At least that was healthy. His skin was so smooth and nurtured, with the perfect completion. He was tall and fit, with a few attractive moles here and there. He was tall enough to make me tilt my head back just to look at him in the face. The perfect height to play basketball, or the perfect muscle to play football, but he did none of that.

The heat between our bodies was overwhelming to my brain. His bronze skin looked inviting to be caressed. I wanted Cameron. I wanted to touch him, to feel his bare skin with my fingertips. His hair slightly touched the back of his neck. His shirt was washed with his masculine cologne. It was unforgettable and unmistakable to my brain.

I wanted to kiss Cameron again. Let him kiss me like he had done it before. I wanted to get close enough to him to hear his heart, to feel the texture of his skin, to breathe in his hair. I loved Cameron. I could feel it. He was my first and only love. A smile crossed my face to see him standing in front of me like a wall. There were little things he did that made me think I was somehow special to him, or at least different from the rest of the girls. I loved to feel like that.

Then again, I remembered. I was a timing bomb; my death was near and I couldn’t just make Cameron fall for me and die just like that. What am I doing? It was selfish of me to even consider it.

My chest hurt even more at the realization. I was falling low to a level that I was only thinking of myself. If I cared for Cameron, I had to stay away from him. That’s what I should be doing, push him away so he wouldn’t get hurt. A lump formed in my throat. My heart squeezed gently this time. It wasn’t because of my illness. It was because it made me sad. To think of closing my eyes and not see, think, hear, or even talk to Cameron ever again. My heart hurt because I wanted to live. Live longer. Closing my eyes, I prayed to God to let me live. I didn’t want to die. I truly didn’t want to stop existing. My throat started to tighten up. My heart seemed to swell up. Taking deep breath through my nose to calm the sudden agitation in my chest. I had to stay calm.

“You know…” Cameron interrupted my train of self-destruction in a low voice. He hesitated for a moment while I tried to control my breathing. I waited patiently focusing on his back. The urge to touch it grew every passing second. I swallowed the pain that made me wince and just looked at him.

“You’re the first girl… I lent my clothes to,” His eyes looked ahead, the thought made my heart flutter happily, but I soon felt the guilt.

Why am I trying to hurt him? He was probably better the way he was. There was no chance for us. I was going to die. The sadness overpowered my soul. I took a deep breath to calm the uncomfortable throbbing. I could feel the moisture of a tear building up in the corner of my eyes. I wiped it off before Cameron could see it.

“You’re the first guy…” I said breathlessly, trying to confess that I was in love with him, come clean and die with no regrets. My soul finally giving up, my hand reached to trace his back. Cameron froze for a moment. I noticed him flinch as he felt the tip of my fingers. He said nothing.

“I let this close to me,” I whispered, feeling the closeness between us reducing even more.

His back felt warm and soft, muscular and solid. It hurt to love him and want him closer than he already was. My heart was coming out of my mouth with the butterflies stirring up my feelings for him. I was having a difficult time breathing which started to get to my head. I wanted to tell him. I really wanted to tell Cameron. But I didn’t want to hurt him.

Amazed by my unexpected action, Cameron turned to meet my eyes and the few inches that kept us apart lessened with a single step he took. The intensity of his gaze made my overwhelmed heart full of anticipation and hope. I was trying my best not to cry, not to stutter, not to say a word. I was biting my lips and forcing myself to breathe through my nose. I loved Cameron and I couldn’t help it.

“But I think this is not a good idea…” I whispered, slowly falling into his deep eyes.

Seeing a different side of him, making him open up to me didn’t seem that complicated sometimes. My feelings were giving me away. I liked him. I liked the way he looked at me, the way he talked to me. The way he treated me, but I couldn’t just give up and let him know these feelings. I had to settle down before I could talk to him. He needed to know about my illness as well.

“Why?” he asked with a soft voice that melted my heart. Stay strong, Samantha.

Glancing to the side, Cameron knew what I wanted to do, what I had to do to stop myself. He placed both hands on both sides of my head, forcing me to look at him. Slowly leaning toward my face, my chest was ripping me apart, I needed to push him away if I wanted to live. It was torture to hold back when I really wanted to kiss him. Fall into his trap and forget that the fact of having him so closed could actually kill me.

“I can’t hold back anymore…” he whispered right on my lips, without actually touching them. My senses anticipated his next move and I was ready for it. I didn’t care anymore.

It didn’t matter how hard I tried to keep my eyes away from his lips. We had a bet on it, but right now, all I could think of was I wanted to kiss him. I wanted to feel more of the tingling in my stomach. I wanted it as much as I wanted to live. I closed my eyes, thanking God for the opportunity as my heart raced, hurting to the point of almost knocking me out but I had to fight it. I was ready to take advantage of his advance.

“Sam, are you done?” Yael’s voice came through the door, making the moment puff into thin air.

I immediately pushed Cameron away before our lips could actually touch. The pain was so strong it had made me numb. Meeting Yael’s tender gaze I realized I almost kissed Cameron again. Yael waved his eyes between us, now I was taken over by guilt. Guilty for wanting to do anything with Cameron when Yael was right here. To hurt someone so important to me, I couldn’t do it. In a second, Yael noticed my inside battle, I was falling to my illness and only Yael could save me. He sighed and said nothing.

“Yes, I’m done,” I answered and pushed my legs forward, trying to cover up my embarrassment. I covered myself with Cameron’s shirt and ignored Miles’ evil smirk in the background.

“Thanks, I’ll give it back,” I said to Cameron who seemed to be having a telepathic conversation with Yael again. His eyes showed nothing but annoyance, which only made me feel worse. I didn’t want Cameron hating on Yael at all. What am I doing? I wanted to cry, the last thing I wanted was to hurt Yael by letting him see me with Cameron.

“Go to the car,” Yael ordered in a protective big-brother tone. His eyes not once leaving Cameron’s. I took a last glance at Cameron and Yael, forcing my feet to walk out, I forced Rocky to walk with me. Sorry, Yael.





Chapter 38

With the spring dance closing by, my mom was the enthusiastic one. She was dazzling because I was going. She picked me up after school to get some dress shopping done; of course, I took my two consultants along. Though things were kind of uncomfortable with Rocky, I figured we had to work things out at any moment. After all, we had more in common that I thought.

“Isn’t it awesome? You girls are going to the dance!” Mom chanted while I ran through the radio stations to find a good song.

“Though, it would have been better if each of you got a date,” she said, pouting, glancing at Tanya and Rocky from her rearview mirror. I rolled my eyes and kept looking for music.

“It’s a shame, isn’t it?” Tanya agreed. She was still sulking because Miles never thought of asking her, or maybe he did, but he was too stupid and took an invitation from another girl.

“You don’t need a guy to be your date. I remember my spring date were my girlfriends,” mom mentioned with a nostalgic look on her face.

“I thought you went with Dad,” I commented. Mom and Dad had been together since their high school days, so to me it was a given fact that all the special events they would be together, finally finding a song. I let it play.

“Oh honey, your dad and I used to fight all the time, all the important events we spent it fighting because he was such a player. I was actually surprised he changed.” Mom spoke proudly about herself for making him change.

“Do you think men can change, for love?” Tanya asked. I knew what she was thinking. Miles was a worse player than Cameron was, but Tanya still had the hope of making him change. Only if he could just give her a chance, but the idiot ignored her all the time. According to him, that was the best way to keep her entertained and interested.

“Love changes everything, honey,” mom encouraged her.

Every day was a struggling fight for me. Only hope got me through the day. I wanted to live. Live and experience life. Cry, laugh, and make mistakes, but also learn from them. Deep inside I still had that hope, the hope of a miracle. Hope for one day, wake up, and find out that my illness was a mistake. I would laugh. I wouldn’t even be angry with the doctors. I would just laugh and be thankful for it. That was just my hope and dream.

Looking around to find a dress for the spring dance, I walked around stores. I wanted to find the perfect dress. Though my mind cried to take Cameron’s invitation, my heart reminded me daily that his presence could turn out to be lethal, we were both playing with our happiness.

Rocky and Tanya got asked by some classmates, but Tanya still wanted to go with Miles, and Rocky just didn’t like anyone yet, aside from Cameron that was.

Walking around, I finally found the perfect dress for me. A V-neck strapless dress made with peacock feathers. It was unique-looking. Mike was always telling me I should show more confidence when I dressed. And this dress was what I needed if I wanted to feel confident. The dress left my back into full view and the chest part was covered in beautiful diamonds. It was long enough to show my legs. I smiled, totally in love with it.

“That will turn heads,” Mom said, winking at me. I smiled. There was only one person I wanted to impress, but I shook my head ignoring the thought.

“Do you think Dad is going to like it?” I asked, wondering if my serious father would finally scold me for showing my body. My mom’s sad face answered the question. Of course, he would like it.

“Baby, your dad just wants you to be happy,” she said and kissed my forehead. The reason I could do whatever I wanted until now was because they knew my death was closer, every day getting closer. Finding Rocky and Tanya in a corner looking for their dresses, I finally made my decision. Taking out my phone, running through old messages I found Cameron’s list.

“Thanks for inviting me, but I won’t go with you.” Sent.





Chapter 39

The spring dance was in full motion. It was hard to believe but I was excited at this point. Tanya, Rocky, and I decided to get ready at Rocky’s house. After finishing straightening her long waves, Rocky looked nothing like her usual self. She had this fierce and powerful look on. It was obvious she was going for J. Lo’s look. In a way, it worked.

Tanya looked like a model from a prom dress magazine with her tiny body and her big hazel eyes shining with excitement to see herself as the lady in red. Her Indian complexion worked well with the dress. Her fierce eyes looked hypnotizing. I knew I had made the right decision by going with my friends. I needed to stay away from Cameron before I could slip and tell him the truth.

Finally, I slid my dress on and turned to the mirror. For the first time in my life, I felt beautiful, actually beautiful. I knew and took people’s compliments all the time, but I never actually felt it. Not like I did at this moment. I grinned with excitement to see my reflection. The dress fit me better than I’ve expected it to. Dying my hair blonde didn’t seem like a bad idea anymore, making my curls bigger, and a half braid on the side. I looked sophisticated and elegant. Not sexy and fierce like Tanya or Rocky. I looked pale. My face looked softer maybe because I was more fragile. There was just one little problem with my perfect outfit. I couldn’t seem to take a single balanced step. Oh God.

“This is bad,” I said, looking at Rocky and Tanya. It didn’t matter how pretty I looked if I made a fool out of myself for not knowing to walk in heels. Rocky seemed to be thinking in a solution, while Tanya retouched my makeup.

Twenty minutes later, Yael parked his car at the entrance of Horizon Private High School. All the kids that walked through the hallways to get to class every day now were gathered together in the oversized gym. The DJ was blasting the best music. Beautiful girls walked with their hot dates, giggling and enjoying their time. Boys gathered in groups goofing off and looking for girls. It looked fun. Yael ended up being our chauffeur and my support to walk. I couldn’t help but wonder what the other three were doing. Were they going with dates? Now that I knew Yael’s secret, I didn’t question why he wasn’t with a date. In a way, it made me feel better that I was going with him and not with Cameron.

Tanya and Rocky got off the car like it wasn’t difficult to wear heels. It took me a second to concentrate my balance, with a quick prayer not to fall over. Yael stood in front of me; beautiful brown eyes, his long hair, finally reached the state of a perfect man bun. He was proud of it and I liked it. Yael’s vest suit fit him perfectly; he looked like a seventeen-year-old Orlando Bloom. If I didn’t like Cameron so much, and if he didn’t like Cameron so much, we would probably have been crushing for each other. I would have definitely fallen for Yael. He was better in many ways, but our hearts were made up on the wrong person. Typical teenage years.

Cracking an inviting smile, Yael reached his hand out for me to take. He was the perfect prince-like guy that any girl would really want. My shaking hand landed on his but his strength kept me on balance.

“Don’t be scared, my lady, I will protect you.” His voice was sweet and gentle, pulling a smile out of me. I gripped his hand with confidence. I loved Yael, I really did.

“Thanks,” I said, feeling my heart flutter a little because I knew that he was torn between rooting for me or for Cameron.

“No problem. It’s good that I didn’t get a date,” he murmured, his voice friendly.

“No, not just this. It’s everything you do for me,” I said as I squeezed his hand. After the carwash event, I really wanted to make it clear to Yael that I didn’t want to hurt him, even if I loved Cameron.

“For taking me to the doctors’ appointments, for caring about it at all. Honestly, when I needed someone to hold me together, you’ve always been there. Thank you. Yael,” I said nervously, trying to make it through the parking lot.

“Hey, you’re my sister’s best friend. But no, actually you are my friend, Sam,” he said with honesty, his brown eyes beamed with the disco lights inside the gym.

“I don’t want to guess what could have been if I could do something for you and didn’t. I want to do it when I can, while I can and have no regrets…” My hand automatically relaxed as I heard his words.

Before, I did think that Yael knowing about my illness wasn’t a good idea. I hated pity, but from him it was different. Yael didn’t like people showing their appreciation. I knew if I said thanks again, he wouldn’t enjoy it this time, so I swallowed it and smiled at him.

“Why didn’t you get a date? I mean, you’re part of their group,” I said, rolling my eyes. Yael smiled innocently.

“I don’t want girls to get the wrong idea. I don’t know what is it with these girls? They ambush you to get you to ask them. And if you’re not what they expect, they try to kill you!” he said in a fake alarm voice while helping me to keep my balance. I giggled at his comment.

“Plus, just like you, there’s only one person I wanted to go with, but that won’t happen. Ever…” he confessed with a heavy sigh. Even when I kept my smile, his words punched me in the guts.

“It’s okay, Sam. You don’t have to feel sorry for me. This is the way life works.” I pulled Yael’s arm, and he stopped automatically. Lowering my head to cover my guilt, I swallowed before I could even say anything to him, but what could I say?

“I don’t really know, but maybe deep inside we just have the hope that he’ll notice our feelings and by a crazy chance of destiny, he might return those feelings…” I said in a low voice. I was sure Yael heard it. Waiting to hear some kind of joke about it, though I knew Yael wouldn’t do that, I wanted to hear it.

“But the thought of being rejected or played by the one you love is so terrifying…” His voice was low just like mine was. I yelled at my conscience to stop myself, but Yael was my friend. I nodded, swallowing the lump in my throat.

“You still have a chance to come clean, Sam,” he reminded me. I looked up into his big brown eyes full of hope and admiration, Yael knew the guilt was eating me inside out. He smirked in a way that made me copy him.

“I’d like you to have this. It reminds me of you.” Yael placed a beautiful heart-shaped crystal in my hand. It was a bracelet, shiny in silver, sparkling at the touch of the light, but with dark cracks around it. It looked beautifully broken. He was right. It was a reminder of my heart. I smiled at him.

“Thank you,” I said, giving it back to him so he could put it on. With a smile, Yael led me through a sea of people so I could find Rocky and Tanya. Walking with Yael made me feel a little more comfortable, in balance. He was all I needed. I really loved Yael.





Chapter 40

Boys Like Girls was taking over in the background. The dance floor was filled with crazy dancers. I could also see the teachers in charge, their eyes wandering to make sure everything was running smoothly. Looking at my surroundings my eyes finally caught sight of Miles and Angel. Soon Ivonne holding hands with Angel came into my view. I felt kind of surprised to see Angel holding hands with a girl. Maybe she’s the next one, I thought.

The whole time I have known Angel Vandel Ver, he never touched a girl in public. Maybe the dance was a special occasion or maybe Ivonne was the exception. Lately, the little group of players had been showing a different side, a mature side. Maybe because they were seniors which meant they would have to leave their tendencies behind. I could see how from the corner of his eye the idiotic Miles would search for Tanya. I never got why if he liked her. He kept ignoring her. Dumbass. I rolled my eyes.

And as predictable as it was, in a way, I never stopped to actually think about it, whether Angel and Miles were hanging out with my sister’s sidekicks. My chest tightened as my anger was slowly awakening. Again, Cameron had done a great job on making me feel like the most stupid girl in the world.

Taking Aubrey to the spring dance after I said ‘no’? He could easily have taken anyone else. I was nothing but a joke to him and my sister. I hated that part of me, that part that hoped to see the real Cameron when he was so consumed by the identity his popularity had raised, and Aubrey was no different.

“Cameron is a hardhead. Getting him to express himself is harder than you admitting defeat in this bet. He’s not a bad guy,” Yael whispered in my ear. At the same time, my eyes spotted Cameron walking hand in hand with Aubrey. I turned my face away to where the others were. This was a night I wanted to make a memory with my friends, so I opted to ignore anything that could potentially ruin it.

I knew that to Yael, Cameron meant more than just a friend; they were inseparable, partners in crime. The perfect friendship. They knew things about each other that not even Angel and Miles knew. It was kind of cute to see them together. Yael was the cool calm guy but would jump on anyone who said anything bad about Cameron. Cameron was the guy who didn’t give a damn about anything but would never leave his best friend behind. Or so I thought, now I had my doubts thanks to Rocky.

Rocky and Cameron had done something to shadow that friendship. For a moment, I wondered how Cameron would react if he knew about Yael’s feelings. Would he be capable of hurting someone who has been with him through it all? And how Yael would react if he knew about Rocky? It made me really angry at Cameron and Rocky. Not because I cared about him, but because they didn’t think about Yael at all. The nicest guy I ever met.

For a moment, I had the need to tell Yael, but I couldn’t. It wasn’t my secret to tell. I felt bad for him because he was being betrayed by his sister and his best friend. I was betraying him by knowing the truth and saying nothing about it, I was taking part on their betrayal. If I had to choose to come clean with any of them, Yael was the right choice, but I couldn’t. I didn’t want to be the one to hurt him. I’m sorry, Yael.

“Yael, I’m with you. Just like you are with me all the time, I’m with you,” I reassured him, hoping that he could notice the desperation in my eyes, that when the time where he would figure it out came, he would think of this moment and not push me away. Gripping his hand, Yael gazed at me confusingly.

“What’s wrong with you?” he asked loudly, trying to make it through the blasting electro playing in the background. I shook my head and smile at him.

Aubrey looked beautiful and attractive in her black strapless cocktail dress, her big bluish eyes just like my mother’s. This was her moment. She was shining with pride to see how her competition turned their attention to her. I could see the confidence I lacked off highlighted more on her. They actually looked good together. Aubrey was ready to show that she wanted to be with Cameron or at least to gain more popularity.

As they got closer, I could see how much Aubrey enjoyed seeing my reaction at her relationship with Cameron. And him, Cameron like always, he didn’t seem to care about people’s attention at all. Looking at his shaggy hair still messy but in a sexy way, his black V-neck suit looked perfect on him. He looked like a younger Michael, no wonder they were related. Even though I stood there and held onto Yael, Cameron’s eyes burned my skin, immediately making me self-conscious, but I wasn’t going to let him or my sister see it. I squeezed Yael’s hand for support and he squeezed it back.

“Hey,” Yael greeted them first but Cameron said nothing.

I didn’t know if anyone else noticed, but Yael and Cameron had a little tension growing between them. They always seemed so close, but now, every time they saw each other it was like a fight in their minds. Even in class, Yael kept his distance from Cameron. It was like the great friendship I admired was stumbling and if that were to happen, my side was going to be with Yael for obvious reasons.

After a few seconds of staring down, Cameron reached his hand to Yael. My heart release the pressure as they cordially shook hands. Thank God. I sighed inside. My ears shut off from the music. My sight turned everything black. The only sound I could hear was my abnormally pounding heart as he lowered his eyes to look at me. The only one in my vision was him. I wanted to be strong but my heart was too weak. My life was slipping away through my fingers and made me weaker to know that a second I looked away was a second I missed, a second I couldn’t get back.

“You got your stuff, huh? Sammy,” Cameron commented with a slight hint of anger, unfriendliness. I knew why but I didn’t feel bad after he decided to show up with Aubrey.

“Whatever you mean by that,” I said, matching his tone. The anger I felt toward Rocky and him was useful at the moment. Though I evaded his eyes, I turned to see Aubrey. She was proudly smirking at me. I glared at her with the same nonchalant expression Cameron showed her sometimes.

“Hey, guys!” Aubrey waved toward her friends Ivonne and Amy. At the same time, she pulled Cameron with her. I held my own and I was proud. Maybe I could understand Cameron and Aubrey. It felt good not to show weakness, make them believe I was just as cold as them.

“Later,” Cameron said. I didn’t know if he was talking to Yael or me, but no one answered. Exhaling to relax myself, I let Yael lead me to where Rocky and Tanya were sitting. The night was just getting started and I wanted to leave a good memory for my friends to remember me by.





Chapter 41

The night was going great, nothing of what I actually expected. We danced, we took pictures, we sang along, we laughed, and enjoyed so much. Trying to keep my heart in a balance rate, I took a minute to relax; I had managed to walk by myself in heels. It wasn’t that bad actually. It just needed some getting used to. There was no way I was going to be dragging Yael around to keep me balance all night. The throb in my toes was yelling at me to stop or to just take my shoes off, but I didn’t want to ruin the only day I had been beautiful.

Sitting in a corner, watching Tanya dance with Yael to ‘Live Your Life’ by T.I. Next to them, Rocky with Cameron grinned while enjoying themselves. It was bold of them to act like they’ve never had any intimacy. It was disgusting. Or maybe I was just jealous. I had to try my best not to go off on Rocky. She was being a two-faced, always making excuses when I had the opportunity to be the one next to Cameron, but she would gladly drag him to the dance floor and pretend to be just friends dancing.

With great effort, I swallowed my frustration and pretended not to be affected at all. There was no way to change what she was, and who she really was rooting for. In reality, it hurt me. Seeing them acting so friendly right next to Yael. Maybe that was the reason my heart felt so tight. It was painful to have the thoughts of actually wanting to end the closeness between Rocky and Cameron, for me and for Yael.

To make my situation worse, there was no bathroom closer to the gym other than the one on the second floor. I sighed in defeat. Thank you, God, I said sarcastically. The romantic music in the background felt soothing. I wasn’t the only one walking in the hallways, but the only one alone. I looked dreadful and pitiful by the end of the night. So much for looking pretty.

Splashing cold water on my face to refresh my senses, my heart gave me a warning that I’ve had enough for the night. The stabbing made the hair on the back of my neck stand up. The water washed away the makeup, leaving my face pale and tired like a sick person should be but I tried to ignore it. Tying up my hair into a high bum but leaving my bangs out to cover my tired eyes, I counted to ten to gather my energy and go back to Yael.

I wished to take my heels off and just dump them in the trash and never see them again, but I couldn’t. Not where kids that thought so highly of themselves surrounded me. I didn’t really care what they said about me, but now that everyone had seen me with Yael, I didn’t want him to be mocked because of me. For Yael I had to endure the pain and be strong.

The sound of ’Love Remains the Same’ by Gavin Rossdale took over the background. I held on for a few minutes to calm my overworked lungs. I could feel it. I had to stop dreaming and hoping. My heart kept yelling at me to stop forcing myself. Why am I ignoring it? I kept doing all type of reckless things for what? It didn’t make sense at all; this life wasn’t caught up for me.

“But I want to live,” I whispered breathlessly. Counting the minutes the song lasted, my heartbeat seemed to slowly calm down with the rhythm of the music. Taking a look at the broken heart on my wrist, it was so beautiful and fragile. I smiled looking at it. Leaning on the wall, I prayed to God to let Yael be happy, to help him find his truth. My heart shudder to think that he might have to face everyone alone. I wanted to be there for him but my heart wasn’t willing to wait.

“So much for the change.” His voice made me snap my eyes open. So much for calming my heart.

I knew this time I was too late to pretend not to care. He could see the surprise on my face. Cameron was gazing at me from head to toe, a very serious expression on his handsome face that alerted my heart, making it violently fluster. He frowned a little, which made him look hotter in a way, but this wasn’t what he was trying to do. In some way, I felt relieved to be a girl at this moment, the way Cameron looked at me showed that if I were a guy, he could break my face without warning. With my back on the wall, I held my composure but it was becoming a struggle, I needed to take it easy. Stay calm and look for a way to walk away without having to end up in the E.R again. Cameron approached slowly, making me. panic.

“So, it’s Yael, huh?” Cameron’s voice sounded seriously disappointed, cold, and almost hostile. I gulped quietly but kept my eyes on him.

Cameron was almost crushing me against the wall, both of his hands on either side of my head, he’s usual move to trap me. Trying not to break down in tears, I kept his glare. He looked evil to a point that he would hurt me and not mind at all, but he wasn’t trying. His body was slightly touching mine, pushing me against the wall. Cameron was way taller than I was, which forced me to tilt my head back to look at him in the face. In a defensive mode, I placed my hands on his defined abs. Oh, God!

“What the hell are you doing?” I asked, as his hand slowly slid down to grip my wrists, lifting my arms. It hurt, the simple movement was hurting my sides, chest felt tighter than ever, my ribs hurt with every breath I took.

His smug expression changed to a prideful grin as he looked at the silver heart Yael had given me. It shined with the touch of the lights. Another mischievous emotion shadowed his honey eyes.

“If you’d come with me, you wouldn’t be this bored, Sam,” he said, showering my face with his minty breath. His hair stood out from the sides. His perfect brows were fascinating when he fought his temper. “But you would rather come with your good friend,” his voice slowly alerting my senses, making it hard for me to breathe.

My heart tightened up, making my eyes widen. I realized that the pain was almost making half of my body numb already. His tone was composed, but every word sounded cold and intimidating.

“What are you talking about? I’m not bored,” I argued, trying to match his level of competency. I was tired and the last thing I wanted was to give in to him like last time.

“Are you sure?” he asked, putting up his player moves. I hated it, thinking that he could do anything because he had the power and technique all figured out. After asking me, he decided to take my sister, of all people. Of all people, you damn jerk! What kind of disturbing game was he playing?

“Very sure,” I reassured him, pushing the pain deep inside and letting the numbness take over. It was easier to keep my cool face, just like him.

“In any case, Cameron…” I said, mimicking the same cutthroat tone he was using. It felt good to show him that his presence didn’t have that much impact on me, even if it did. He waited. Remembering the evil smirk he mastered when he was being an asshole, I did the same.

“Why are you here? Do you like me so much you can’t even stay away from me?” I asked, emphasizing on the liking part. Take that, jerk!

The last thing I wanted was to end up in the hospital again but my mind was shouting at me that it was going to be my end. Trying to breathe through my nose and not my mouth, I blinked a few times to keep my concentration. Cameron smiled amusedly at my reaction.

“Like you?” he asked in a seductive voice, breathing out a smile, which fumed my anger.

“Don’t you?” I asked, almost out of my breath, trying to control the pound in my chest I hoped for him not to notice the slight tremble in my voice. He stopped for a second, hesitating on what to say maybe. His eyes turned serious, way too serious.

“What if I do? Wouldn’t you like it, Sammy?” slowly leaning his face forward to make my heart almost burst with a sharp stab. I shut my eyes with all my might.

Our lips slightly skimmed together. My back against the wall, I was weakening but Yael’s voice popped into my mind. He was begging me to just give up and tell Cameron my feelings. What did I have to lose? The little gestures he had with me gave me hope. Just tell him! I shouted inside.

But what if it was just a joke? I had to fight and ignore my feelings because I didn’t have a life to live. I giggled, not at Cameron, but at how incredulous I’ve been hoping and wishing when my reality was so clear, but for once, I wanted to see the side of Cameron that was hiding under that hard mask he put on. Just tell him. My heart pounded furiously and all I could think about was Yael’s voice.

“What if I do? Is it really something you would care about?” my voice was only a whisper. Just tell him, Sam. Fighting to get a grip of my pain. His lips now moving to my ears, I could hear his breath inviting my wildest desires, making my brain crazy with anticipation, my heart at the point of giving up. What am I doing to myself?

“I win. I always win,” he whispered with a playful smile.

And just like that, God slapped me back to reality, again. Disappointment punched me low and painful, to even have hope that someone like Cameron would look at me as something more than a friend, the one who was going to die, the one that had no hope since the very beginning. Still, with a little effort, I placed my hand on his chest and pushed him away, before I could get any weaker. Closing my eyes to concentrate on my voice, I fought the pain, the humiliation, and the tears back. You can do this! I cheered myself on.

“It’s not over yet, Cameron Derwood.” Trying not to let him see the disappointment in my eyes, I gazed deep down his empty soul, let him feel my glare just like he did with me. Engrave the sight of a dying girl in his brain. But there was no reaction from him.

“But it will, soon,” he said, taking my hand and giving it a little squeeze.

For a moment, I did think about it. As he analyzed the silver heart hanging from my wrist, something in his eyes showed a different reaction. Regret maybe. He was right though. It was going to end soon—the pain, the frustration, and all the feelings I had for him. Thank God for that.

“Sooner than you think,” I whispered before his lips touched mine. Cameron’s body stiffened, a flash of confusion crossed his eyes, and I smiled playfully just like he did. Taking my hand back, I managed push my feet to walk past him. “Way sooner,” I said, feeling relieved somehow. Cameron’s eyes widened in surprise. He probably saw through me, but I didn’t care anymore. I had nothing to care other than my family. All I had to do was live to the fullest, for as long as I had.

“Samantha…” he tried to say something but thank God, Yael appeared behind me.

His eyes immediately realized my deadly state. He froze for a quick second but managed to push through. Without thinking twice, Yael took my hand and pulled me away from Cameron. I had no idea how long I’ve had been standing, but the pain in my feet was worse that I could barely take the few steps toward Yael without falling. Yael noticed my pain, holding my hand firmly; he stood next to me. Unable to keep my balanced any longer, I leaned to rest my weight on him. Automatically, my free hand gripped my heart, I was ready to close my eyes and let go.

“You’re going over the line with your stupid games, Cameron,” Yael told him in a cool tone that sounded like a threat.

Cameron gazed at him for a minute, then swung his eyes at me, and back to Yael. He grinned. I hated it. I hated to see Yael treating Cameron like that, and I hated to see Cameron not considering Yael at all. Maybe if he knew the truth.

“And what are you going to do about it?” His voice was not covering his discomfort with him. Cameron was aggravated by Yael’s tone. He looked like he was holding on the urge to beat him to death and that’s something I wasn’t going to allow.

“Whatever I can to keep you from hurting her,” Yael reassured him in a calm voice. Again, Cameron’s eyes were peering at me impatiently. A deep wrinkle in the middle of his brows making it seemed like he had a unibrow.

“Yael, Yael,” Cameron said while shaking his head. Slowly walking toward us.

“Who do you think you are to judge what I do?” Cameron asked, forgetting about friendship and partnership. It was a total stranger trying to pick a fight. Yael kept his cool though. That was good. It would have been bad if both of them were going to go at it.

“Look, Cameron. I don’t care what you do, or with who you do it, but Samantha… I won’t let you hurt her,” Yael reassured him, without worry about Cameron’s challenge.

Cameron smiled an evil smile that sent chills through my body. I gripped Yael’s hand, just in case he wanted to keep making things worse. Cameron stopped in front of us. I stared down Yael and Cameron, none of them giving up. I didn’t want to make things turn to a point there was going to be no comeback. God, please help me, I prayed silently.

“You’re trying to save this one because you couldn’t save your precious Lisa, is that it?” Cameron’s voice was cold and hurtful. Yael flinched at the sudden mention of this name.

I had no idea where the conversation had gone to, Cameron finally took a reaction out of Yael. I could feel the tension between them getting to a higher level. I knew that if I didn’t take Yael away from Cameron, their good friendship could be broken. If they kept shooting at each other, the only one getting hurt was going to be Yael. I couldn’t allow that. I took a deep breath to control my voice and the stab in my chest.

“Yael,” I whispered. Yael stopped whatever he was thinking of doing to Cameron almost immediately. He held his composure.

“I want to go home,” Yael turned to me. I probably looked pitiful because his eyes turned soft and warm in a second.

“Okay,” he agreed without breaking his stare down with Cameron. Sighing and shaking his head, Yael turned, holding my hand so I wouldn’t fall. I sighed with relief.

“You better chill out, dude. You’re pushing your luck,” Yael said, not looking at Cameron anymore.

“I’ll see you tomorrow. Samantha,” Cameron shouted out to me. I couldn’t help but to take a last look at him. An impulse that soon made me realized my mistake. My heart dropped to see a lonely Cameron, looking like a scolded child left behind.

“He needs to learn, Sam” Yael said, trying to make me feel better, but he was just like me. We were both struggling to not hate the guy we loved.

I managed to end the night gracefully. I didn’t want Tanya or Rocky to miss the fun, so I sat at my table next to Yael and made fun of the rest of the kids around us. Although in the back of my mind, all I wanted was to ask Yael who Lisa was and what her connection with them was, but I knew, I had to stop and wait for him to talk.





Chapter 42

“Samantha, get the hell up!” Aubrey shouted after a loud bang behind my door. Her hysteric voice made Mimi bark loudly. The dance was over. My feet were killing me, but spring break had just begun and I knew I wouldn’t get to rest.

After I got home from the dance, I had to wait until morning for Aubrey to come home to give her the news that I didn’t feel like going to her trip anymore. To my surprise for the first time in my life, Aubrey begged me to do something for her. Trying to find a good excuse not to go, I couldn’t tell her that I was at my breaking point. That my body was holding on a thread, that every second was a second I could not get back because I had no strength anymore. Not only that, the tension between Yael and Cameron also worried me. It seemed breakable now, and I didn’t want to see that. For the first time, I thought coherently and was making the right choice to stay home.

“Sam!” she shouted again.

The only reason Aubrey wanted me to go was because she would be doomed if my mom found out she was actually going with guys. I tried anything to get her out of the idea of taking me. After last night, I knew that seeing her and Cameron would only make me weaker. I wasn’t going to live for long, but at least I wanted my life to be a little peaceful. Too late for that.

“Are you up already?!” Aubrey shouted, opening the door.

I didn’t find it surprising, the bitchy get-up she was dressed in. With Mimi in my arms, I sat up on my bed and just glared at her wondering how could she be so energetic after just four hours of sleep? For a moment, I wanted to be like her, full of life. Full of energy. Enjoy every day without worrying that it might be my last.

“We talked about this,” I said. My voice was dead. I was already giving up. I wasn’t trying to fight my options with her anymore.

“And I said we’re going! Why can’t you do this little thing for me? You always get whatever you want. Why can’t you let me have what I want!?” Aubrey shouted hysterically. She was desperate, but at this point, there was nothing to fear anymore.

“What is it that you want?” I asked, tired of arguing, though I already knew what Aubrey wanted. It’s what I wanted. What any girl wanted. Cameron. Aubrey stopped in the middle of my room, her eyes turning serious for once. I sat up straight and let go of Mimi.

“At first, I just wanted to play with Cameron. All I wanted was to play and maybe win his heart, but I ended up like every girl,” Aubrey started, her voice turning sweet, her eyes shine with illusion. My heart clenched. My eyes widened in disbelief. What the hell?!

“You. You like him?” I struggled with the words; it wasn’t easy to put on a poker face now. Couldn’t my luck get any worse? Perplexed, I waited for her to crack out laughing at my face, but she didn’t. Seriously, God? I looked up, trying to calm my heart.

“I am. I’m in love with Cameron,” Aubrey admitted with a light blush. No way…

Her words stabbed my chest and twisted it painfully. It hurt. I wanted to scream and cry. Why was life being so unfair to me? What did I ever do to anyone to be sentenced like this? My eyes filled up with tears of anger. I didn’t want to question God, but the devil was forcing me. Still I fought.

“Lately, he’s been more communicative with me. We talk about us, and even you. Things are going as expected, Sam. And I know that with this, Cameron won’t reject me,” she said, proudly showing all her goodies. There was nothing I could say anymore. I was shocked, angry, and stunned at the same time.

“So, you do this for me, okay. Mom won’t let me go if you don’t go. Please, please Samantha,” Aubrey begged and without waiting for me to answer, she turned to walk out of the door.

Her words had shocked me to the point where I couldn’t even move from my bed. Story of my life. I let the tears roll down my face. How was I going to spend a whole weekend with her friends, with his friends feeling as crappy as I felt? I didn’t want to question God, but He was pushing me to a limit I felt how I was losing it.

I knew I wouldn’t live for long, but didn’t I deserve to be happy the last years of my existence? My lungs filled with air and it hurt, the stupidity had definitely gone way up in my head. Otherwise, I couldn’t understand myself. How could I act the way I did? Thinking that Aubrey could have what I couldn’t and what I deserved for working hard even when I knew I wasn’t going to enjoy it.

“I’m in love with Cameron, too!” I yelled before Aubrey could close the door. She froze instantly. I knew it was too late for me to regret my words. They became clearer when I said them out loud.

“Well, in that case, Sammy,” Aubrey said with a serious voice, still facing away. “Are you ready to fight for him?” she asked, turning to face me.

My mind went blank for a short second, to see a very determined Aubrey ready to fight for what she wanted. Ever since we were young, Aubrey never stopped fighting for what she wanted, and I had. I was scared of losing.

“This is not about fighting, losing, or winning. This is about someone’s feelings,” I argued, wiping my tears before she could see them.

Cameron was the most complicated person to love, not only because of his own complex nature, but because loving him meant hurting important people in my life. I didn’t have a choice. Admitting my defeat would hurt some, making him lose would hurt more people. Whatever the ending was, I was never going to win. I give up, God.

“That type of thinking will never get you anywhere in life, Sam. If you love someone, you fight for him, against anyone, because you know that no one can make him happier than you can,” she said, to my shocking surprise.

“If you don’t think about making Cameron happy, then you don’t love him,” Aubrey said and before I could answer, she walked out the door.

I was standing in the middle of my room. A room that was so perfect for me, it had been decorated and designed to my taste. My parents never opposed to anything I suggested. With tears in my eyes, I looked around and saw how selfish I had been my whole life. I loved Cameron, but he didn’t love me. I was trying to make him fall for me, to make myself feel better. I was trying to win a bet that was going to hurt Yael, Rocky, and now Aubrey. It was all because I wanted to die happy.

As I promised my sister, we parted to Miles’ beach house in Myrtle Beach, the most famous beach in South Carolina. Feeling more relieved to see Yael in the very back seat of the minivan Angel was driving, and a little uncomfortable to see Cameron in the second row. I glanced at him, but his emotionless face clearly warned me, he didn’t want me close to him, and if I was planning to survive this trip, I had to stay away from him.

Aubrey jumped in to sit beside Cameron. She was overly excited and, in some way, this was better for her than for me. She had her friends. I only had Yael. He was more than enough. Ivonne was already in the passenger seat to be with her now boyfriend Angel, and Miles next to Amy in the first row. I didn’t have a problem sitting next to Yael. After all he was my guardian angel. I felt safe with him. I grinned, reassuring him that I was ready for this. But I’m really not. Yael smirked back and showed me a battle of V8 Greens Juice. I made a face at it and he chuckled silently.

“Gross,” I complained in a low voice. He smiled his always-so-friendly smile. As soon as I took a seat, Angel turned the volume up to let Michael Jackson blast through the speakers. At least that would make the ride a little smoother.

“Turn that shit down!” Cameron complained annoyingly, to what Angel obeyed without hesitation, changing it to hip-hop. He settled behind his black shades, crossing his arms over his chest. He relaxed, ready to take a nap.

“Hey,” Yael said, ignoring Cameron’s complaints.

Handing me one of his ear buds, I giggled at the sound of his favorite Spanish singer: Leo Dan. I loved that music. It was relaxing and profound. Leaning on his shoulder to feel more comfortable, I shut my eyes and lost my mind into the melody. Avoiding their conversations, I kept repeating the songs in my head. I didn’t want to see Aubrey flirting with Cameron either, so the only option was to send myself to a happy place.





Chapter 43

I opened my eyes again. We were already parking at the beach house or beach mansion rather. It was incredible to open my eyes to the view of a bright blue ocean. The surface glittered with the bright sun on top, white sand spreading all over. The air felt salty and wet. As the waves crashed at shore, the wind would bring in the air a little spray of salty water that made it feel kind of cool. I knew for a fact that everybody in Horizon High was rich and spoiled or rich enough; of course, Miles’ parents would have a huge mansion as a vocational house. He was just a spoiled rich brat and he loved to brag about it.

The house was huge with an amazing deck, the pool just as huge as the garden with the ocean view. The porch decorated with lively colored flowers, an enchanting garden with green grass, and amazing Caribbean flowers. Everyone entered the immense house. A gentle-looking lady welcomed us with a smile. She looked motherly and super tan. Obviously, the last thing everyone wanted to do was to sit around and not start partying. I was already looking for a bed though. The trip and lack of sleep from the night before got me tired enough to sleep for days. Not that I had much to do with the rest of the group. I was there for a reason; to enjoy the vacation was not that reason. I sighed as the nice lady led me to my room.

“Are you alright, Miss?” Yolanda, the housekeeper, asked while opening the door for me. I sighed, feeling the cold sweat rolling down my body. Not a good sign.

My room was just next to Amy’s, which was good. I didn’t need more stress by having a room next to Cameron or Aubrey. I needed to distance myself from the torture they caused every moment I had the misfortune to share with them.

“Yes, thanks for asking,” I lied, trying to match her polite tone, taking a seat on the cloudy-textured bed, and letting my body relax.

“Why didn’t you want to go to the ocean?” Yolanda asked. She felt like a grandmother, warm and loving.

She was nothing like my real grandmother, an independent lady that couldn’t leave her beloved New York City and her wealthy lifestyle. I liked the way Yolanda looked. It made me feel comfortable enough to spend my time with her and not being the outsider in Aubrey’s adventure.

“Still tired from the trip,” I explained. In part, it wasn’t a total lie. I was tired, but I learned my lesson. Next time I would just wear flat shoes. It wasn’t like anyone would care.

“I can imagine, but there’s nothing a little rest can’t cure,” she said with a beautiful heartwarming smile. Opening the window to let the sound of the ocean and the smell of salty water in, I smiled.

“I’ll leave you to it,” she said. With one last look, she walked out of the room. As soon as my head hit the pillow, I was gone again.

After a good rest, my body felt much better. Opening my eyes to a beautiful sunset made my heart squeeze and it hurt; there were no days without pain anymore. But I refused to complain about it, instead I focused on living every day. I was captivated by the magical moment. Watching the seagulls fly in the horizon as the sun slowly submerged into the water, leaving behind a bright orange-red color made me think if I were to choose my moment of death, I would choose this one. A peaceful sunset could reassure me that life was beautiful, it was difficult and painful most of the time, but in the end it was beautiful. My soul shuddered and cried at the thought of being alone, so lonely at this moment. At my moment of death, I wanted to be with my loved ones, but it was painful to think of the goodbye. What am I paying for, God? I didn’t get to live enough to make awful mistakes but it felt like I was paying for something.

“My heart is dying,” I said out loud to make myself understand that it was real.

Eating the vegetarian sushi rolls Yolanda made for me, I sat there and looked at nothing. I was gazing out into the beautiful view outside, but my eyes weren’t actually seeing anything. I chewed the roll but there was no taste at all. It was hard to swallow when there was a big knot squeezing my throat.

After a few hours together, Yolanda and I became good friends. Without thinking twice I told her about my condition. She gently smiled and promised she wouldn’t make something that would hurt my special diet. I thanked her, but deep down it felt like pity.

“So depressing!” Cameron’s voice surprised me from behind, grabbing my wrist making my heart bounce violently inside. He snatched the roll I was about to put in my mouth.

My eyes widened with surprise at the sudden closeness. Cameron Derwood, a cocky brat with unpredictable actions. He had been furious before but now, here he was again tempting my heart.

“Exactly like last time,” he commented while enjoying the taste of the sushi rolls. My eyes were on him as he took a seat on the stool besides mine. His hair was messy and dry with sprinkles of sand in it. He glanced at me from the corner of his eye, making me flinch immediately.

“These are good,” he said, and I couldn’t understand what this friendliness meant. Whatever. I rolled my eyes and moved on like he was doing.

“You’ve eaten this before?” I asked, trying to have a normal conversation that would calm my heart.

For a moment, I did wonder if he was bipolar. Cameron had the gift of being capricious, one minute he would be so angry and make everyone around him uncomfortable. The next he would act like nothing bothered him at all. It was confusing and a lot of work to keep up with. But finally, I got some sense knocked into my soul. At this point my only goal was to fill my mind with whatever memories I could get with him. Keep it like it was before I found out my fate, before he took the initiative of kissing me. Now we were two friends making memories before I die.

“Yeah, Yolanda makes these for me when I come here all the time,” he answered, taking a set of chopsticks to dig in.

Thinking of a smiley Cameron enjoying Yolanda’s food somehow warmed my heart, calming the uncomfortable beating that had been bothering me since I woke up. I liked it, if we could just stay like this. Stop this moment in time. It was my perfect moment of death. My chest trembled with sadness, but that was only for me to feel.

“It’s the only time I get to eat something delicious prepared by someone motherly, like her,” His voice was losing the happiness he was feeling a second before.

His eyes focused on the view out of the window, the reddish sunset made his eyes shine with something deeper than sadness. Lonely, breakable, someone that could get hurt easily. Cameron, the strong independent guy, the one every girl wanted to have. The one that never showed his real feelings, now looked lost, desolated. A tear formed in the corner of my eye as I realized that maybe I was too selfish to only care about myself. Everyone had problems. Cameron had his past and his problems that made him change into the hardhearted and complicated guy he was now. Wiping the tear before he could see it, I placed my chopsticks beside the plate.

“You’re not going to eat more? You’re always looking pale and too skinny,” he commented, turning his full attention to me. My heart trembled at his sudden comment. Was I decaying to the point even Cameron would notice? Of course, I am. I’m dying.

“Here,” he said without giving me a second to react. He grabbed my chin and squeezed my cheeks, forcing me to open my mouth. He took a roll and opened his mouth, motioning me to do the same. He’s trying to feed me!

The same Cameron that was about to break my wrist, the same that was trying to pick a fight with his best friend just a night before? His intense honey-colored eyes focused on my face, making me nervous, which wasn’t good for my heart. He waited impatiently for me to take the roll.

“Open,” he demanded. The fine sand made his hair glitter. This moment was magical. I was making a memory with Cameron. An incredible memory. Thank you, God.

Cameron gazed deep into my eyes, while I concentrated on chewing. I could feel the blood rushing to my face as he grinned with satisfaction.

“You look kind of cute when you get embarrassed,” he commented in a warm, observing voice. Again, my heart jumped. No, Cameron, stay away, I pleaded.

Even though we were not meant to be, I couldn’t help to fall in love with him even more. When he let his guard down and showed his real self, I wanted to keep it that way. I wanted him like this so that when I stopped living, Cameron would think back to this time and remember this pleasant moment. My heart squeezed and the need to tell him the truth was burning me inside out. I have to tell him. I have to be honest.

“You know, Cameron,” I started with a slight tremble inside. I was trying to keep the peace in my heart, to survive more than I could. Cameron waited, capturing me with those eyes that were my weakness.

“I would prefer if we just forget about that bet,” I said, trying my best to keep him calm. I didn’t want to fight anymore. I could feel my energy fading every day. I didn’t want to waste my time being angry with him or Aubrey. I turned my attention to the now dusky sky; a lump formed in my throat as I felt him next to me, again putting on his hard mask. I sighed to release the tightness of my chest. Be honest! I scolded myself.

“I shouldn’t have agreed to it ever… ever,” I waited for him to snap at me, but he didn’t. Cameron sighed and got up from the tool. He said nothing. Instead, he walked away, leaving me there alone with an uncertainty I couldn’t bare by myself.

“It’s for the best,” I said to myself as I watched the sky turn dark.





Chapter 44

For once I found myself enjoying my time with Amy and Ivonne. They weren’t as vain as I thought they were. Actually, Ivonne was very shy when it came to romance. She was in love with Angel. Genuinely in love and that was a surprise. Amy was more like a party rocker, the perfect friend for my sister. They were fun to be with when Aubrey wasn’t around, although that was rarely the case.

Yael, as expected, was up for having and giving me a good time. We spent a full day walking next to the water, singing out loud, dancing our feelings away. In a way, I was happy that he was the way he was. Loving the same person, we could understand each other in a way the rest didn’t. We talked to each other leaving the rest of the world out. He was the angel I needed to guide me through my rough days. Yael was turning into someone more important to me than anyone, ever. I treasured Yael, and the thought of dying and never seeing him again made me sad. Really sad.

Although I had my fun, I also needed my rest. While everyone was out, I stayed behind and worked on my spring homework and took my much-needed break. For a moment I disliked Mr. Gailes, just when I had decided to stay away from Cameron. To settle myself away from him, he came up with a brilliant plan to get us together again. But of course, this was the complicated relationship God and I had. I was used to it already and I expected no better.

The nights at the beach were windy and cold. Keeping my window open to hear the sound of the waves crashing against the rocks felt magical. Remembering how cynically Aubrey had asked Cameron to go with her, and him, not wasting time accepting. It annoyed me but I was the one who pushed him away.

Cameron kept his distance, which helped me calm my heart but it wasn’t enough anymore. Although it was what I wanted, it hurt me to see him with my sister. I sighed, giving up of my depressing love life. This is for the best, I kept of reminding myself. Trying to stay calm, I stretched my arms to feel the cool breeze of the night. Listening to Yael’s playlist, I focused on my homework.

“Such a romantic music.” I couldn’t help but smile at Yael’s soothing taste of music.

Letting myself go with the rhythm of ‘Already Gone’ by Kelly Clarkson, I closed my eyes and let the song move me to the point of tears. My heart jerked furiously to feel his arms slowly sliding down my shoulder, slowly reaching Yael’s iPod. He paused the song. I froze.

Immediately I wiped my tears, hoping that he wouldn’t notice. The embarrassment made me jump out of the chair, pushing him away in shock. Cameron stood there gazing at me with those intense eyes, my hands frozen on his chest. I could feel the blood rushing to my face, good thing my hair was all over the place.

“What the hell…” I stumbled with the words, trying to ignore the disturbance in my chest. He placed his hands over mine. There was something different in his eyes this time. His hair was wild. His skin had finally turned slightly darker with the sun. His shirt was half-buttoned.

“What are you doing here?” I demanded. My voice still couldn’t cover the embarrassment and shock. Cameron was up to something again and whatever it was, it was killing me.

“Samantha.” The way he said my name urged me to meet his eyes. No, Cameron! I wasn’t strong enough to push him away once more. Not when he kept looking for me in that confusing way, even if he didn’t like me like I did. He was persistent and I was weak.

“I wanted to talk to you about something,” he said casually.

It was exhausting to keep going back and forth between reason and logic when it came to Cameron Derwood. We were doing good keeping our distance. I was surviving. I had hope that I would make it through this trip without dying. But once again, God had other plans for me.

I wasn’t ready to surrender to my love for Cameron. I was too much of a coward to face his rejection and keep going like the rest did.

“Talk to me… About what?” I asked, trying to sound as casual as he did.

Struggling to pull my hand away from him, I knew the excitement wasn’t good. And lately, I could taste the danger of not being as strict as Doctor Jackson had ordered. I was throwing away all their effort and I felt guilty about it, but I couldn’t. I love Cameron. I love him with my broken heart. I love his eyes, his hair, his scent. I love you.

“It’s kind of annoying…” he said, giving me goosebumps. He suddenly leaned down to rest his forehead on mine.

Feeling how he picked up a strand of my hair, his voice sweet and inviting, I snapped my eyes closed to concentrate on my heart, which was fighting the abrupt realization of the depths of my love for him. Being alone with Cameron was never good, especially not when my sister was around, not when Yael was around. It wasn’t fair to anyone. But I couldn’t push him away. I didn’t want to push him anymore.

“What do you feel when I get this close to you?” His inviting voice made me feel the pressure in my chest, the butterflies in my stomach. I love it! I kept my eyes closed, trying to breathe normally.

That magical and curious sensation of wanting more, I couldn’t hide it anymore; my heart couldn’t hide the way I felt for him. It hurt to keep it a secret. If I kept hiding from these feelings, I could kill myself and all would be for nothing.

“Cameron…” I breathed out his name, feeling the tingling sensation expand inside.

“Tell me, Sam… Do you feel the same with him?” he whispered softly, sending shock waves through my spine tormenting my sense to my limit.

“Do you feel like your heart is about to explode? Your blood boiling, rushing through every vein in your body? I can make you feel more, so much more. Sam… Just say the word. I’ll do anything…” his breath on my ear, busting my heart rate a thousand times faster. Stay away, Cameron! I silently begged him to stop so I could control myself. The little sane part of my brain shouting at me with desperation to push him away, but so was the hopeful part. This was my chance to take all my feelings out; Destiny was giving me a chance to fight, or kill me for once and for all.

“Anything…” he repeated the word. I could feel his lips almost touching my skin. I took a minute to think, or more like to concentrate on how to even talk properly.

Ready to give my heart a chance to be destroyed or feel happiness, I forced my eyes to look at him. Face him and give him what he wanted, inches away from each other. Cameron had to hunch down to be at my level, and I had to tilt my head back. He was tall and gorgeous. Cameron Derwood, the love of my life. I couldn’t run away anymore. His intense honey eyes invited me to lose control and forget about everyone. Forget the pain I was in, the uncontrollable feeling of losing my life every minute passing by, the fear of hurting others. I swallowed deeply and gave him the honest answer he was looking for.

“Okay, Cameron… You win,” I whispered, my voice trembling with fear.

But my eyes kept his gaze. I wanted to be at least able to look at him straight in his eyes, see who he really was. The Cameron no one knew about. I was letting go, letting go of my fears, my pains, and my struggle. I was speaking to his soul and hoping that it wouldn’t kill me in the process. Cameron showed no reaction, nothing at all. I swallowed again. This time I could feel knives slicing me slowly and painfully.

“I’m, I’m in love with you…” I paused to breathe again. It hurt so bad to even breathe normally. But I kept going.

“I’ve been in love with you, since the first time I met you actually. That time at the park, since then… there, that’s the truth. That’s how I feel,” I blabbed the words. My hands started to sweat. It was nerve-wracking to think that he would burst out laughing at any second and be the jerk he was known to be.

The fear was overwhelming, the same tormenting feeling of knowing I was dying, but I couldn’t do anything to stop it. Again, Cameron didn’t say a word. His honey eyes were hard to guess what was going through his mind at the moment. I could feel his breath getting heavier. He squeezed my hands a little.

“Say something…” I breathed out again. It hurts. I cried inside. I was so used to the basic chest pain but there was always a new stab, a new type of reaction to every pain message my brain received. Without leaving his eyes, I waited.

“Are you kidding me?” he asked with a hint of cockiness. He was starting to get on his asshole mode. My soul trembled.

It really did shock me to a point I wasn’t getting the message. Stunned, I kept looking at him, blankly staring at his face, at his perfectly created face. His right eyebrow rose a little as an expression of pure satisfaction crossed his face. Placing my hand over his heart, my face felt hot. My eyes widened with surprise. What am I doing?

“Then, why do you choose Yael over me?” his eyes questioning me for something more than the friendship Yael and I had. Because we both love you. I answered automatically.

“What?” I tried to grasp whatever he was trying to say now.

Of course, Cameron had no idea that the one Yael was in love with was him and whatever our friendship was, it was all about him. But then, deep down it wasn’t. I just loved Yael. His company was the best medicine for my illness.

“You have no idea how fuckin’ annoying it is to see you smiling, dancing, and having such a great time with him, and now you say you’re in love with me? But you reject me every chance you get…” His eyes were like daggers stabbing my soul. Maybe I was wrong. I was wrong for thinking that he never cared. I saw a hint of desperation in his sharp eyes, a slight tremble in his deep voice.

“But you, with Rocky. With Aubrey…” I stopped myself as I noticed his face hardening. His eyes narrowed, his perfectly angled brows curled down.

“Listen carefully, Samantha. Do you think this is normal?” he asked. My hand over his chest, I could clearly feel the loud pounding of his heart. It beat almost as fast as mine, but in a much healthier rhythm. The difference was surprising and captivating. I shook my head. I have no idea.

“Do you think you’re the only one who gets excited when we’re alone and this close? Do you think I would bother to always be where you are if I wouldn’t feel like this? Why would I spend my time coming back to you even when you push me away and flatly reject me?” he demanded, his eyes warm and somehow gentle.

I could feel the warmth of his heart. Cameron was a player, but somewhere inside him, there was also a nice guy, like the one in front of me. The one he showed only to me, the one I loved. Had I been right all along? Was my hope real?

“What are you saying?” I understood what Cameron was trying to tell me, but I just wanted to hear it out loud. I wanted to hear his voice. I wanted him to give me hope. Am I asking too much? My eyes were filling up with tears.

“I’m saying that I have no idea how it happened, but you’re stuck right here and it kills me to see you having so much fun with another guy, even if it’s Yael,” his eyes finally showing the honesty I’ve waited for all along.

“I can’t sleep thinking about it. I don’t have fun with any other girl like I do with you. I keep remembering the time I made you cry. Don’t you get it? I’m saying that I like you… I really like you…” he choked the last sentence; the shock froze my body once again. I could see he was just as shocked as I was to admit it out loud.

My mind blanked, with just the three words ringing in my ears. All I had been wishing for, all I had been dreaming for and for the rest of what I had left of my life, was it finally happening? Was I really waking up? Did I hear him, right? Had God finally decided to give me a least one moment to experience full happiness? Cameron was there, right in front of me, telling me he liked me, me, the girl that didn’t have hope to survive more than twenty years. Me!

“I, I can’t believe this…” I said my thoughts out loud, wanting to slap my face to see if I was awoken at this point. Cameron grabbed my shaking hand.

“You better believe it,” his eyes had left the intensity.

Now all I could see was gentleness, his hands hesitantly taking me from my waist, slowly pulling me toward him. I didn’t know how I was so relaxed when my life was on the line here, maybe because I was happy. I could die happy. It was my perfect moment.

Slowly leaning toward me to find my shaking lips, I closed my eyes to let the magic take over. Cameron’s lips felt warm and gentle on mine. My chest became tighter with every movement that followed. I found myself not wanting to let go of him. I love him. I wanted to cry of happiness. Finally, my heart felt something else besides pain and doubt, the warmth and longing to give more and get more of this moment, engrave it in my memory, to give him the best of me, so one day when I wouldn’t exist, Cameron would remember it.

I wrapped my shaking arms around his neck to secure him. I didn’t want to let go. I loved him. Cameron Derwood was my first love, my only love. He stopped for a second when he felt my reaction. He pulled me closer and closer, almost crushing our bodies. I felt it. He didn’t want to let go of me, either. I love him.

Lost in the passion and the love I never thought it could happen in my short life. Trying to calm the loud beat of my heart, but I wanted to be there and feel the fussy feeling that Cameron made me experience. Finally letting go of my lips, I gasped for air, but Cameron didn’t let me part from him. Loudly breathing, he leaned his hot forehead on my shoulder. Panting for air, a sharp stab woke me up from my dream. My eyes widened as I felt the shortness of breath. My knees trembled but I wasn’t sure what the reason was anymore.

“I never felt like this before,” he commented between heavy breaths.

He turned to press his lips on my neck. Cameron Derwood, the jerk every guy hated and every girl loved, was right here. Confessing to me, to a condemned girl with no future, the truth was heart breaking and real. Be honest. Tell him.

“I like it,” his tone had completely changed; he was tender and sweet, keeping his arms wrapped around my waist. He sighed with comfort. I relaxed my head on his chest, letting the guilt beat me up inside. His cologne was still fresh. I couldn’t tell him now. How was I going to tell him I was going to die? It’s not fair. I couldn’t. I’m sorry, Cameron.

Breathing in the fresh smell of ocean on him, I shut my eyes, imagining him playing with the waves while enjoying the sun, having a good time with his friends. Finally, I had broken through his wall. He had let me in and see the real Cameron, the person no one knew. I smiled happily, though my heart stabbed painfully. I didn’t know that this happiness wasn’t going to last long. I squeezed him with my weak arms, burying my face on his chest. I prayed to God to let me have this moment, to not take my life away just yet. Then, again, God made sure to never let me think too high up of my chances. I knew I was going to pay for this moment of happiness sooner or later.





Chapter 45

“What’s wrong?” Cameron asked, his arms still around my waist.

His chin was resting on my head. We stayed silent, sinking into the perfect moment it was to finally be in sync. My stomach couldn’t settle down. It was incredibly magical to feel him covering me with his body. I felt secure in his arms. The moment was so perfect that it felt dangerous.

“So, you like me…” he commented nonchalantly. I rolled my eyes and say nothing.

“But what about Yael?” he continued and as soon as his name slipped his lips, my heart squeezed. I love Cameron, but I love Yael. Yael was important. He was my friend, and he was in love with Cameron too.

“I don’t want to hurt Yael.” I could hardly make up the words. My chest was aching to the point of tears. Cameron froze for a moment. Taking a step back, he noticed my struggle.

Just when he was going to open his mouth to say something, loud footsteps rumbled from the hallway, snapping me awake from dreamland. Oh shit! I finally remembered we weren’t alone.

“Don’t misunderstand…” I said, noticing the doubt in his eyes. The fact that Yael was in love with him, I couldn’t say. But I had to give him a reason to explain my closeness to Yael. Be honest. Tell him the truth! Slamming the door open, Aubrey’s bluish eyes shot me with vicious hatred. It was clear in her eyes that if she could, she would have killed me, right then and there.

“Aubrey…” I tried to explain, but what could I say? She already knew my feelings for Cameron. She knew before anyone else, But why do I feel guilty? She had many chances. Why couldn’t I just be happy for the short time I was left with?

Storming out the room, without thinking, I ran after her. I didn’t know why, maybe just to explain that Cameron shared the same feelings. It was never a fight. Be honest. Tell them! My subconscious was getting louder and louder, desperately because deep down I knew God wouldn’t let me just be happy without giving me a slap of reality first.

“Aubrey, wait!” I yelled after her, but she was too quick running down the steps, and my heart was already worn-out. I could hear Cameron walking behind us, trying to understand what was going on.

“Aubrey!” I yelled as my chest stabbed, forcing me to stop; she finally stopped in the middle of the living room where everyone else stood in alarm.

Aubrey turned back, facing me with hateful teary eyes. She never saw me like a sister. To her I was always an enemy, the one that was taking everything from her. Her parents, her friends, and the guy she liked. I shook my head trying to come up with an excuse, something that could distract everyone from seeing me die.

“You disgusting bitch! How could you do this to me!?” she hissed with despise, her fists trembling furiously.

Everyone around took a step back. I could see the shock on Amy’s face. She had never seen Aubrey like that. I had never seen her like that.

“You didn’t think of how I could feel at all, did you!?” Aubrey shouted across the room, holding back the urge to jump on me and slap me to her heart’s content. Although I was frustrated and afraid, I had to keep calm for my sake, for my heart’s sake.

“Aubrey, you…” Cameron tried, but she raised her hand and stopped him.

“This is different, isn’t it Sam?” Aubrey asked, walking closer, her menacing eyes did frighten me.

Yael was already behind her to stop a very angry Aubrey whose face showed exactly what she wanted to do: beat me to death. I didn’t take a step back, though. I had to find the right time to explain that Cameron was someone more important than just a sister’s war for attention.

“What are you talking about?” I asked, confused by her assumptions. Finally making it down the stapes, standing face to face, I could see how damaged our relationship was, not because I wanted to. It was how things had to be. I didn’t know I was dying, and now it was too late to tell her. Although the constant agony my heart had to go through was a reminder of my upcoming death, still I couldn’t believe it.

“Don’t act so innocent! You love taking away everything and everyone I love… I told you I’m in love with Cameron. I confessed to you my feelings and what did you do? You didn’t waste time to throw yourself at him!” Shocked to see for myself what her grudge was doing to her, I couldn’t predict what she was planning; the lies she was making up made no sense at all.

“Aubrey…” My voice was a low whisper, that was all I could get out.

“You told me you were going to get him no matter what! Even if you didn’t love him! You just want him, because I like him! You with your hypocrite act, pretending to be good and mighty, but all you want is take what I want, always!” she shouted with a vivid fury that sent a chill through my veins. My sister’s words were punching the standing pieces of my broken heart.

I had known for a long time that Aubrey was capable of doing anything to get what she wanted, and now Cameron was what she wanted. The blood rushed to my face. I was angry and furious. She was treating him like a thing, like an object, the same way we used to fight since we were kids. Aubrey would always make up lies to get her way with our parents but in the end, she never did, and that hurt her. Now she was doing the same thing with Cameron.

“Stop it, Aubrey,” I warned her, this time forcing my voice to sound louder. Wiping her tears, she grinned feeling triumphant.

“Tell me, Cameron. Did she tell you how in love with you she is? She took my words, the words I said to her when I told her. My dear sister, Samantha, who looks so innocent and harmless…” she paused to grin at me with such hatred, I actually felt it.

“Stop…” I whispered in disbelief.

“She’s just a sneaky bitch that’s been making my life miserable since she was born!” she shouted hysterically.

Her cruel and heartless words rang in my ears like loud sirens. I didn’t want to fight with my sister. I was exhausted, even if I die explaining, my heart didn’t have the strength to fight. It was giving up, just like that time in gym class. The burn was unbearable. Breathing hurt. My head was starting to spin. I could feel the tip of my finger lose circulation.

“Samantha!” Yael called out. Even with the acute ring in my ear, the burning pain spreading inside my chest. Yael’s voice still made into my brain.

“You’re lying,” I whispered but no one heard my voice. I was out of breath.

“Is it a lie?” A question that was the last shot I could take. I had lost again. Even if I said Aubrey was lying, Cameron had the doubt written all over his face. Maybe she was right and everything was a lie. I was in a dream. I was delusional to think that he would love me and trust me no matter what. I was lying to him, to them all. I was pretended to be strong and healthy when I really wasn’t.

“Of course, is true!” Aubrey cried hysterically.

“You have no idea how much I hate you. How much I wish you were not my sister! You always get what you want! And Cameron, I won’t let him be with an evil bitch like you!” Aubrey shouted in a hateful voice. My brain was already numbed to her anger, to anything for that matter.

“Aubrey, stop it already,” Yael stepped in, standing in the middle of us in a protective move. My hand automatically reached to hold on to his shirt.

Aubrey’s words were more hurtful than a straight hit. At this point, the damage was done. My heart was at its limit. There was nothing more but the acute stab in my chest, sharp ringing in my ears. Yael was as always, my savior, focusing on his back. I took one step closer to support my body on him.

“Why don’t you go back to where our parents love you and treasure you so much. Why don’t you just go and die!” Aubrey delivered one last blow. The lump in my throat choking me finally exploded. I couldn’t believe it. My sister was wishing my death.

I held on to Yael’s shirt with all the strength I was left with. Aubrey’s words felt like spears being thrown at me with the greatest strength. Unable to control my tears, I let them roll down my face. The anguish, the pain was killing me sooner than I was supposed to. I wasn’t supposed to be here. I didn’t want to be here. Why was it so painful to die?

“Aubrey!” Yael warned after Aubrey, who ran out of the room.

Although I kept my face low to focus, trying my best to stay calm, my fingers were frozen and rigid. Ivonne and Amy’s confused faces followed my sister, but maybe the shock stopped them from actually going after her.

“Let her go,” Cameron said, his voice serious. He believed Aubrey and that was it. I couldn’t do anything. In a way maybe it was for the best. I wasn’t supposed to be here in the first place. This wasn’t supposed to happen.

“You believe her, don’t you?” Yael knew Cameron more than I did. Yael could see that he believed Aubrey and not me. Not me when he had just confessed to me. Hiding my torment from the rest of them, I held onto Yael and felt his body stiffening up. I couldn’t dare to look up to meet Cameron’s eyes. I knew if I did, it would crush me entirely.

“I don’t really care, man,” his tone emotionless and cold. No, Cameron!

“They’re all the same and you know that.” His words were the knife that cut the little thread that kept me from completely breaking down.

“What?” I asked in disbelief, my voice broken, just like my already weak heart. Be honest. Tell him…

His face was unreadable and rigid. His eyes had turned into a blank, emotionless window. He was covering up behind an iron wall. As much as I wanted to break it, make a little entrance, I couldn’t. It was too difficult of a task, and I wasn’t strong enough for it, not anymore. I’m sorry, Cameron.

“Don’t tell me you believed all that shit I said to you,” he said, a mocking laugh playing in the back of his throat to destroy me even more.

“Girls are so predictable right, Yael? You tell them a little lie, and they hand you everything with a snap of a finger,” he sighed, his voice sharp and hurtful, demolishing the little pieces of heart that were keeping me alive.

“Cut it out,” Yael warned him. Even he was surprised this time.

“What? You know by fact how stupid women are, clear example is your Lisa, isn’t it… Dude it’s like a damn curse, this place,” Cameron said, shaking his head, glaring at Yael with cold eyes. Yael’s body became rigid again.

“First, Lisa and now our dear Sam… Karma finally got me, huh,” Cameron said, looking at me with the same cold eyes. I took a step back as he got closer. I didn’t want him close to me anymore. Not like this.

“You got to snap out of your bullshit, Cameron. You got to realize you’re wasting time…” Yael answered, fighting to keep himself calm at the mention of the girl Lisa. I gripped him to hold him back.

“They’re all like that, man,” Cameron said in a playing voice.

“Don’t say things that you’ll regret later. I’m done listening to you. You, who hates your dad so much for being the animal he is, but you’re no different, Cameron. You treat girls like your father did with your mother. You’re becoming just like him…” Yael accused, setting Cameron’s fury off. For the first time, Cameron’s wall broke to show the fury and resentment he felt for the world. An unimaginable anger toward everything. Suddenly, turning rigid, eyes hungry for blood, for pain, and for revenge. Slowly making his way toward Yael.

“Yael!” Angel’s wary voice in the back, but Cameron was face to face with Yael already. They slammed their foreheads. Yael didn’t back down, which was only firing up a furious Cameron.

“You better watch your mouth and shut the fuck up…” Cameron hissed quietly, the threat was evident.

“Grow the fuck up, Cameron. Look at yourself. The way you treat every girl you know is the same way your dad treated your mom. That’s why she left him, and you!” Yael encouraged. Cameron raised his fist at Yael, who was like a brother to him. I knew it was all my fault. My fault, because I opened my mouth. My fault, because I believed in him, because I took the only person Aubrey really liked. I didn’t want to make anyone enemies. Cameron and Yael were best friends. Yael loved Cameron more than I did, and he was getting hurt by him. I couldn’t allow that and that wasn’t how it had to be. With all these thoughts, I had no time to react. I just wanted to be happy, feel happiness before dying, but I wasn’t worthy of it. God made sure I knew that.

Everything turned to silence in a blink of an eye. My ears rang louder as my jaw cracked. Hot blood rushed to my ears and face. A sharp stab pierced my heart. Immediately, I could taste the blood in my mouth. I realized what I had done as I felt Cameron’s fist crushing the corner of my mouth. It was like time stopped. Everybody stood there in complete shock. My face paralyzed in pain, but even then, the ache couldn’t compare to the misery my chest was going through.

“Samantha!” Yael grabbed me before I collapsed on the floor. The shock in his eyes was all I needed to realize my stupid reaction.

“I’m sorry. I’m so sorry, Yael. I’m shouldn’t have. I’m sorry,” I told him, the pain in my chest knocking me out of breath. I wanted to cry, cry with the only one that had seen me cry through all. I failed Yael the moment I gave up to Cameron’s games. I didn’t deserve his concern at all. I’m so sorry! I cried inside.

“No, no, you’re fine! You’ll be okay, I promise.” Yael grabbed me carefully but his eyes were alert. I was wondering how bad I looked to make Yael look that worried about me. I was still standing, but with my lungs almost out of air.

“My chest… hurts…” I managed to say, not knowing what to do to get a grip, to bear the pain in my mouth or my chest. Yael’s strong hands held my shoulders. He knew what I meant. He could see what I meant.

“It’s okay, Sam. Look at me… It’s okay, I’ll take you out of here, just keep looking at me.” His eyes looked hopeless and lost, but he tried to keep me awake as he helped me out the house.

My heart was beating furiously with every step I took, I managed to get to the van and tried to calm down while waiting for Yael. I closed my eyes and all that came to my mind was Cameron’s sincere confession, his reaction to Yael’s accusation. There was a reason he hid behind that wall. Maybe that was it. Aubrey’s hurtful lies. The throb in my chest becoming sharper, I begged God to let me live a while longer. I didn’t want to die but I could feel my life coming to an end. Finally, free to cry, I let the tears rolled down my cheek mixing with the fresh blood dripping from my lips.

“It hurts…” I cried as Yael drove off to the hospital.





Chapter 46

Depression was as bad as my heart disease. My eyes hurt from crying so much. My face hurt from trying to play hero. Half of my body was numbed to a point I was concerned about it. But what was I expecting? I couldn’t be playing with my life anymore. I shouldn’t. I was killing myself without considering that it wasn’t only me dying. The tears kept coming out as I realized what I had done.

This disease was killing my family as well. My parents and Doctor Jackson’s effort to find a cure for me. It was ruining friendships, the good relationship we all had. Everything was being torn apart. The last thing I wanted was to drag down Cameron and Yael’s friendship, because unlike me, Yael was going to live longer. He could find many opportunities to tell Cameron, come to a conclusion of what he felt to everyone. But me, I had to be honest. I had no time. I could feel it. More tears rolled down as my numb heart shuddered.

“It’s alright, honey. You’ll be better as soon as the medicine kicks in.” Nurse Denise soothed me while checking the bruise on the corner of my mouth. Taking a punch from a very angry boy was the craziest thing I had ever done. Good memory for my life. I didn’t regret it though. If it was Yael with the bruise on his face, I would feel worse.

“I’m sorry,” I mumbled, struggling to move my mouth.

A stunned Yael stood in a corner of the room, while the gentle nurse took care of the cut lips and my swollen cheek. It reminded me of the time I found out about my illness. He was there while Barbara scolded me. He quietly stood there and watched, his brown eyes widely gazing into nothing.

“Please make an effort to rest, okay? Everything else can wait,” Denise said in a warning tone. Unable to say another word, I simply nodded.

My heart calmed down a little bit after the doctor checked on me. Of course, I got scolded and I deserved it. I couldn’t do anything but cry. I pleaded with him to not call my parents. The last thing they needed was to get a call that I was in the hospital with a bruise on my face. The whole thing would just get Aubrey in more trouble and potently ruin our family forever. I cried some more, but the doctor agreed to let me stay alone.

Yael finally relaxed after we were left alone. He flopped himself on the chair next to my bed. I was connected to a heart monitor which sounded tired. Yael caressed my hand without actually touching it. He looked concerned by the yellowish color of my skin and the IV tubes torturing my thin wrists. His eyes narrowed thinking of something.

“I’m sorry…” I mumbled again. The sound of the monitors was steadying up, which was a good sign.

“That was stupid. Everything… Cameron is a fuckin’ jerk…” Yael argued but he also sounded hurt by the whole event.

“I shouldn’t have said anything. I shouldn’t have come at all…” I struggled with effort, and it was the only thing I could say before the monitor started to raise again. I hated it. The sound, how much it rushed with my emotions. Yael sighed but turned back to his usual self.

“Cameron is a real idiot… but you’re a bigger idiot,” he started after a moment of deep silence.

“I shouldn’t have said anything,” I mumbled the words through my almost sealed lips.

The silence felt heavy in my chest. The darkness brought his face to my mind. How happy I felt when I heard him say that he liked me. To hear Cameron’s heart, it brought tears to my eyes to hear a healthy heart beating loudly for me. I was happy. That was the happiest I have ever been since I woke up in my nightmare. But in one second that happiness turned into a nightmare again.

“What was I expecting?” I asked God, knowing our complicated relationship, I didn’t know how long I could handle anymore.

“He finally broke down,” Yael commented in a thoughtful tone. “To even mention Lisa…” he paused. I glanced at him as his eyes looked far into a memory. “She was my girlfriend. The only girl that knew about who I really am…” Yael explained, his voice almost a whisper. He remembered something that didn’t have a happy ending. “I liked her, but she liked Cameron, of course… that never changes,” he said with a sore smile. I’m sorry, Yael.

It only made me want to cry even more. Life was unfair to Yael just as it was with me. Maybe I was lucky enough to die young, but Yael, he was going to live a long life, a long life trying to figure out how to open up to people. Afraid of being rejected by the ones he cared about. He had to live watching how the guy he loved play with every girl and crush her like nothing. Yael sighed again and it broke my heart to hear the tremble in it.

“In a way, Lisa took advantage of my weakness… She pretended to go out with me when she was actually trying to get with Cameron, which didn’t leave a good image on him…” he stopped, his brown eyes holding a deep sadness that was difficult for me to see. “He thought she was playing me. I think that he wanted me to be angry with him and hurt him for making her fall for him. I think he wants me to get back at him for hurting me, which is not the case. It’s never going to be the case…” Yael whispered, holding back his emotions.

Honestly, I thought that Yael would never hurt Cameron. Even when Cameron was a total jerk to him. Yael’s love was deeper and stronger than Cameron would ever know. I’m sorry, Yael.

“Thankfully Lisa never said anything… and Cameron made sure she got what she wanted,” he paused to take a deep breath.

The monitor wasn’t allowing me to cover up the sadness I felt for Yael. My eyes were sore but still, I cried at the sound of his pained voice.

“I thought in many ways to change the way I feel about him… the way I see him, but how… how can I stop loving him when he cares more than he shows… when I think about all the times he pretends to be strong but he’s just a lost kid, like me. Afraid of being left behind, being rejected,” Yael confessed with a guilty tone that stabbed my chest to even imagine. “He’s an honest guy that couldn’t sleep thinking that Raquel was totally into him. He said, ‘I would never touch your sister, man. She’s like my own sister,’ he apologized and promised not to keep anything from me. He promised not to let anyone get in between our friendship,” Yael remembered.

I stared at him astonished. Was Yael talking about the same thing Rocky told me? Nothing really happened between Rocky and Cameron? Rocky lied to me? The monitor started to get agitated, reacting to my heart. I was angry, but I had to control myself. I was hurt and disappointed but I had to suppress it.

“But how can I keep this from him? I’ve seen him broken, lost… How am I going to face him when you’re …” he stopped holding back tears, his hands gripping the armchair.

“I know right now he’s going crazy for what just happened. Believe it or not, you just made his biggest fear come true. Hurting you was something he wasn’t expecting, neither was I, to be honest,” he said with a sad smile. I tried to smile back but it was a pain to do.

“Sometimes, I find myself awake at night… praying to God that, for Cameron’s sakes you don’t have to g… That, a miracle can happen and you get clear for surgery. That he doesn’t have to see you go. I really wish you wouldn’t go,” Yael’s voice trembled. In the darkness of my cold hospital room, my heart shuddered to see a glittering tear rolling down Yael’s face. I held his hand tight and cried with him.

“Thank you… I hope one day you remember this conversation and find the courage to tell him… tell him this. Like you said, he’s not that bad, and I hope you can free your heart. I really hope so…” Compared with the pain in my soul, my face didn’t hurt at all.

“Yeah,” was all Yael said. He lent his head on the side of my bed.

Seeing Cameron’s doubtful eyes glaring at me hurt more than his punch. The way he acted and talked about women, of course, there was a reason for it. Was he lying when he said he loved me? Was all just a dream? I needed to talk to him one last time. If I was going to die, at least I didn’t want him to think I was an evil bitch like Aubrey made it seem. Now I could understand how he felt when I accused him of being with Rocky. What if that was also a lie?

Although I wanted to ask Yael about his accusation to Cameron, I couldn’t. I knew he wouldn’t betray him, telling me something that it was obviously a subject that Cameron didn’t want to share with anyone. I finally reached my limit and let the medicine put me to sleep.





Chapter 47

Spring break was over in a blink of an eye, the bruise on my face was almost gone, and my heart was at its regular rate or so it seemed. Nothing to worry or think about. I was just spending time with my parents and Mimi. It was relaxing and what I needed. It was how I was meant to spend my last days of life. There was still something I had to clarify with Rocky. Maybe I was just pretending not to realize, or I was just afraid to know the truth. To know that she was lying, I accused Cameron of messing with her, when it was all a lie. Of course, Cameron wasn’t going to oppose Rocky. She was important to him, just like Yael was. They were family. I sulked in my room, debating if I had enough time to spend fighting with my best friend. There was another person I had to put up with.

Seeing Aubrey’s cynical attitude toward me was difficult. In reality, I wanted her to hate me to her heart’s contempt because she would regret it when I die. I was disappointed in her. I didn’t hate her though. I was afraid and that’s why I didn’t fight with Aubrey.

I was afraid of God, afraid of being judged for hating or for not forgiving. I was going to die and I didn’t want to go and regret not forgiving the people who in some way had a reason to treat me the way they did. Aubrey was one of those people. Time was moving on and I was getting no answer of my surgery. I had to stay clear because I was afraid of dying.

I never saw or heard from Cameron. It was for the best. I let the guilt beat me up alone. I shouldn’t have opened my mouth and confessed to him. What was I supposed to say now? Oh, by the way, I might die at any moment. I obstructed myself to talk about him with my sister out of all people. My priority now was to keep myself calm. I wanted to, for once, face my fear of feeling people’s pity. I had decided to talk to Cameron. Tell him everything, but I needed to prepare myself for that.

By the end of the break, I was ready, as ready as I could be. Going back to school meant seeing Cameron, Yael, Rocky, and Aubrey all in the same place. Great.

My alarm went off in the morning. I got ready for school. I didn’t feel like going at all. I sighed as I made my way out of the house. But soon as I stepped in the living room, I knew Cameron and my secret had to wait. As soon as Aubrey left for school, my mom informed me about Dr. Jackson wanting to talk to us urgently. My heart throbbed a little. I was scared and anxious just to know that he was at my house. Bad news, good news? I looked up to the ceiling, praying to God.

Dr. Jackson’s serious face waited for my parents and me. Hesitant to take a seat, I took a deep breath and sat next to my mom. She held my hand and smiled, but I could see the anguish in her bluish eyes. I swallowed the knot in my throat. I knew I was selfish for going all out on trying to make my love story happen instead of caring more for my parents. They were getting beaten up. For sixteen years they have been fighting. I wasn’t being fair.

“I’m here because…” Dr. Jackson paused for a second.

“There are several things to talk about…” His eyes seriously looking at some tests he held in his hands. My mom’s hands were naturally cold, but they were freezing now and even when she was trying to cover it, she was shaking. I couldn’t help to wonder how many times she had gone through the same routine. I was having the wakeup call I needed. I was lying to myself thinking that this was all about me. I was dragging my parents down, my friends, and now Cameron. I had to add him to the list.

“Now that Samantha knows her condition. She needs to know this…” Dr. Jackson said in a very serious voice, making my heart react immediately. Placing the report on the coffee table in front of us, I glanced at it, but I had no idea what the numbers and words meant, although I could see a big difference from low number jumping to a big number in short time. I glanced up at him. He knew I noticed.

“While you were on your trip, was there a reason for you to go to a hospital?” he asked directly to me, his voice calm but I could notice the demand. He was annoyed. Both my mom and dad turned to me, waiting for an explanation. Is this it? Will they finally snap at me? Finally, I was going to be yelled at? Scolded and maybe grounded. Was this the way I was going to experience to be normal and get in trouble?

“Samantha?” Mom waited with eyes full of concern.

“It was nothing, really, just got excited with my friends. I felt some pain and Yael took me to the hospital,” I explained, avoiding my mother’s gaze, because her eyes were so clear and beautiful, they had the power to see through my lies.

“What has been happening lately?” Doctor Jackson asked, his voice still annoyed. He knew everything that had to do with my heart. Every little emotion, he knew it, I felt like I was going to get into a hole that I didn’t want to fall in. This was what I had done to myself. Instead of getting better, I was ending my life impatiently. I was rushing through to end it quickly. The least I could do was let them know, tell the ones that had been fighting for me, what I wanted.

“I don’t know what to tell you. I know I’m supposed to control myself but I am trying to cherish every second I get. I’m afraid, honestly, I’m afraid to the bone. I don’t want die, Mom… What can I say?” I answered, trying to avoid their eyes, again.

My dad gave my shoulder a little squeeze. I knew he meant it as support, but in reality, it made me feel bad, really bad. What was I doing, making my parents go through this misery and struggle, seeing their daughter dying day by day? I took my dad’s hand and, in my mind, asked for forgiveness for being so wrong.

“What would happen if I stop living now? I will die from depression. Either way, I’m condemned.” I fought the tears. My mom covered me in her warming hug to make me feel better, but she was cold and trembling.

“Believe me, I do understand. I have seen many cases through my life, but you are special. I know what you feel. I know and I want to help you, Samantha. But at this point, there’s only one option…” Dr. Jackson clarified. His deep brown eyes looked hopeful for once.

“Okay, I need you to be open-minded about this, and for the love of God, listen without getting emotional. It’s very important to control your heart rate. Do you understand?” Doctor Jackson asked. Again, his serious eyes piercing mine, I couldn’t do anything but nod.

“Dr. James, the doctor that checked you recently, sent me the results of your checkup…” he sighed. Tapping at the report in front of me, and again I had no clue what the numbers meant.

“By not avoiding all these emotional situations… Your heart has lost a good amount of power. For a miracle it keeps functioning, but tell me, Samantha. You can feel how tired you get so easily now, don’t you?” he asked, his eyes piercing me. I nodded.

“Samantha… if you keep going like this, you will not even get to be eighteen… You have to help me… I can’t do it all by myself…” Forgetting about the annoyance, his eyes turned slightly emotional. Trying hard to do as he asked, I kept on breathing slowly and try to keep my heart at its rate, but it was really difficult with the news I was listening to, especially when my mom was already crying for me.

“Please calm down, Susan,” Doctor asked gently of my mom. I had been in Dr. Jackson’s care for so long that my parents and he were like best friends.

“The way your heart is working right now, the risk of an open-heart surgery is pretty high. Your body has decayed in strength and immunity. You can get an infection, possible failure. There’s the possibility of losing your life… We have the clearance, but I don’t know if you will be able to handle it,” Dr. Jackson explained with detail, handing the paper information to my parents and me. Read the information, I couldn’t. My eyes were already moist with tears.

“We have to hear what Robert is saying,” Dad comforted my mom. Even when he tried to sound calm, I knew he wanted to break in just like my mom did.

“I know the last thing you want to think about is this, but Samantha is at the age she wants to experience many things. It’s a risk for her to keep going like a normal kid when she’s not… Do you want to keep risking your life? Or you want to try and pray to God that this works?” Dr. Jackson asked directly of me, this time his eyes a little gentle.

“Of course not. I will not put my daughter’s life at risk!” Mom made out the words between sobs.

Though I knew my parents were against it, my mind went back to everything I had been through, everything my parents have suffered, even if they never said anything. I knew they have been always waiting for a signal, a miracle that I would survive, or at least make my life last a little longer. Since I’ve found out about my heart condition, I had seen my mom cry non-stop and my dad, though he didn’t cry, I saw the grief in his eyes when he looked at me. God couldn’t be putting me through so much if he didn’t want me to take the risk. After all, this was the complicated relationship we had. Take the bad with the good.

I knew I should have felt anger against life or God for choosing me to face the fate he gave me, but I didn’t. God had given me very patient parents, parents that loved me and cried for me. He had given me my best friends, and also someone who I loved. Though I knew Cameron had his problems that time, he said he loved me. I believed him. I knew God knew I was miserable enough with my illness that he would at least not let Cameron play with me. Now he was giving me an opportunity to dream that I wouldn’t see my parents cry anymore, an opportunity to talk to Cameron and maybe fix the problem. It was a two-way out, either I died in surgery, or in a few more years, which was the same fight I was having without the surgery. The only difference was that the surgery was going to take the pain away, I hoped.

“Mom, Dad… I’ve decided myself,” I reassured them, trying to sound mature enough to make a decision as important as this one.

“It’s just like Doctor Jackson says, Mom. I’m growing up and I want to experience everything. My heart is not helping right now, if I keep going like this… I’ll probably get less and less. I can feel it,” I said, forcing my voice not to break in the middle of my speech. I swallowed the knot forming in my throat and pushed the words out.

“Parents seeing their kid die before them, it’s not how it’s supposed to be… I believe in chances, and if God doesn’t want me to let my parents experience that, by giving me this opportunity… I, I want to take it,” my voice almost a whisper now.

“Samantha… my beloved daughter,” Dad said, his shaking hands taking mine.

“Ever since you were born, you’ve been a good daughter… The saddest time for us has been when we have to keep you from doing what you really wanted to do…” his voice finally broke down, burying my face in his chest.

“Baby, do you know that even if it’s a risk, we won’t see you for a lifetime but if you want to take the chance and you believe that’s the right choice… your mother and I will not oppose it,” Dad assured. I could see that my mom had a hard time agreeing but at the end, she nodded in agreement.

“So, please Robert. Help my daughter… live,” Dad begged Doctor Jackson. Though I managed to keep my heart under control, I couldn’t help the tears.

“Of course,”Doctor J. answered with determination, reaching out to give him friendly support.





Chapter 48

Getting late to class was not comfortable for anyone, especially the first day after spring break. Not that the teachers would say anything, they knew I was ‘special.’ But having everybody staring as soon as the door opened was what made me nervous. Handing in my excuse to Ms. DeMarco, she nodded, handing me a copy of her classwork. Quickly I moved to my regular seat.

“Okay, take your seat. Cameron, let Samantha see the notes, please,” Ms. DeMarco asked of Cameron. Just my luck. Trying not to stumble I made it safe to my desk.

My eyes automatically turned to him. Finally catching a glimpse of Cameron after what seemed like an eternity, my mind went in shock for a second as our eyes met but there was no response at all. It was nothing but a cold, empty glare. Yael’s words echoed in my mind, the way he aggravated Cameron. The mention of his parents had set him off. Having Dr. Jackson’s words present in my mind as well, I lowered my head avoiding his eyes. Maybe it was for the best to keep that distance until I could know for sure the surgery was a go. I glanced up at him, but he didn’t move at all.

“You don’t care if Yael lends you the notes, right?” he asked without even looking my way. His cold tone as he mentioned Yael’s name caught my attention.

There was a new piercing on his left ear. He looked unconcerned but angry at the same time. Quickly looking for Yael, one seat behind Cameron, it shocked me a little to see a very visible black eye. He shook his head and handed me his notebook. I took it without hesitation, but my attention went back to Cameron that with more attention I could see a light bruise on his right cheek. Had they finally broken down and went for a fistfight?

“No, it doesn’t matter,” he commented in a bitter tone and turned his attention to Ms. DeMarco.

Did my effort not to end their friendship go to waste? I tried to communicate with Yael in the same telepathic way he did with Cameron. But it didn’t work.

As soon as the bell rang, ending the torture of not knowing just as Ms. DeMarco left the room, everyone started acting like they never left for vacation, guys joking and girls gossiping around. I kept my face low for a minute to think about something away from the mess everything had turned into. I needed to talk to Yael, before accusing Cameron of anything. I needed to tell him the news. He deserved to know first than anyone else.

Letting me have a moment of peace wasn’t what Miles was known for. Just as he always did, he jumped on the seat behind me. It made me jump and my heart as well. Jesus!

“Miles!” I shouted, annoyed with him already.

“You’re a lucky girl, aren’t you?” he said, tilting his head to the side to analyze my face. It didn’t matter how cute his blue eyes were, he was still annoying and stupid. Unlike Cameron and Yael, Miles had his own hairstyle. It looked good on him.

“What now?” I asked, rolling my eyes at his idiotic look, trying to control the need to punch him. He wasn’t a good company for my heart. None of them were, as a matter of fact.

“So are you going to make up your mind? You like Cameron, but the way you defend Yael is awfully romantic,” he commented, patting my head. His puppy dog eyes almost got me if he wasn’t talking nonsense.

“Again, what?” I asked, trying to ignore his hand on me.

“Don’t play dumb, Sam. You know you got these two guys fighting over you,” he said with an evil smile. My eyes immediately looked for him, but Cameron was ignoring the fact that I was next to him. With him ignoring me, I turned to Yael.

“Aubrey,” his lips motioned the name.

I could feel the blood rushing to my ears in fury. Just when I was about to say something, Cameron got up from his seat and walked out of the room. Trying not to forget what the doctor had said just hours ago, my feet were already behind Cameron, seeing how lost he looked from behind, almost lonely. Already tired of trying to catch up with him, I stopped.

It wasn’t anyone’s fault but mine. Be honest, for God’s sake. Tell him! It was always my choice not to ignore Cameron and I always ended up being defended by Yael. He was trying to make up for hurting Yael with Lisa. It was stupid. He needed to know the truth about Yael. But it wasn’t my truth to say. Cameron knew I was following him. He stopped without turning.

“It’s unbelievable, really… you, a player with so much experience. Now, you play the victim?” I asked without hiding my annoyance.

I was tired already. Why was I letting myself die in so much pain for just a little happiness? It was disappointing that Cameron believed what Aubrey said. I thought he knew me, at least enough to know I wasn’t like him. That Yael, the closest guy to him, would do something like that.

“Not everybody is like you, Cameron,” I said, mocking his bored tone.

The good thing about having friends like Miles was that at this moment, his expression played perfect. He didn’t say anything for a short moment. Then he turned to face me. My heart throbbed. I didn’t want to hurt him, but he was hurting me too. It wasn’t his fault. He didn’t know what Yael knew. But I didn’t want to tell him. I didn’t want his compassion. I wanted to make him see that he was wrong without using my sick card. You will never learn, I scolded myself.

“Yael has his reasons to betray me, and I’m pretty sure he already told you, since you’re pretty close, aren’t you?” he questioned. His voice sounded friendly but irritated.

Already face-to-face, I tilted my head back to keep his glare. He lowered his eyes to be at the same level. Intense and irked, the corner of his mouth curled up into a mischievous grin. My heart tightened. I could see it was fake. It was a cover.

“And you… you took a punch for him; you disappeared with him for the whole night. Frankly, I don’t trust your sister, but I’m not blind. You and him have a connection that’s more important than whatever we feel. So, Sammy if you want to keep your pretty face, let’s keep our distance now, shall we?” he suggested with the same friendly voice and patted my head, though I pretended not to notice.

I could clearly feel his hand trembling, maybe holding his anger back. It was bleak and miserable to see a guy full of pride, so full of himself being tortured behind that hard wall he had built to block people who cared, like Yael and me.

“I did, and I would take another punch for Yael, compared to you… He knows forgiveness and he loves to a level you and I would never love. That’s the reason I could choose Yael, and I know deep down you would do the same,” I said, calmly hoping that whatever the outcome of my surgery would be, they both could sit down and talk about this mess.

His face was emotionless and cold, but I could see it. A flash of shock crossed his eyes.

“Get off your shit. The world doesn’t revolve around you… If you did, you would notice who the ones with the real problems are,” I hinted, sucking in a deep breath to keep my feet steady to walk away.





Chapter 49

“It feels like a long time since we don’t come here,” Tanya commented, slurping on her strawberry smoothie. I drank my apple juice while Rocky glanced at me with irritation. She was struggling to holding in her questions.

“Yeah, it’s like lately, we’ve become a little strange to each other,” Rocky added in an accusatory tone. Tanya turned to her, her eyes a little confused.

“What’s wrong with you? You’ve been grumpy all day. Are you in your days?” Tanya asked, rolling her beautiful eyes at Rocky. I giggled at the comment.

“Tanya! I’m not. I just want to hear what the hell is going on with my brother and your prince. Why did they end up beating each other?” Rocky demanded an answer from me, too bad I was looking for an answer as well.

“Oh, there you go again,” Tanya, an official Cameron-hater, rolled her eyes.

“Okay, while you’re on the subject, I’ll take a break,” she said and got up from her seat. My eyes followed her as she disappeared into the bathroom.

“I can’t believe things have gone this far. As far as to break a friendship like theirs, you might not know, but those fools are like brothers. I feel like you’re getting in the middle of it,” Rocky complained to my disbelief.

For the first time, I wanted to confront Rocky about our own issues and now seemed like a good time. I needed to know why she was my friend when she was a backstabbing bitch.

“Are you honestly blaming me, Raquel?” My tone didn’t hide the accusation. Her brown eyes intensified as I shot back at her. I never did before. I respected Rocky. I admired her, but she broke the image I had of her. Now she was someone at the same level Aubrey was.

“Really? Too bad you didn’t think about friendship when you lied to me about you and Cameron? Does our friendship mean something to you at all?” I questioned her. My voice sounded bored. I wanted to be angry, but actually, I wasn’t.

I just wanted to clarify everything I had to before the surgery. My eyes peering at her, but I knew I held back the accusation. Rocky gave it away though. Her eyes turned wide, surprised, and worried.

“How about thinking about that, when you were ‘screwing’ with Cameron? If you value your brother, did you ever stop and think about how he would feel? How their friendship would turn out? Don’t come here and pretend to be such a high and mighty person when you’re just as low as any of us,” I said, holding my cheek in my hand. For the first time Rocky was speechless. I sighed, not feeling happy about my attack.

“I have nothing to do with their stupid fights, and if you want an advice from a dying friend,” I sucked up my anger because it wasn’t worth it.

“Your family is forever, but your crush isn’t. So, don’t fuck up your family for it,” I suggested, taking a sip of my juice. Rocky glared at me with accusation of not knowing anything.

“You know what, Sam. Yes. You’re right. I lied. I don’t care. You think you know the real Cameron? You have no idea…” she said. Finally Rocky, my childhood friend, the one I looked up to, was showing her true colors.

“I lied because I’ve seen, I’ve slept curling to his exhausted body after crying because he’s been through so much in life. The last thing he needs is to have to continue with his life knowing that he treated you the same way he did with all the girls,” she reproached with tears in her eyes.

“I don’t excuse what he does with all those hoes because nobody knows the Cameron that’s been dealing with his alcoholic father who beats him to death without a reason…” she slammed her hands on the table, her eyes holding nothing back. My heart flinched at the confession. What?

“You don’t know the Cameron that’s so lost when his mother abandoned him. You would never know the timid Cameron who used to run away from the fuckin’ monster his father is!” Rocky had to fight to contain her anger and tears.

My heart clenched with sorrow to hear and see Rocky’s face. I knew this time she wasn’t lying and maybe she was trying to save Cameron from being more tormented than he already was. Yael’s words and his reaction made so much sense now. Now I was the fool. I was the delusional one, his expression to see me bleeding because he had hit me, his tone when he pushed me away. Cameron, my heart cried.

“He’s not weak, Sam. He’s not like before, but if you’re not going to tell him the truth, then stop trying to keep up with his games. He’s the one being lied to. Think about it,” she argued back, her big brown eyes now looking at me so intensely and with the truth.

I couldn’t argue with her anymore. Rocky never opened her mouth to accuse me again. Tanya came back, although I wanted to spend time with them and tell them about my possible surgery. There was someone else I needed to see, someone to help me find a way to be clear with Cameron.

“I’m sorry guys. I have to see Mike,” I said and excused myself.





Chapter 50

Finally, I could let all my frustration out. Mike listened to my story carefully, from the sushi rolls to the nights in the hospital, everything Doctor Jackson told me. Michael was like my diary. I never talked that much, but with him, I had to do all the talking. He would only nod and sighed when needed.

“Your life is an adventure… Even when you know…” he commented, trying not to sound depressing. I smiled, feeling relieved to talk and not worry about what he would say.

“Poor Cameron, so he finally broke out of that shell,” Mike said more to himself than to me. Taking a sip of his hot cocoa, one of Mike’s favorite drinks to make, he turned his attention to my disappearing bruise, full counselor mood on.

“That guy is finally opening up again…” he continued. I thought for a minute and smiled sadly.

“Yeah right… that barrier he has it’s made of hard brick…” I said, not even trying to process that thought. I could see a little glimpse of the guy he tried to hide inside, but Rocky was right. If I wasn’t going to survive, then why let him out of his safe place to hurt him again.

“Cameron is one messed up guy,” he continued, catching my attention.

“So I heard.” I waited for him to add more.

“The so-respectful and envied Mr. Cole Derwood, like every rich and powerful man in this dirty society, he had his double life. His dirty secrets could destroy his reputation. Alcoholism, addicted to prescription drugs and violent when his orders aren’t followed… Imagine growing up with that father figure.” Mike’s tone hardened. Finally his always-carefree face was showing a different expression. Anger and abomination. He hated his uncle for breaking his cousin the way he did. My heart shuddered with the shocking truth.

“Cameron’s mother suffered for many years, before and after Cameron was born. She was fragile, timid, and always so shaky when he was around. It was sad to watch…” He paused to erase the awful memory.

“She loved Cameron. We couldn’t deny that, but whatever she went through only God knows…” he paused for a moment and wondered again.

“In the end, not even her love for Cameron could hold her… I guess she got to a point she couldn’t deal with it anymore. She couldn’t wait for him to grow up and fight with her,” he explained, his eyes with a touch of sadness.

“After she disappeared, my uncle got worse. He took his anger out on him. Cameron was only a ten-year-old, even when he took the beat-up. He never accused his father of anything…” Mike paused to give my heart a break. My heart was a muscle of sadness and pain for the innocent boy turned into an emotionless brute to survive the pain. Rocky was right. I knew nothing about Cameron. Tears balled in my eyes, tears of impotence for not being able to help him overcome his demons.

“His mother was his biggest love, someone who promised to be with him no matter what. She left him behind… That’s something he can never forget. There’s always that day of his life that Cameron hates. He locks himself into this world that only he himself survives and shows no pain.” Mike’s voice turned gentle, full of compassion and regret for not doing anything to help a helpless child. I waited for more as my heart kept breaking little by little, slowly tearing apart the parts that were starting to heal.

“His birthday. His birthday is the day Cameron would like to disappear from his life…” he said, the knot in my throat keeping me from breathing normally.

I might have never felt anger toward the fate God gave me, but Cameron probably did. Who could blame him? Unlike me, who was destined to die, but still, I had the love and care of the people I loved. The only people that Cameron had loved, betrayed him, shattered his heart, and left an ugly scar on him.

“There’s also that other woman. That girl’s mistake was to reopen that scar…” My heart trembled with his words.

“Cameron grew stronger and somehow managed to avoid making his father upset, but the nightmares wouldn’t let him sleep for a while… In a way, I blame myself for it.” Michael sighed heavily.

“I introduced him to a friend of mine, a psychology student that could help him ease the pain, to understand and not blame his mother, but all Cameron wanted was to find in somebody the love his mother stopped giving him… Alex was nice and compassionate. She wanted to help him in the best way she could but somewhere in the middle of looking for that love, Cameron and Alex… they…” Mike gazed at me again, trying not to say the rest, but I knew already. They hooked up. Of course. I sighed with a hint of jealousy.

The girl, the woman Cameron was in love with, was her. Someone who was trying to help him, someone who broke his wall, but hurt him in the end. Something in the way Mike looked at me, I knew, that woman was the one who looked like me, the one who hurt Cameron’s heart again. I looked like the woman he once loved. My heart flinched with a sharp stab.

“Honestly, I don’t know what Alex was thinking by pretending to love him, when in reality she was engaged to soon get married.” My mind trembled with sadness to imagine an innocent Cameron, trying to believe in love to find someone who cared for him. To treat better than he had seen his own father treat his mother. The flashback to the way Yael crushed him by comparing him to his dad. Tears formed in my eyes. It was messed up. Everything had gone to a place it shouldn’t have and now I felt guilty and stupid. Rocky wasn’t the fool. I’m the fool. I didn’t know anything!

“Now what is left is the guy we see.” Mike handed me a tissue.

Cameron opened his heart to me at the beach house, but I was going to hurt him again. Just like his mother and the woman he fell for. There was going to be a time that I would disappear from his life, even if I didn’t want to. In the end, I would turn into a traitor just like the women he loved, but my mind was determined to make Cameron happy. I had to find the courage to tell him the truth. Be honest and face my fear of losing him and losing my life at the same time.

“Right now, I think he has fallen into that hole again. Even if he didn’t mean to hit you, you took a punch from him. I’m pretty sure he’s shocked to the point that he’s afraid of being close to you.” His eyes were sad, Mike really cared for Cameron.

“But it wasn’t his fault.” I wiped the tears rolling down my face. Remembering the first time I met him, his words about people leaving behind what they loved.

“That doesn’t matter. The thing that guy feared the most was turning into someone like his father, a monster that hits women.” I did remember Yael’s words setting him off. Yael knew that would get a reaction out of him.

“I need to talk to him, tell him about me. I need to tell him the truth,” I said with determination but my heart wasn’t so determined. Mike nodded, his eyes sad but with a hint of hope.

“Keep in mind that your life is also a stake here. Telling him the truth might actually hurt him more,” Michael suggested. He was right, of course, telling Cameron about my condition wasn’t something I could just blurt out. I needed time to find the right way to say it. But while I could come up with a plan, I had to talk to him, make him understand that he wasn’t like his dad and I didn’t resent him.

“Please try to follow orders, Sam. Saving your life might set others at peace as well,” he said with an honest smile.





Chapter 51

My once-in-a-lifetime love began and ended on the same day, instantly. The happiest moment of my painful life was overshadowed by lies and the scars of his painful past. Cameron gave up. We both did, but I was determined to at least make it like it was before we got screwed up. It didn’t matter how much I wanted to imagine or think about how Cameron felt. There was no way to take his place and compared miseries.

Recalling the moments where he had the opportunity to take advantage of me, but he never did. Since the very first time we met, Cameron showed me the real him. That time he was sheltering Mimi, that was the caring Cameron. Listening to ‘Angel’ by Sarah McLachlan, I hugged Mimi and cried for the nights and days, for all the time he felt alone. He was left alone. Just imagining his intense honey eyes turning sad, sitting in his room, wondering about his mother, his love. Growing up scared of his father to come home and attack him for no reason. Tears rolled down my eyes at the thought.

I jumped out of bed, unable to sleep. It was 11:30 pm. The moon was brightly illuminating the night. The urge to talk to Cameron, to see him, and to make him see that he wasn’t alone was slowly taking over me. I couldn’t wait anymore. I wanted to give him hope, give him something to fight for, and let him give me something to fight for. Mimi barked desperately, noticing my discomfort. Dialing his number in a whim, my heart dropped with every ring but he never answered.

Knowing that I wasn’t going to be able to sleep all night, I dialed the one person that could ease my worries. Even when they beat each other to their heart’s content, Yael was always going to forgive and be there for Cameron. There was never a doubt about that.

“Are you alright?” Yael answered on the second ring.

“Yes, thanks. I’m sorry to call you this late, but are you with Cameron?” I asked, knowing that it was just a fantasy to think that they would be sleeping at this time. Yael seemed to think what to answer for a minute. My heart accelerated with each minute passing by, I started to feel pins and needles piercing my spine.

“I don’t know where Cameron is,” Yael whispered with a hint of worry, remembering how painful Yael’s black eye looked and the bruises on Cameron’s face.

“Maybe Miles or Angel know about him,” he suggested, but I didn’t trust them like I trusted him.

“I’ll see him tomorrow, so don’t worry.” I gave up and hung up before Yael could ask me more questions.

Paying more attention to my surroundings, I made my way to the infirmary as early as I got to school. I listened to the whispers and accusation of everyone around. It was obvious that if no one knew about Yael’s preferences, everyone would think that I was the one in the middle of their fight. Of course, Cameron would think the same. Finally understanding the reason why he was always so suspicious of our friendship, which in a way, we did look like something more than just friends.

“Miles!” I shouted as I spotted the annoying brat sulking in the hallways. He turned to face me. His bright blue eyes were intense with anger.

“What?” his voice rumbled behind his throat. For the first time I saw Miles angry at me.

“Where’s Cameron?” I hesitated to ask as his glare intensified.

“I don’t fuckin’ know. Why don’t you ask Yael? I’m done with all of you freaks,” he hissed furiously.

“What’s your deal?” I argued back. It was new to see Miles so angry, but if it was about Yael and Cameron, of course he would be. He was protective of his pals. It was kind of cute in a way.

“My deal? What is your deal, Sam? Can you at least make up your mind and stop fucking up with those jerks? I thought you were cool, but you’re just like everyone else. First Yael, now Cameron. Choose one already!” he hissed angrily and stormed off.

The truth was that things would have turned out different if Yael wouldn’t have been at the hospital. If I wouldn’t have found out about my condition, nothing would have changed, but things were happening fast and for a reason. We were changing. Everyone was changing for the better. Cameron was opening up. Yael was finding his way to be free. Rocky was making up for her mistakes, and me, I was trying to make the best out of everything and everyone, maybe to hope to wake up from the operating room and find a new life, new opportunities.

Knowing that I wasn’t going to get an answer from Miles, I dragged myself to the infirmary. I needed time alone to settle my heart before it could burst. The pieces of filled up with remorse and grief to see a broken and drained Yael lumped up in a chair. His beautiful face was covered in bruises. His hair that was always so perfect now was a mess. My voice trapped behind my throat, tears rolling down my eyes already. He was hurt, exhausted, and crying.

“Oh my God, Yael!” My knees gave up at the sight of his bleeding nose.

“I did it… I told him…” His voice trembled painfully, stabbing my heart. Dashing to his side, I took his shaking hand and gave him the support I always got from him.

“There was no other way… He was getting lost again… struggling to get out of these dark thoughts, thinking that he was falling back to where he had to be strong. There was no choice. I had to tell him… and he…” Yael stopped, leaning on my shoulder for support. I squeezed him and let him cry.

“Samantha, you have to tell him… You have to fight. You have to survive. Cameron would be lost without you…” Listening to his plea, I cried and hugged him until he felt better. I wanted to return everything Yael had done for me. Give him the strength he had given me, making the guy he loved happy was the best way I could think of. But it wasn’t up to me, it was up to God to give me the chance to survive.





Chapter 52

School was a torture the whole day. The gossip about Yael’s fight with Cameron ended up giving Cameron a three-day suspension. Though I didn’t mention a word, I did want to know the details, but I didn’t want to keep bothering Yael when I knew who was responsible for the mess and he needed time to heal his wounds and heart.

Finally, the last class ended for the day. I had to think for myself of a place where Cameron could be. April was moving fast. May was going to come up soon and that meant the Elite group of players was going to graduate soon. The wind fanned my hair. The fresh cut grass smelled pleasantly.

Walking home by myself was the best therapy for my beat-up conscience. The nights weren’t cold anymore and the sun sat late, so I walked through the park freely. I needed time to breathe fresh air, to be alone and think about how I was going to come clean, Tell Aubrey, tell Cameron, tell all my friends that I was destined to die, like every human in the world, except my death was just going to be sooner. Going through the park always brought me back to my first date with Cameron, and to the time he sadly looked at the river. Then it hit me. The river!

Without thinking, I walked toward the river, but Cameron wasn’t there. I was afraid to see him, seeing him meant that I had to speak up. I loved Cameron. I had to be honest with him. Yael did it. And now it was my turn. Can I do it? Oh God, please help me…

The sun was just starting to set. There was a sad feeling to it. Raising my eyes to the reddish sky, I couldn’t help but wonder how I was going to stop enjoying this. Looking at something so beautiful, my heart clenched as a knot formed in my throat. I took in a deep breath that made the hair from the back of my neck stand up. I looked up and prayed, silently prayed to God to let me live. I didn’t want to die. Not yet. Every time I thought about it, it hurt me. It shuddered my soul to know I could disappear just like that. Calm down, Samantha. I comforted myself.

“What are you doing here?” his voice evidently annoyed to see me there, or maybe just frustrated with everything. I jumped to my feet, wiping the tear appearing in the corner of my eye.

“We need to talk…” My voice sounded relieved to know that at least he was fine. Though there were darker bruises on his face, his hair was wildly messy. How was it that even with the mess approaching, I still found myself drooling for Cameron Derwood? His intense eyes were gazing at me emotionlessly. Heavily sighing just like I had done, he walked closer. My heart jumped helplessly at his approach.

“Cameron…” I tried to get my feelings out, but…

“You knew… all this time, you knew…” a slight tremble in his voice stopped me from opening my mouth. Cameron’s eyes were full of regret and guilt. I couldn’t say anything; my voice was locked inside. Cameron loved Yael. It’s just that it wasn’t the same type of love Yael felt for him. And that hurt him, I could see it now. I nodded, forcing my heart to suppress my emotions for later. He sighed in distress.

“You should go home, Sam. I want to be alone,” he said in a flat voice while opening a bottle of water.

Cameron wouldn’t even look at me now. I wasn’t angry with him. I was angry at his life, his destiny, his pain, and loneliness. Now he was torn by the fact that his best friend was gay and in love with him. I was angry at my life because I wanted to see more. I wanted to feel more. Why was life taking away my chance to be happy? To see him happy, to see Yael happy. I wanted to see everyone be happy, even Miles. I didn’t want to question God, but in the end, he was pushing me to the limit. My heart was demolished by everything, and all I could do was cry at this point.

“Why are you like this… Do you hate it that much that Yael…” I asked, forcing myself to be as calm as I could but my heart and my soul were a wreck. Now I had Cameron in front of me and all I could do was cry.

“No! I’m not, but why the hell would he keep it a secret? I’ve been an asshole to him this whole time! Damn it! Damn it! Damn it, Sam…” He threw his bottle of water in the distance, his voice trembled. I couldn’t do anything for him.

“He’s a brother to me, now… I don’t want to hurt him, but I did… All these years I’ve been hurting him. Fuck! I’m so mad at myself, I can’t even stand to look at myself right now.” The frustration in his shaky voice was heartbreaking.

“Is not your fault. It’s just the way things are…” I said, letting the sadness of the sunset drag me with it. Yael’s truth was breaking Cameron apart, now how was I going to tell him my truth?

Without giving me a second to react, he grabbed my wrists and sat me on the bench. My heart jerked loudly, again the pins and needles pierced my spine and this time I couldn’t avoid to flinch at the pain. Our faces inches away from each other, the coldness in his eyes hurt me, but I knew he was only defending himself, protecting his damaged heart. I was panting to calm myself down.

“The way things are? Sam, what the hell do you know about anything? I have this fury inside me right now. Trust me, I don’t mind to get it out on anyone, but that would make me like him!” His breath touched my face. I held in my emotions. I didn’t know how, but I wanted to help Cameron. I wanted to help Yael, even if that could kill me. I wanted to help them.

“Just stay away from me, Samantha,” he suggested, but his eyes gave it away.

It was what hurt him the most, hurting a girl, hurting his best friend, turning into a beast like his father. Cameron released me and sighed heavily again. He stood still, probably waiting for me to leave.

My damaged heart couldn’t take it anymore, to imagine how painful it had been for him to always be waiting for his mother to come back, but she never did. He had been suffering his father’s aggressions. Hitting me must have brought some of the bad memories back. It was my fault, or at least part of it.

“You can’t change the fact that I’m a girl, and that Yael is a guy. You can’t change what we feel. We all feel the same, you, me, and him… We fell in love, we feared rejection, we fear that we will never get out of this, but… but we will… I pray to God that we do,” my voice covering the pain he made me feel, I was going to do whatever I had to help him feel better, to help Yael. If Cameron treated me like the rest of the girls he dealt with, he was going to completely break my heart, but there was a little hope that he wouldn’t. All I had to do was hold onto that hope. Hope that I would survive my surgery and help him move on and open up again. This was going to be my new case to God.

“That time, I stupidly accused you of doing things with Rocky and my sister. I doubted you. I believed everybody else except you. I know that feeling. It’s the same doubt you had when I left with Yael,” I started explaining as my shaking hands gripped my knees.

“You didn’t hit me, Cameron… You’re not like your dad… I took the punch because I didn’t want to ruin your friendship with Yael…” I paused to control my heart. God please, help me…

“Because Yael never doubted. From both of us, he’s the one that never hesitated to choose a side.” I trembled with the words. I had to come clean now. Yael had been brave enough to face him. It was my turn now, but my heart wasn’t helping.

“Even if you pretend not to care about anyone but, I know you do… and Yael will forgive you. He will,” my voice finally gave up as the tears overflowed in my eyes.

“What do you know? You’re not him,” his voice was shaking just like mine.

“I know. I know because I love you, dumbass! Just like Yael loves you, just like you said you loved me…” I fought back, his face turning blurry from the held back tears accumulating in my eyes.

“The day you admitted it, even if you said it as a lie, I believed you and I was happy… the happiest I would ever get a chance to be,” I said again, tears coming out of my tired eyes. I couldn’t tell him the truth.

I needed to have something to live for, and he was that ray of hope. Wiping the tears, I wanted to wrap my arms around him and tell him how much I cared, until he believed me, but I couldn’t do more. Not until I face my own battle.

Realizing that this argument wasn’t going to take us anywhere, that he needed time and I needed to calm down my heart before I ended up killing myself. I tried to keep it cool and my legs steady.

“You should try apologizing. Admit your mistake. That can set you apart from your dad,” I suggested. Taking in a deep breath, I suppressed my pain and focused on moving my feet to walk away.

“Wait!” his voice shook just like his arms were. Grabbing my wrist again, he forced me to look at him. Cameron Derwood, a fragile, lost boy that had been keeping his pain and loneliness inside. No, not yet! My heart dropped to my core. Why couldn’t I get a break? I had made my choice: stay away from him until I got better. But what if you don’t make it, Sam?

“What I said in the beach house wasn’t a lie…” he whispered, immediately sending me to a magical world where I could live for a long time and enjoy this moment. Without giving me time to think or argue back, Cameron pressed his lips to mine. I closed my eyes and let the warmth of our bodies melt together. Feeling the tingling in my stomach almost erasing the overwhelming pain. He had let his guard down, and I had accomplished my mission in a way. I just needed one more miracle. Survive and make sure he would never be lonely again. Please, God. I pleaded silently. Cameron pushed me away gently, keeping his eyes on mine; I was trapped by the sweetness and tenderness of Cameron, the boy that wanted to be genuinely loved.

“I’m sorry. I’m sorry for hurting you.” His eyes full of a hidden gentleness, making my weak heart melt to the ground. The happy tears showed up in my eyes, forgetting the sad ones.

“I’m sorry too. I’m sorry for siding with Yael,” I said, while he gently smiled and kissed my forehead. Gently crushing my face against his chest, I could hear his heart beating faster, not as fast as mine though.

“If it’s you, I think I can trust you,” he said, now kissing my cheek, gently wrapping his arms around me. I breathed in his sweet smell. It was like drawing in the ocean. It was like a dream, peaceful and gentle. I lost myself with the sound of his heart, the caresses of his breath and the warmth of his body.

I prayed with all my heart for another chance to live.





Chapter 53

I was over the moon knowing that we were finally falling into place. Every minute I spent with Cameron went so fast, but to get to that point where I could see him, time was slow. I was finally in dreamland with my prince and the love of my short life. There was nothing that could overshadow my happiness at this point. Except, you have to tell him. My subconscious kept beating me down to it.

Every day I had to question myself about my honesty. Yael’s silent glares felt heavy but I pleaded with him to give me some time. After making up with Cameron, Yael and I went back to normal. It didn’t matter what people thought of our relationship. Cameron knew and that’s all that mattered. Finally the weekend arrived, and I was getting ready for my first real date with my boyfriend, Cameron Derwood. I couldn’t help to grin like never before. My eyes had more light from within. My skin looked glowy. I was happy and maybe that’s all I needed to survive.

“To survive…” I repeated as I sat still with Mimi playing on my feet.

She kept trying to bite my toes. That was her favorite thing to do. She would take my socks off once in a while. She crossed the line and caught my tiny toes. Although the bite hurt, I never said anything. Simply because I loved her, but this time, I wanted to be perfect. Fighting with Mimi about leaving my toes untouched, the butterflies in my stomach were making me anxious. Having my first real date with Cameron was a dream. The thought of freely walking around holding his hand and not suppressing my feelings was a dream.

“Mimi, stop! You’re going to mess up my toes!” I yelled at the overexcited ball of fur. Although I wasn’t sure where Cameron was taking me, I just had to make sure I was prepared for anything.

“What are you doing there?” Mom asked, coming out of the kitchen with a bunch of cut fruit.

“I’m going out with a friend,” I said, checking my phone impatiently. My mom kept her eyes on me and smiled.

“Is it a boy?” she asked, taking a sit in the sofa in front of me. Mimi quickly jumped on her lap. Thank God for that. I didn’t answer my mom, but she knew by my embarrassed reaction. She turned on the TV to her favorite show.

“I’m happy that you’re going out with someone, but Sam,” she started, as my phone rang with a text. I looked up to my mom to excuse myself, but I stopped. She was looking at me with eyes full of compassion and sadness.

“He needs to know,” Mom whispered sadly.

“Yeah,” I couldn’t say anything more.

Telling Cameron I had a condition that was killing me each passing day was dreadful to think about, though I had one-in-a-million chance to survive with a risky surgery. I could explain it, but it was hard to put into words without getting worked up about it. I had to find the right time to give him the news.

Cameron decided to have our first date in Downtown Sandy Spring. Downtown was a beautiful place at night. I could finally enjoy it and feel normal to see couples walking hand-in-hand. The Royal Theater was filled with people. The restaurant’s patios illuminated by live fire and soft music. The Central Park with the skateboarding ring looked like a party every day. Cameron took my hand and led me around. I took a deep breath and shut the pain inside if it meant he would show me his genuinely happy smile.

“Why are you so quiet?” he asked while driving his expensive Mercedes-Benz. Wondering how his dad wanted to repay him all the loneliness Cameron has gone through just by giving him material things.

“No, I was wondering if you really want to go to a place like that,” I said happily to see him letting me into his world, his sad and lonely world.

Being friends for a few years, I knew his routines with girls, but we were different now. I was kind of anxious to see how things would turn out. We had kissed many times and every time felt like a new limit was reached. Being alone in an actual date was something nerve-wracking for my heart, but I was happy to do it.

“Yeah, until now… I mean, with other girls, I just do what they want me to do…” his eyes serious on the road. I didn’t say anything.

“But with you, it’s different… believe it,” he finished his sentence holding his breath, making my heart feel warm.

I had to turn and see his face, his embarrassed face. His shaggy hair curled up behind his ear, where a new piercing shined. Cameron’s profile view was just as perfect. His cheekbones were something to be envied, all the way down to his jaw. His neck was long and fit.

“You’re really making me nervous…” he interrupted my observation. The corner of his mouth turned into a grin. I was sure that no one knew the cute face Cameron Derwood could make when he was shy, embarrassed, and even happy. He thought for a moment. Actually, he looked deep into it. His eyes narrowed as he concentrated on finding the perfect words.

“Sorry…” I said, definitely unable to hide my embarrassment.

“It’s fine. Believe or not, I’ve done the same with you,” he confessed with a hint to shyness. What?

“You’re joking.” I held in my flattered heart.

“No, I mean going out with you, just to get ‘something’ out of it. It’s not the reason. It has never been the reason…” he struggled a little; I could make out a slight shake in his voice, maybe nerves. I smiled at the thought.

“I actually want to be different to you. I want to be good to you because you’ve always been good to everyone and everything. In a way, you found me when I thought the world couldn’t be any crueler. You came in with your shaky voice and saved not only Mimi but me too,” he explained with confidence and a hint of embarrassment. And I wondered what he meant. Apparently, he saw through me and he said it without me asking.

“You actually found out about Yael and defended him because you know what it feels like,” he asked. I looked ahead. Deep down, I felt bad for Yael. Although when I told him, he was happy for us, still. My heart wasn’t completely happy to know that he had to see us together.

“The same happened with Rocky. Although you found out the truth, you still chose friendship over all. That only speaks good of you. You say what’s on your mind and try your best at everything. I know you might not believe it, but I’ve noticed all those little things that people usually ignore,” he said, making me feel flutter inside. I couldn’t believe it.

Getting even more anxious as time passed, we finally got to the park. Cameron opened the door for me. Taking my hand to help me out of the car, I managed to keep my balance so he wouldn’t notice how clumsy I really was when I got nervous. Cameron took a step back, still glancing at me. His eyes analyzing me from head to toe, just like he always did, but this time it didn’t feel like he was going to make one of his stupid comments. His eyes now held certain gentleness.

“So, this is the plan,” he commented with an amusing voice. He looked so handsome in his faded jeans, his short-sleeved polo, and his cologne all over my head. I loved it. I loved Cameron Derwood.

“What?” I asked, mesmerized by his incredibly good looks. My boyfriend, I said with pride.

“The plan to never let go of my hand,” he smirked, reaching his hand out to take mine. My heart jumped non-stop, with a very pleased face, Cameron led me toward a famous arcade in the park.

Just seeing him play games with all his might, trying to win something for me made me feel really special. Holding hands while making lines to get to the movies and talk about normal stuff was like a dream to me. All this time, I learned that Cameron had a sweet tooth; he had a motorcycle because he enjoyed having races with his friends. I also found out that we had many things in common like our favorite color was blue. Our favorite band was Nickelback. He loved reading just like I did. That was actually a surprise. I could never have guessed it. But he was a genius in advance courses. I rolled my eyes.

While eating, I learned that he was a vegetarian and loved broccoli. Though I was almost a vegetarian, in my case I was because I had to, but Cameron did it because he thought killing animals that were also living beings was unfair. Seeing how much he cared for other things made me like him even more. The real Cameron Derwood was someone I didn’t want to leave behind. Someone I couldn’t get enough of.

“Where do you want to go next?” Cameron asked, taking a look at his phone. The sun was almost gone, but still bright.

Sandy Spring was like a festival all the time. People walked endlessly. The shore had the most beautiful boardwalk with all kind of games. I remembered the really romantic scene I had seen in Tanya’s collection of Japanese graphic novels. The amusement park dates always ended in the Ferris wheel. My eyes automatically searched for it. The Ferris wheel was the best attraction of the shore. It called people from miles away. It was incredibly huge, and that was the reason it was so famous. I had always admired their detailed artwork in Tanya’s mangas, being able to draw the expressions a person felt in certain moments was really a gift. Wanting to experience that magical moment, I pointed at the Ferris wheel, and it was the perfect place, quiet and just the two of us away from the world. I could tell Cameron about my fate.

This is the right time. The thought made my gut twitch with fear but I had to be brave.

“I want to go there,” I said. Cameron looked at it and smiled. Though my heart was already tired for the day, I was strong enough to take the long walk to the Ferris wheel. It was worth it. He was worth it. I have to make it. I said, but not referring to the long walk.

“Is that okay?” I asked, wondering if it was too much for a cool guy like him. Cameron looked sophisticated and cool, to be in a place where only corny people in love went. To not disappoint my heart, he grabbed my hand with confidence and smiled his cool smile.

“Why wouldn’t it be?” he asked, raising one of his perfect angled brows and pulling a brilliant smile out of the depths of my soul.

“Let’s go,” he said, ready to make way through people around, but stopped suddenly.

“Cameron?” her high-pitched voice was like a sharp knife through my ears.

His name sounded sweet and full of love in that voice and I hated it. I had no idea who the woman was but my heart clenched to see her wide green eyes, shockingly trying to stay calm. The girl who broke Cameron’s heart, his first love, the one that was supposed to help him. Right there in the flash, in front of us, just when I was feeling sick enough, she showed up. Of course, God slapped me back to reality. This was the complicated relationship we had.

Looking at Cameron, my heart dropped, slamming on the distance that was forming between us. A boy I couldn’t recognize stood in front of us. His eyes immediately showed his fresh pain, anger, and memories. Piercing her with something more than just anger, she struggled to talk again.

“Cameron,” she said again.

Feeling like an invisible standing in a world I knew nothing about, trying to understand a story I wasn’t part of, I sighed, defeated. Cameron looked distant. She looked willing to reach out for him.

“Cameron, how are you?” she asked like she never stopped talking to him.

Controlling her surprise, she glanced at me, then turned back to him with the friendliest smiled I ever seen. I hated it. I hated how she was acting toward my boyfriend. I was jealous, really jealous because I didn’t want to even think that he would talk to her again. She was his first love, and that was something I couldn’t erase. She reached out for him. My eyes followed him like a magnet, as my heart was slowly ripping apart with her movements. He’s your boyfriend, but you might leave him behind too, I scolded myself.

“Don’t touch me,” Cameron warned her with a calm but hateful voice.

Evading her touch, I couldn’t help but take a step back as well. Seeing Cameron’s face, I realized. I was such a wimp, a crybaby, just by looking at his face. My heart clenched. My knees turned soft. I couldn’t understand it, or rather, I didn’t want to understand it, but I wanted to convince myself that love, everything about love meant smiles and happiness. But it looked so different when Cameron had such a bothered expression in his eyes. Was my truth going to cause him the same expression? I’m sorry, Cameron.

“Cameron…” my voice sounded flat and emotionless. My heart hurt because my voice didn’t seem to reach him. He blocked me out, just like I blocked everyone out when he was around. He pushed me away. I knew the answer. I was going to hurt Cameron the same way, but I didn’t want to. I’m sorry, Cameron.





Chapter 54

The anger I felt toward myself grew with every step I was taking. I made my way through people trying my best to stay calm and not stumble. I was jealous, but more importantly, I had finally realized if Cameron knew the truth about my condition, he would probably make the same expression. My heart flinched at the thought that he would look at me in the same way. I can’t tell him yet.

I didn’t want him to think that I was like his mother or this woman, that I would just make him love me and then I would leave. Then what? He would have the same painful and hateful expression. I was afraid, scared that I was making the wrong choice, that instead of helping him, I was letting him fall into a deeper and darker hole. I looked up at the cloudy night sky. I didn’t want to question God, but I could feel my soul breaking down. I don’t want to die.

In the end, I ended up in the Ferris wheel by myself, beating myself down for being so indecisive and weak. I sat in the cabin and cried. I wanted to have a lifetime memory with Cameron but seeing his ex-girlfriend and his reaction, it was the wake-up call I needed.

It was going to be painful for both of us. I couldn’t say goodbye, not to him. I couldn’t imagine closing my eyes and never open them again, to never see Cameron’s smile again.

“It’s not fair…” my voice couldn’t make a clear sound anymore.

The pain of knowing I had a chance but it was a remote one was even scarier. My chest hurt and I hated it. It hurt because of fear, because I didn’t want to hurt someone I loved. It hurt to remind me of my destiny. It felt like instead of breathing to live, I was killing myself. Leaning my head on the glass, the loneliness spread over my soul. Reaching the top of the Ferris wheel, alone, I could see the life underneath me, even if I wasn’t there. Life kept going, imagining Cameron walking down there broke my heart. I didn’t want to see it. I didn’t want to face the truth but the pain was slamming every organ of my body. I gasped for air. Calm down, Samantha.

I needed to calm down. My survival rate was low but I needed to help myself. I knew that, but the fear was always present. Come on, Samantha pull yourself together. I exhaled and got on my feet.

I didn’t know where Cameron was, but I was certain he wasn’t happy. I had to think of something to say to him. Or you can just tell him the truth.

“Of course, I can,” I said out loud as the Ferris wheel worker opened the door for me.

Automatically my feet retreated. His eyes intensely pierced mine, that gaze that melted my heart but showed no emotion at the same time. Cameron walked in front of the worker, putting a hand on the doorway to stop me from walking out. He turned to the worker, ‘cool’ mode on.

“Can we go for another ride?” His tone was demanding and angry. The poor worker glanced at the line of people waiting, but Cameron was intimidating and now he was angry. He sighed and nodded.

“Sit down,” he ordered, his eyes daring me to push him to his limit. I gulped and waited patiently, the knot in my throat stopped me from saying a word. What could I say? I’m condemned to die, but there’s one tiny chance that I can make it. Sorry, I lied to you?

Cameron stood in the middle of the cabin. I turned to look at the view. I could feel him gazing at me, making me self-conscious, the nerves blocking my nostrils, stopping me from breathing. My heart pounding with anxiety, it was already agitating enough. This wasn’t good. Dr. Jackson’s words were a constant wave coming in and going in my brain. “Stop killing yourself,” he said. Cameron sighed loudly and sat in the front seat. He wasn’t angry anymore, but sad. Turning his attention to the distant horizon, where the lights of the city twinkled.

“I’m guessing you know who she is…” he started, a little embarrassed to admit being soft.

Again, I didn’t say anything, because all I wanted to say I couldn’t, not yet. I wasn’t ready to tell Cameron that I felt evil and selfish. I was only thinking about making memories and being happy on my own. He didn’t know that in a way I could possibly be doing the same thing. A tear of frustration rolled down my cheek.

“Why are you crying now?” he asked, worried as the tears started to appear more.

“That woman, she…” the only image stuck in my mind was Cameron’s expression. I wanted to make him happy, to open up. To stop doubting everyone, but I couldn’t do it.

“You don’t need to cry about that. She’s just a past… Unfortunately, it’s the past that even if I want to forget, it’s still there… I can’t change that.” Cameron soothed me with a friendly smile. It was breaking my heart in million pieces. I have to tell him.

“Come on, Sam, I never thought you were such a crybaby,” he commented, reaching out to wipe my tears. His beautiful face turned soft and his honey eyes shined gently. His hair looked so shiny and lively as he came closer to my face. The anger and everything sore he felt was gone now.

“Don’t leave me, ever again,” he said.

My heart shuddered with that sentence. I didn’t want to leave him. I wanted to fight for him to keep him smiling. I didn’t want to close my eyes and never see him again.

Slowly leaning toward him, I took a deep breath and found his gentle lips, my shaking hands automatically tangling on his brown hair. Cameron responded to my kiss, slowly biting my lip, sending fire through my veins. Gently parting my lips and searching for my tongue. It made my head completely dizzy and hot. Gently grabbing my waist, Cameron stood up without breaking the kiss. Feeling how he almost lifted me up but I kept going. He broke the deep kiss as the sound of the door being open froze me.

“Welcome back,” the worker said with a friendly smile.

“Looks like it’s over,” Cameron said, a little disappointed, putting me on the floor again. Even though my heart still hurt, the pain was light compared to the desire of not letting him go. Without hesitation, I took his hand. He glanced at me, a little shocked. The embarrassment made me turn away, but not let go of his hand. He gave me a little squeeze which made me smile.

“I love you,” he whispered in my ear. A sentence that made my heart burst with happiness. Though it might kill me, I knew, I would never regret falling in love with Cameron, even if it hurt to be happy.





Chapter 55

“I can’t imagine a Cameron like you describe it,” Tanya commented while popping her bubble gum.

Finally everything was going with the flow. Though, in the back of my mind, I was still uncomfortable to talk freely about my relationship with Rocky. She still had a discomforting feeling within her though. Rocky loved her brother very much, but it was obvious she had no idea about his real feelings. Coming out to her meant doing it for his family, and Yael wasn’t ready for it. Rocky’s tension toward Cameron was also transmitted to me. I didn’t really know what to do or how to handle it. But at this point, my main focus was the surgery and to finally tell Cameron the truth.

“I still have my doubts believing it,” I confessed, feeling fussy at the memory of Cameron being gentle and loving. But then again, I met his ex-girlfriend, the woman that played with his feelings when he was looking for a way out. Though Cameron had said nothing about it, sometimes I found him spacing out. It made me wonder about her, but I had to forget about it and focus on my battle coming up.

“If I don’t see it, I won’t believe it,” Rocky said, her voice not very interested in really knowing. I didn’t mind though. That helped me not talk about him in front of her.

“Why don’t we go and see it for ourselves?” Tanya suggested with enthusiasm. Rocky and I turned to her. She grinned brightly with enthusiasm.

“Let’s go to the auto shop. I bet all the guys are there,” Tanya said, obviously her enthusiasm wasn’t because she wanted to see how Cameron treated me, but because Miles was definitely there. I rolled my eyes at how obvious she was sometimes. She shrugged her shoulders innocently.

“I don’t mind,” Rocky said, not caring at all. I glanced at her with the corner of my eye. She was hard to figure out sometimes, but unlike her, I didn’t want to hurt her feelings.

My first date with Cameron as a couple did had the magical moment I wanted. Though we couldn’t stop texting since he dropped me off at my house, I still wanted to see him. If I went with Rocky and Tanya, I wouldn’t look like a desperate girlfriend, but I was. The urge to see him grew in my chest. Covering the embarrassing feeling under Tanya’s excuse seemed like a good idea. Just the thought of seeing him made my whole day brighter. Everything was different. It tasted different. It was sweet.

“Okay, but first I want to tell you something,” I said, drawing their full attention. I smiled, trying to gather my courage to finally tell Tanya the truth. Come on, Samantha. You can do it. I gave myself courage.

“Tell us what?” Tanya asked, obviously curious. I managed to control my breathing for a moment. Rocky sat still beside Tanya, she knew the time was coming. Her big brown eyes looked apprehensive as I struggled to keep my heart rate calm.

“I’m sorry for not telling you before, but it’s something I can’t understand myself, and to say it out loud takes a lot from me.” I turned to Tanya, immediately sensing my emotions, her eyes growing concerned. Her hands reaching out for mine which made me smile. Maybe I should have told Tanya sooner.

“Although, now there might be a solution… but the risks are always the same. I…” I paused to gain more strength. If I could smooth out the truth to Tanya, then I could do it to Aubrey and then to Cameron.

“I’m, I’m sick,” I shucked the words out of my throat. Tanya’s hazel eyes widened with concern, but said nothing. I glanced at Rocky, she gave me a comforting smile.

“Turns out I’ve been sick since I was young. And now, well, now I might be reaching my final stage…” I whispered to Tanya as the shock crossed her face. My eyes filled up with tears. She turned completely pale and cold at the same time.

“You’re lying. Stop lying… This is not a funny joke, Sam!” she hissed angrily, glancing at Rocky who was fighting the tears herself. She avoided Tanya’s eyes.

“I wish it was a joke…” I said, as her soul left her body and started weeping.

“What…” she mouthed silently.

“Doctor Jackson found a solution to at least, give me a few more years of life. It’s kind of a one-in-a-million chance… but it’s better because I won’t be in so much pain,” I said, my voice skeptical because there wasn’t a big difference in the length of years. My heart was already tired of hurting or squeezing against all my emotions.

“It started that day, huh, that awful day…” Tanya exclaimed, remembering exactly the day I had awakened to the nightmare that’s my reality. Although she was right, that day was dear to my broken heart, not because of my misfortune, it was the day Cameron chose me.

“Yes…” I breathed out.

“The surgery is extremely risky, but I hope… no, I beg to God that he would let me survive and then I will tell Aubrey everything, and Cameron…” I said, my voice almost breaking. It hurt just to think that I would go into a surgery room with the possibility of not coming out.

“But what if…” Rocky tried to say but stopped.

“Then she’ll know anyways, maybe then she would understand and feel sorry for me, but I won’t be here to see her pitying me, and to see Cameron hate me for not telling him anything…” I could feel Tanya breaking down. Her face showed nothing but horror.

“I know it’s selfish, but the biggest reason I don’t want to tell them is fear. I’m scared. I want to hold on to hope, hope that I’ll make it and ask them to forgive me, hope that when I wake up, I’ll be strong enough to fight for their forgiveness,” I said, my voice wasn’t covering the pain I felt just to think that the only hope I had was a slight one.

“They’re not stupid enough to hate you for that, and if this is the reason you need to fight, then I hope Aubrey and Cameron keep hating you, so you have a reason to wake up and make it up to them…” Tanya said, wrapping her trembling arms around me.

I felt her warmth in her shaken hug. The same way Cameron gave me his, though the part about me having a surgery still was a secret, being sick to the point of dying as well. But Cameron gave me the strength and support I needed.





Chapter 56

Dragged by Tanya’s curiosity, we drove all the way to the C&C Auto Shop, which she wanted to do only for one reason: Miles Stern. Cameron and I were just the excuse she needed. With a wide grin on her face forgetting the sad moment we had, now we were singing along to Britney Spears’ ‘Womanizer.’ It was funny and fun to do something refreshing and stress-free. It was evident that I had to think of the outcome of my surgery, but I also wanted to enjoy every moment I had left. That was the hardest part of it, to enjoy without letting the fear take over.

Parking in front of the Auto Shop, my heart jerked as I noticed Yael, Miles, and Angel gloomily sitting on the steps of the store. Immediately I could see something wasn’t right. The three guys looked stressed, worried, and Cameron wasn’t there. Letting go of Rocky’s hand, I ran to them.

“Where’s Cameron?” I asked, failing to sound secure. Something in my stomach dropped to see the distressed look in Yael’s eyes. Although Miles and Angel looked up at me, Yael kept his face down, consumed in guilt. My heart clenched.

“Didn’t you hear me!?” I asked, getting desperate, but they wouldn’t answer me.

“Miles!” I shouted. He looked the saddest of all.

For the first time, I didn’t feel like I actually hated Miles. He was just a jerk, but he also was a loyal friend to Cameron. He glanced toward the door inside the store. ‘Office’ the sign in the door said in black letters.

“Cam’s dad just found out that he’s been suspended for three days,” Miles explained, his voice tired and frustrated. Immediately I could understand and feel the same frustration and fear the guys were feeling. The history between Cameron and his father wasn’t a pleasant one. My stomach got torn with fear.

“But he can go back tomorrow, so there shouldn’t be any problem,” Tanya said, worried to see Miles so down, although she had no idea why the news were bringing all of us down.

“Are you stupid?!” Miles hissed at her with evident annoyance, shocking her like never before.

“Miles!” Rocky shouted back. Tanya’s eyes turned teary in a second. To cover her embarrassment, she lowered her face and stood behind me.

“Any parent would be furious if their kid has been suspended from school and they don’t know until the last minute… unfortunately Cameron’s dad, then…” Angel said in a calmer voice, but still hopeless.

“We all know what that means,” Miles said while hunching down.

“Cameron is a strong guy… but when things like this happen, he gets really affected by his dad’s actions,” Angel kept going.

I wondered how many times this had happened to him, to make his friends feel this bad for him. Glancing at the door again, there’s no noise coming out and my heart squeezed. So much for staying calm.

“This is all my fault,” Yael said, his eyes full of regret, which also crashed me down with him. In some way it was also my fault. Many actions and wrong decisions we both made brought us to this point.

“Cameron just wanted to know the truth…” the guilt in his voice shooting me deep down. It was my fault, not just Yael’s. I had to clear things up with Cameron, stop everyone from pulling apart. It wasn’t what I wanted to see before my surgery.

“But… I just got caught up in the moment, even if the truth was far from what I said. I only said what I know he wanted to hear,” Yael said, holding his hands together to stop them from shaking.

“But what can we do now? Cameron is older now, but in the end, that man is his father… He can’t…” Miles said, not wanting to hear any more from them. Without thinking, I walked into the store, directly to the office door.

The place sounded empty, almost lifeless. I was waiting for a sign that his father was hitting Cameron again, but nothing. Not even a piece of paper was moving. Desperation was growing inside my tight chest. My hand reached out to knock, but a hand caught me before I could make contact with the door. Yael stood behind me, his face serious and worried at the same time, carefully listening. Faint voices were coming out of the room.

“It’s alright. We have to have hope that it doesn’t go too bad,” he assured me, to ease my worries. Still not convinced, I nodded, but just like he was my solace, I wanted to be his. For Yael, for his friendship, for our friendship, I had to tell Cameron the truth. The question now was: when?

“Let’s wait outside,” Yael suggested. I was listening carefully to see if there was a sign of a fight, but nothing. I went back to where everybody was waiting patiently.





Chapter 57

The perfect feeling of being in love and being loved back to me was an amazing miracle, but to Cameron, it didn’t feel perfect at all. I could see it, and it felt heavy on me too. His silence said more than he did, and though I wanted to know and comfort him, I knew that he wasn’t a guy that would let anyone see him weak. I had to patiently wait until he was ready to talk about his encounter with his father. After all, I had something to meditate to bring up to him as well.

We stopped in front of the footbridge that crossed the main Montgomery Village Road. The loud and blasting sound of incoming traffic could hardly let me concentrate on him. Slowly turning to face me, his honey eyes shined reflecting the lights of the cars passing by. I couldn’t help but be captivated by Cameron, something in those eyes that even with the intensity they possessed, I felt safe because those eyes never stopped showing love and care. Even when there was a deep struggle inside, a struggle breaking my heart, a lump formed in my throat and I wasn’t sure why.

“Come,” he said, taking my hand. My heart dropped at the sound of his soft voice.

His faint smile warmed me up and I followed as he led me toward the top of the bridge. Cameron’s hand was always cold to the touch, but this time, they were gently warm. He kept them in his pockets until now. We stopped in the middle of the bridge. My eyes following his every move, I couldn’t ignore the touch of sadness in his perfect face. He turned to the highway, it was incredible to see the once-worst player Cameron Derwood now looking like a sad painting that translated everything he was feeling just by looking at it. He sighed lightly as his eyes narrowed. His perfect brows frowned, forming a line in the middle of his forehead.

“I always wait for the time when the lights to turn on and the darkness turns into this…” he explained as his eyes looked into the highway.

The lights of hundreds of cars were like a river of swirling lights, making his eyes shine and the sadness more visible. Cameron was about to cry. My heart tightened, and I turned to face the highway with him. My free hand automatically gripped my chest; a beautiful swarm of light illuminated the highway. Like the light cords of a Christmas tree twirling around, but this one looked magically alive. He squeezed my hand and without knowing why, I just wanted to cry with him.

“It’s cool, isn’t it? It’s better to see it from here,” he commented, still a hint of sadness in his voice. Without saying a word, I just stood beside him, leaning my head to rest on his shoulder; I let the mesmerizing lights sink in, making it a memory of just the two of us. I held his hand tight, waiting to hear whatever was making him have these emotions.

“Since I was ten…” he paused to think for a second.

“When the lights of the city started twinkling, just as the sun started setting…” he shook his head but smiled bitterly. My heart clenched again.

“I always… every day, I wanted to get home as soon as possible. With the hope to see if my m-mother had come back for me… If she had come back like she promised to. Every day was a torture to get by…” Cameron was breaking his wall, letting me through into that world nobody knew. That lonely agony he endured, the pain he had been through every evening since she left. A knot gathered in my throat as tears formed in my eyes.

“Days passed. Weeks passed. Months passed, then years… eight years to be exact,” he sighed heavily.

The lump in my throat was so heavy and hard that it was almost choking me down. It was painful and lonely to try to put myself in his shoes. To know and feel alone for so many years, being so young and betrayed.

“Now and then, I stop here, and wonder, considering not going home at all… Because I know, there’s no one…” he smiled sadly, demolishing my already agonizing heart. Unable to hold back the tears any longer, I let them out, and let myself breathe the pain Cameron had gone through. It was so painful and sorrowful to keep inside but he did. A pain that had turned him into someone that hurt others because of fear.

“There’s no one waiting for me, there,” his voice almost a whisper or probably it was me that couldn’t hear him loud enough because my heart was aching to see him so depressed. Cameron was like a little kid, an abandoned child alone in a world full of misery and gloominess. My chest hurt just to imagine the ten-year-old Cameron wanting to see his mother, but she was never home, never there for him.

“My mom… she passed away a few w-weeks ago…” he choked the words out as his voice broke completely, shredding his strong façade.

“All this time have passed since she left … I don’t know if she ever considered taking me with her. I’d like to hope so, but just remembering how loving and gentle she was before… somewhere in my heart, I, just hoped that she would regret leaving and she would come back to me…” For the first time his tears were rolling down, to hear the grief in his heart, the pain he was going through.

“I’d forgiven her for leaving, but n-now she, will, never come back…” He smiled, not wanting to cry, wiping the loose tear in the corner of his beautiful eyes. He sucked in a deep breath.

Seeing Cameron with a lost expression was too difficult to bear. The guilt of keeping my condition from him was starting to weight a ton on me. The guilt of making him admit that he loved me when I might die was burning my soul. My throat tightened with everything I couldn’t say, my eyes full of tears that Cameron couldn’t cry. He turned to me, and smiled a lost and fading smile. It was like a knife cutting the deepest and most painful cut in my whole life, but it helped me make up my mind. I was making up my mind like I never did before.

“It sucks, doesn’t it?” he whispered painfully.

“I-I’m so sorry,” I cried, wrapping my arms around his waist. He hugged back tightly.

His heart pounded loudly in my ear. Maybe I was young. Maybe I was losing to the fact that my death was coming up, but I believed Cameron was the one I wanted to spend my life with, long or short; it didn’t matter what my future held. I wanted to fight to survive. I wanted to make it and avoid at all costs to ever have to be the reason of Cameron’s pain.

Wrapping ourselves in warmth and softness, he made me feel secure and ready to face whatever my surgery was going to bring. I wanted him to feel the same way; I wanted to be the one that made him feel like this, feel how strong someone’s love could make him feel.

“Since my dad told me about my mother, all that’s been going through my mind is make memories, make as many memories as I can with you. There’s no hurry, though, but I have this feeling…” he said, pushing me enough to see my face, but not letting go of his hold.

“I don’t want you to disappear, Sam. I can’t imagine a life without you now… It’s scary to think about,” he whispered, crushing my body gently to his, burying my face in his chest. I cried even more. How was I supposed to tell him about me now? I was lying. Though, there was a chance, what if I didn’t make it? What if even with all the hope and faith I had, what if that wasn’t enough to save myself? I really was trying not to question God, but damn, he was doing everything in his power to make me.

“No, there’s no hurry,” I mumbled on his chest, taking everything on chances. I was determined to fight for my life, for myself, for my family, and for Cameron.

“I will always be with you. No matter what, I will fight against destiny, just to stay with you.” Even with all the worries and pains, still I had faith and that’s all I needed. I was ready to prove myself to God that I was strong enough and get to the end of my journey without questioning His plan.

“I promise,” I said, pushing him enough to see his face, holding his gaze. It surprised me a little, the confidence I had. Cameron smiled with sadness, taking a deep breath to control my heart. I returned the smile.

“Thank you,” he said, gently pressing his lips to my forehead.

“I’m ready to take on anything, because I don’t want you to ever look this sad, again.” My voice stumbled, but still sounded confident. Cameron’s eyes shone with the lights, but there was also something else in them, passion, tenderness, and love. It made my heart tickle gently, but even that tickled sent cold chills through my spine, a warning.

“Though I feel sad, I can help but to do this,” he whispered, gently caressing my trembling lips with his, letting myself lose into the bittersweet kiss. I locked my arms around Cameron’s neck to secure him and never let him go, not let him be alone ever again. I was determined to fight with all I had for him and for what we had.

“I’ve wanted to say something else for some time…” he whispered gently, tickling my ear. I closed my eyes to enjoy the moment. He gently ran his hand over my left cheek. His eyes were sad again.

“That time you really shocked me, taking a punch from me. It was a moment I’ll never forget, honestly,” he said, remembering the crazy moment I decided to step into a man’s fight. He sighed, gently caressing my cheek, my eyes on his.

“I promise, and I’m serious, Sam.” I waited as he sucked in a deep breath.

“I will never hurt you again, I promise,” he whispered, gently pressing his lips on the place his fist had crushed that time. Then moving to my lips again. I sunk into the moment with his touch, adding more determination to my battle.





Chapter 58

As always, my weekly routine started with a regular visit to Doctor Jackson’s office. I spent the first three hours of my day doing X-rays, letting the nurses take the last drops of blood out of me. It hurt when I was little, but now I almost didn’t feel anything anymore. Really, if my illness wasn’t killing me, all the waste of blood, the pain, and stress were doing a good job.

Doctor Jackson kept explaining about the surgery I would be taking. To my surprise, he already had a date. He was excited and hopeful. It made me happy to see him happy for me, and for himself. In the end, he wasn’t just a doctor to me; for always taking part on lecturing me, for killing myself every time, for not being able to control my heart. Taking the surgery was like the last stage to our relationship.

Sometimes I wondered if, by having a heart transplant, my feelings for Cameron would change, or was it like my health teacher once told us? Love was a brain thing, not something the heart felt. Though, it was embarrassing to ask. I wanted to consider all possibilities of waking up differently.

“There’s the possibility of changing a person’s lifestyle after the organ adapts to that person’s DNA, and because of that, your personality and the things you usually do, well, you need to make some changes,” Doctor Jackson explained patiently, his eyes on the results of my usual tests.

“And what happens to that organ? I mean, my heart…” I struggled a little, wondering what would happen to my heart. Where would it end up? Would they destroy it, or donate it for more testing on my disease? Doctor Jackson placed the dashboard on his desk and looked directly into my eyes. His deep brown eyes were clear but exhausted from the lack of sleep.

“Unfortunately, that organ. Your heart…” he clarified with a pause.

“It’s not working anymore, Samantha. So, it would get disposed on…” he said in a gently dreadful voice. He felt sorry for me. That was very clear, but he was the only one I could accept pity from.

“Trash, huh?” my voice just a soft sound of disappointment.

His eyes turned sad as he nodded. A knot formed in my throat. Would I love Cameron the same way? Would I still want his kisses, his touch? Would I still love his voice like I did with my damaged heart? The thought just made me extremely sad, because it was like going back in time before I met him. The time I knew nothing, when my life had no meaning, when I didn’t know what love was. It was painful to even think about it and scary to start all over, to wake up feeling so different.

“It will be different, Sam. After your surgery you will be different but it won’t be the same as have another heart. So, don’t feel so bad.” Doctor Jackson explained the difference between a Heart Bypass Surgery and a heart transplant. I had no choice but to take it. Take the good with the bad and thank God for it, I reminded myself.

Suddenly I just had the urge to run to Cameron and tell him how much he meant to me. His love was like the medicine my weak heart needed. It was a love that could control me completely, and that felt good, even when it hurt. His sweetness made me stronger, even when in reality it made me weaker. Just hearing the words ‘I Love You’ coming from his mouth was a bust of energy to my spirit and life. Cameron needed to know. Now that I could, because the thought occurred to me, what if our story was not a happy ending one? Leaving the memories of us, happy memories, and the not so happy ones, at least I needed to tell him, so he could remember the nights I spent awake thinking about him.

As usual after my checkup, I was always late for school. Running to get to Mr. Gailes’ class, my heart almost stopped when I felt the tension in the room as soon as I walked in. Automatically my eyes looked for him. Cameron raised his eyes to glance up and smiled his sweet innocent smile. It was actually surprising because he never did it publicly. That simple gesture gave me so much warmth and confidence that I had to smile back. Handing in my late excuse to Mr. G, I walked to my seat, right next to him. The tension grew stronger when I took my seat. The feeling I was being the center of attention made my hands sweat nervously. Cameron kept his eyes on his book. I did the same.

As always, destiny had my bad luck always there for me to remind me to not let my happiness get the best of me. Suddenly my whole fear became a reality. Right there in the moment, Aubrey walked in the classroom with eyes full of anger and hatred. Oh God! I was her target, no doubt about it. I was dead meat. After a quick, cold, hateful glare toward me, she turned into the most angelic girl in the world. She flashed her perfect white teeth to Mr. Gailes.

“Samantha and I have a meeting with our counselor. I came for her,” Aubrey said in a very convincing voice. A knot formed in my throat. Mr. Gailes glanced at me doubtfully. I was a piece of frozen ice on my desk, and of course, the whole school was a witness of the dysfunctional relationship we had.

“Do you need a note from Mr. Derwood?” Aubrey asked, faking being troubled by Mr. Gailes’ hesitation. He sighed. The poor guy had enough with the rich brats to even care about any good excuse to leave class.

“Samantha,” he called in a distressed tone. Cameron knew what Aubrey’s intentions were as well as I did. He tensed up in his seat, glancing at me for reassurance. I knew how evil Aubrey could be when she was angry, but I also knew that the more I ran away, the angrier she would get. I had no choice but to face her now and tell her everything before it could get worse, especially for me. Cameron was worried. The frown in his forehead deepened. Right behind Cameron was Yael, who also looked worried. They knew Aubrey well enough to notice the lie she was making up. I nodded to both of them, I needed to settle our problems, there was no other way out. With a little hesitation, I walked out after my sister.

“Tomorrow you’ll be presenting your poem to the class. Don’t forget,” Mr. Gailes called out as I walked out. Once again, I nodded, with a last look at Cameron’s tensed face. I turned to follow Aubrey and started to pray for patience and strength.

“What do you want?” I asked, trying not to show any fear. Aubrey’s eyes were just as hateful as always, she hadn’t forgiven me for going out with Cameron yet.

“Aubrey…” I realized the threat in her furious eyes, without saying a word, Aubrey almost shoved me to the ground. Her fury took me by surprised as she lashed at me with a powerful slap across my face. It felt hot and it stung, like a very poisonous bee stinging my cheek. Gasping for air in complete shock, I tried my best not to show her the pain but it was immediate, not only on my face but all over my body.

“Do you have any idea how much I’ve started to hate you lately?” her voice burned my ears with despise. Though I wasn’t bleeding, I could taste the blood almost coming out of my mouth. This was different, my esophagus felt like it had been set on fire.

“What is your problem?” I asked, my mouth in pain with every movement. Aubrey hit the same spot Cameron accidentally hit before and was still healing. Maybe that’s why it hurt more. Trying with difficulty not to cry, I focused on breathing but I wasn’t doing a good job.

“Look at me and look at you! How can Cameron choose you instead of me? Does he really like that little innocent face of yours?” This time, she yanked my hair, forcing me to look at her in the eyes. Our faces were inches away. Her oversweet perfume was making me dizzy already or maybe it was the lack of oxygen.

“Maybe, maybe he just doesn’t like an evil bitch like you…” I said as another slap hit my face. It hurt. It hurt badly, but I wasn’t going to back down, and I didn’t intend to hit back either. I would fight for Cameron at any time, but I wasn’t going to lower myself like my own sister was doing. There was no point. Cameron had chosen me, and there was nothing to fix with a fight.

“It doesn’t matter what you do, how many times you hit me. You won’t change how Cameron feels about me. Back off already. Have some dignity…” My heart was betraying me. I was in agony, more pain than I expected to be in. Chills were running through my whole body, it felt just like that time in the swimming pool.

“I’m your sister and you don’t even care…” I pushed the words out but they were like knives cutting my chest. Every word, every sound coming out of my body was poisonous lunge to my heart. I could hear the little voice in my mind shouting in horror.

“Shut the hell up! Don’t remind me who you are! It makes me want to hurt you even more!” Aubrey hissed, grabbing my hair harder and pushing me to the ground.

“You will regret this one day, Aubrey. I hope you do,” My voice sounded normal but my hands were shaking and my heart at the point of stopping. I didn’t care about being nice to Aubrey or Rocky anymore. I wanted to get out of the infernal pain I was being tortured with.

“I doubt it, Sammy,” Aubrey proudly said, or I thought I heard her saying. I watched my sister leave me behind without a care in the world.





Chapter 59

The pain on my face was nothing compared to the painful disappointment killing me deep inside. It was at times like this that I hated how weak I was. If I were a normal girl with a healthy heart, I would have been running the hallways to get to Aubrey but instead, I was just dragging my feet because I knew that if I tried even a little, I was going to be done for good. Stopping a few times to gasp for air, I reached the Infirmary before I collapsed and made a scene again.

After skipping the rest of my classes to calm my heart and my pulse, the nurse cleaned the light bruises on my forehead and made sure they were unseen. Though she kept asking who had hurt me, still I didn’t know why I couldn’t just tell her that my own sister did it. Did I still care for a sister who would do this to me? Was I that stupid?

“You’re awake?” A very calming voice asked next to me. I could hear the sadness.

My sight finally focused enough. I forced my body to sit up. It hurt. The pain was something I never felt before. Sending cold chills all over my insides, I felt exhausted, feverish, and drained. Yael saw the struggle and caught me before I fell off the bed.

“If you’re in pain, why not taking it easy? You keep forcing yourself…” he said in a low voice. It didn’t sound like a scolding, but it felt like one. Yael was always strong enough to keep me still with just one hand, but there was always the option of being tired of helping me.

“And if it’s for Cameron, pushing yourself like this… is not good either,” I understood that for Yael it was difficult to even think of Cameron finding out the truth. He would be devastated, but it wasn’t something easy for any of us to accept.

“I’m… sorry,” I forced my voice out.

Remembering how I dragged myself to the nurse office, how low I’d fallen, but I didn’t care, because Cameron was by my side and he loved me. Nothing of what was happening was bigger than the warmth I felt when I was with him, and the way that gave me the strength to fight.

“No, don’t apologize, please, Sam,” Yael whispered with his always-tortured voice.

“I just want you to get better. I’ve promised myself that if you make it, I will come out. I’m also bargaining with God. And I’m sure Cameron will find something to bargain too. Just tell him, Sam,” he whispered. His hand holding my shoulder felt stiff.

Letting go of my grip on his shirt, I froze. My mind went blank. I couldn’t look into his eyes, and I didn’t want to see Yael because somewhere in my heart I felt it was the truth. Yael was somewhat closer to me than Cameron was, even if he was in love with him. He knew something about me that Cameron didn’t, I couldn’t help but feel like I was betraying Cameron, the love of my life. Yael was right, I needed to come clean. There was no way I could pretend to be healthy anymore.

“I wish I could tell you not to worry about it, but…” he said, trying to cover up the guilt for keeping my secret.

“Yael… I…” I tried, but what could I say? I loved Cameron; there was no doubt about it, so did Yael and he was being forced to lie for my sake.

“I just want to be honest, because every time I see you now… you look like you’re fading away and that’s scary.” His words made me raise my eyes to meet his. Yael loved me, but he loved Cameron more. It was clear in his eyes and his every action. I understood the difficult position he was in because of me. Yael smiled a sad smile that stabbed my numb heart.

“I can’t bear to think of the day that you…” he said, slowly leaning forward. His closeness scared me. I shut my eyes, but I felt the softness of his lips on my forehead.

“Please, tell him…” he whispered in my ear. I kept my eyes close and my head down as his footsteps furthered away.

“I will…” I told him, but he was gone already.





Chapter 60

“Why are you so quiet?” Cameron asked while walking me home. In the end everybody found out that Cameron and I were going out. Though I was happy, I couldn’t show it when part of my face was stiff by the fury of Aubrey, and the last conversation with Yael. I shook my head to focus only on Cameron and to finally speak up. I knew Yael was right, my body was at the verge of breaking down and I still had to wait for the surgery. I couldn’t keep up with the secret anymore.

“Did your sister say anything, or hurt you?” Cameron asked when he didn’t get an answer out of me.

“No, we just talked and stuff. Everything is okay,” I said immediately. Cameron glanced at me; I turned away before he could see the bruise on my forehead.

“I’m sorry. In a way, I understand Aubrey. She has always felt like you’re the favorite. She just feels abandoned I think, which I know it could be fixed if she can just talk about it.” His words were really sincere, so honest, and innocent that my heart couldn’t take it anymore. I couldn’t keep on lying. Aubrey and Cameron needed to know. I sucked in a deep stabbing breath and wince at the sharp pain. Am I too late for the surgery? I wondered silently. A part of me knew I was too late but another part was still hopeful.

“Cameron…” I pulled his hand to stop him, without noticing the time. We were already in front of my house. Cameron stopped immediately as I pulled his hand. His honey eyes widened with surprise.

“Remember, what I said last night?” I asked. Cameron’s eyes immediately shone and went back to the embarrassing moment where I told him that I would fight to stay with him. He grinned happily. I’m sorry, Cameron, I said in my mind. I wasn’t so sure if I could fight now.

“How could I forget? Thanks to that, for the first time in a long time I was excited to get home,” His eyes turned warm and gentle. It made my heart stab lightly, but I could hardly feel anything anymore, and that made me sad.

“I will not lose to anyone… until you get tired of me, I have the right to be next to you, no matter what,” I said, ready to give a fight against Aubrey, Rocky, and even his past girlfriends. He smiled an angelic smile that I wanted to remember forever. Leaning closer to my face, he looked extremely pleased at my determination, holding my cold hands. I sucked in a deep breath through my nose and shut my eyes to keep the pain inside.

“Sam, I will never get tired of you. Got that?” he said without hesitation.

“Though Mike keeps bugging me about other guys, he says that if I’m not the right boyfriend, you’ll get tired of me. That jackass! Is he even a graduated psychologist?” he commented mostly to himself.

I giggled, imagining Cameron and Mike talking about his issues. I knew by fact that even when he was weird in many ways, Mike did care a lot about Cameron. He pulled me toward him, burying my face in his chest. I could hear his heart loud and clear, beating fast but mine felt like it wasn’t beating at all. Cameron smiled gently as he leaned to give me a quick peck on my lips. I tiptoed to meet him half way. Everything had turned out so magical until… That time came.

Once again, a heated argument was heard from the inside out of my house. Mom and Aubrey were at it again. I turned to Cameron and remembered the last time they were loudly fighting.

“Mom, you’re really making me hate you by taking her side!” Aubrey shouted furiously. For a moment I did regret not telling Aubrey. That would have saved us a lot of more stress and make her life a little more hate-free.

“There’s a reason why I do that! Can’t you be a little more considerate, and think! Think that there must be something really wrong with her!” Mom argued, not furious but desperate to make Aubrey understand. I could hear the struggle in my mother’s voice and I felt bad for it. She didn’t want to be hated by the only daughter she could have left.

“Considerate?! With that whore! She’s not happy by stealing the love of my parents but took away the only guy I’ve really liked!” Aubrey hissed furiously. I could hear her stumping closer to the door. Cameron squeezed my hand when he heard Aubrey, automatically forcing me to take a step back. His eyes narrowed uncomfortably.

“Aubrey, please don’t talk like that about your sister! You will regret it!” Mom shouted desperately. I hated to imagine my mom’s distressed face trying to make Aubrey understand but keeping it a secret still. I didn’t have to be inside the house to know that Mom was already crying, desperately trying to make things better for Aubrey.

“Why does everybody keep defending her!? Ugh! It’s not like she’s going to die!?” Aubrey exclaimed, just one step away from the door.

Her voice was clearer now. My heart was already giving up from all the fighting and the stress. I knew I was supposed to push Cameron away from the house, but I didn’t have strength anymore. This is it, I told myself.

The door cracked open. Aubrey’s eyes were right in front of Cameron and me. She glared at me with hate and anger. I lowered my face. That was it. It was over. Aubrey needed to know. I didn’t want my mom to suffer Aubrey’s hate anymore.

“She’s already dying…” Mom finally let her voice stumble. The pain she had been holding on was so clear; I saw it but I couldn’t feel it anymore.

Aubrey’s eyes turned white; my heart gave a last painful throb because it was too tired to speed up. Cameron froze up behind me. I could feel it in his hand. Aubrey didn’t need to hear it twice to believe it. Just by seeing my pale, lifeless face and finally think of everything, how many times have I been hospitalized and how I couldn’t do normal things like any kid could do. Not caring if Aubrey understood or not, my mind was fixed in just one person at this moment. Tears were blocking my sight.

“Cameron,” I turned, my voice already tired.

I stopped, because I couldn’t make a single word come out. I was trapped inside my own body. It was hard to guess what was going through his mind at this moment. Letting go of my hand, I knew Cameron wouldn’t listen to me anymore. He was pale, his eyes wide with shock. Time stopped for both of us. He had frozen in time. I couldn’t hear anything or anyone anymore. The loud ring in my ears started again. Without waiting for an explanation, Cameron turned to walk away.

“Cam…” my voice trembled desperately.

Even as tired as I felt, my mind couldn’t imagine a sad Cameron again. I didn’t want him to be like this. Running after him was an action that my body was doing on its own, even when it was dying. I could hear my mom running after me but I was desperate. Cameron distanced himself from me with each step he took and I was desperate to make it clear. Yes, I was dying but I was willing to fight for my life.

Hunching down in pain, breathing was hard to do at this point. My chest was closing in, the pressure of running out of oxygen was a torture, and fear was overpowering my soul. The tears wouldn’t let me see clearly anymore. The agonizing stabs gave me immediate chills. I buried my nails on my chest but it wasn’t helpful.

“Please, don’t hate me…” I yelled desperately but I couldn’t hear my own voice. Cameron took a step back, his eyes holding in the same horror Tanya had before. The same disbelief Yael had when he found out. I dropped to my knees as Mom kept desperately trying to stop me. I’m sorry, Mom.

“Please stop… I can’t… chase you… anymore,” I choked, already giving up, the tears blurring my vision as Cameron stood in front of me, motionless.

My breath tasted bloody. I knew it, but I had to fight for one last chance. I had to say my fears out loud. I had to force my voice out, but I was scared. I could feel the end coming. Was I going to die in front of Cameron? Is this what God had planned for my end? I cried.

“Samantha!” my mom dropped next to me, frightened to see me gasping for air. He ran back to my side and caught me in time before I could hit the ground. I begged God for one last chance.

“I’m sorry, Mom. I’m sorry for being weak, for being sick. I really am sorry…” My voice was losing strength. The pain in my heart stabbed so badly. It made goosebumps rise over my body, my lungs couldn’t seem to hold any air anymore. Panic took over me as every breath felt shorter and shorter, holding on to my mom, I couldn’t concentrate on anything but the fear of dying.

My vision of Cameron faded for a second. I knew this was it. The taste of blood in my mouth was making me dizzy, the sharp pain as I took the last breath, with every cough coming out of my mouth, a handful of blood dirtying my white shirt and his. I was… dying. Finally, I was painfully dying, in front of the love of my life.

“Samantha!” I heard Cameron’s desperate voice calling me over and over, but my eyes couldn’t see him anymore. I couldn’t hear him anymore. I couldn’t feel his arms around me anymore. I couldn’t touch him anymore. I lost my consciousness.





Chapter 61

I woke up in a hospital bed again. This time it looked more serious. I needed help to breathe and thanks to a ventilator, I could. Multiple IVs on both my arms; the nasty smell of medicine, chlorine, and rubber from the gloves was making me nauseous. The painful sting of the IV needles had numbed my wrists. My skin was so pale. My veins were bluish and visible. The pain in my chest was gone, though. The air was slowly going into my lungs, but the taste of blood was still in my mouth. It was disgusting. My eyelids were heavy and tired. Though I could hear someone next to me, it was really difficult to hear a voice when all I could hear was the beeping sound of the monitor. The sound was steady and that was good for me. Blocking out the beeping, I could hear a faint female voice, concentrating more on it. It was Aubrey.

Aubrey spent almost every day in the hospital which it was surprising to me. Little by little, my body and my strength were coming back, but it wasn’t going to be normal, not even close. I wasn’t getting better than before. It was just that. Simply, keeping me alive, but never getting better. The oxygen mask was gone, but the IVs and heart monitor were still there. Barbara was taking it easy on me this time. She didn’t complain, simply took care of me. It was hopeless to think I was improving. Every time Doctor Jackson walked in the room, he looked more and more concerned. Barbara looked on the verge of tears every time she had to leave me like that was the last time she was going to see my face. I never said anything though. Pretending not to notice was the only way, the best way, for anyone who got to see my misery daily.

In the end, I could have a peaceful ending, with Aubrey and my parents keeping me company. I was happy we finally got to spend time together, but when I was lying in the narrow hospital bed, listening to the rhythm of my heart. Fighting with the sad sunsets I couldn’t see clearly because my bed was too low. All I could see was the orange curtain left behind by the sun. Every evening from the window of my sadly white room, I could imagine that I was lying on the grass in the park, smelling the fresh air, and listening to Mimi bark around me. The tears started to gather as soon as I could hear Mimi in my mind, crying out at home looking for me. I wanted to see her. I wanted to see my friends and see him. I couldn’t even cry like I wanted anymore. Soon after, my heart would race up and the monitor would start going crazy, making Barbara and more nurses to rush to my room.

Every night my eyes closed but my brain still managed to think of his smiling face. Realizing what a fool had I been, just to think that I could fight against fate. This was my fate, dying and making Cameron even more miserable. Every time I remembered how lost he looked when he had nowhere to go, and I was there; in front of him, dying. He was confused and shocked. I felt relieved when it got dark because no one came to visit and I could easily cry without making them worry. Cry without opening my eyes, because I couldn’t get any better than this. This was as far as I could go, and it was sad because I had the spirit to fight. It was my heart the one thing that was giving me life, the one killing me.

Even then I still prayed to God to give me another chance, to let me survive until the surgery. I knew he was listening. Little by little, I was gaining some strength back. After a couple of weeks, I was able to sit up on my bed.

“How are you today?” Barbara asked while checking my pulse for the millionth time. She looked gentle and tired, probably for being in the hospital almost every night. She cared too much about her patients. That I knew very well. I tried not to be more reckless and give her a rest. Too late for that.

“I’m okay,” I answered with a smile. I sounded like a robot though.

My throat was sore and dry. My arm looked pale and thin next to hers. A huge lump in my throat stopped me from breathing. Now, I didn’t even have to be excited or have any kind of reaction to make my heart hurt and making it difficult for me to breathe normally. Saying that I was fine was the biggest lie I could ever tell. Although everyone let me off with that lie because even the question was something stupid to ask, it was evident that I wasn’t doing well.

“Am I getting out of here soon?” I forced my voice out, hopelessly longing to go home and be in my room, even when I already knew the answer. Barbara’s face turned gentle, full of compassion. I sighed with a lot of effort. It stabbed my chest.

“You’re doing good, but it will take a while…” she answered through her teeth. I nodded, turning to the window, where the night was falling and another day was passing by with me just waiting.

“Don’t be sad, honey…” Barbara said, I glanced at her with the corner of my eye and tried not to smile, but it was useless.

“What?” Barbara said curiously.

“I’m really dying, huh,” It hurt to even say it out loud. Barbara’s eyes widened with shock.

“For you to sweet talk to me, Barb. I’m really dying. I messed it all up… I shouldn’t have found out,” my voice sounded sore, and it hurt. She glared at me, but she didn’t argue back.

“I don’t get why I don’t die already…” I said, tired of waiting in pain for nothing. I knew Barbara was angry. She tossed the gloves in the trash and crossed her arms. I knew I was going to get a lecture.

“Look. Nobody dies without giving a fight, and as far as I know, you’re a strong fighter, so don’t say such stupid things like that, okay… just don’t,” she scolded, just like she usually did. I smiled and turned back to the window.

“That’s better,” I said to myself. One thing my parents did perfect was to keep my illness a secret, to have my normal life. So in my last days of life, I didn’t want any special treatment.

“You’re getting better, so now you can receive other visits besides your family,” she said, trying to comfort me.

I turned my attention back to her. Was that the reason Cameron didn’t come to see me? I asked myself. Barbara noticed my struggle. She smiled her flirty smile. The red lipstick looked nice on her.

“Mm, hot stuff, how can you even consider dying when that supermodel looking boy has been coming to ask for you, every single day? Why were you hiding such a cute guy?” Barbara asked, placing her hands on her waist, waiting for the answer. It was lighting up the mood, setting my troubled mind to rest.

“Cameron…” I said, feeling the butterflies in my stomach storm furiously. The thought of Cameron coming every day to the hospital and waiting made my chest tight.

“Aah, Cameron… well, he’s been here all the time, so I suggest you get the rest you need so you can finally give some peace to that poor boy,” Barbara said with a compassionate tone toward him, and just like that, I felt the need to fight again. Knowing that even when he saw me at my worst, he was still there with me. That’s all I needed to bring back my fighting spirit.





Chapter 62

“Hey,” Cameron greeted softly, making my heart jump with joy. But it hurt.

It was painful and sweet at the same time, just seeing him cautiously standing at the door, his face, his perfect face looking sad and tired. He almost looked sick. I wanted to hug him, to feel his arms around me, to reassure him that I was fine, that even when I looked scary, I was fine, but I wasn’t and I couldn’t say that.

“Hi…” my voice trembled to see his intense eyes looking at me like I was still the prettiest girl in his eyes.

Though in reality, I was paler than a ghost. Bones and flesh, it didn’t matter how much Barbara tried to make me look better, I still looked like a sick person, a person who was going to die soon. Cameron, on the other hand, was with his dark messy hair, his intense honey eyes, and perfectly straight nose. Even when he looked tired, he looked perfect. Tears rolled out finally, but I didn’t care. I was happy, beyond happy to finally see him. See that he had forgiven me for keeping him in the dark. For pretending I was healthy when I wasn’t.

Cameron fell on his knees next to me. His hand shaking as he made contact with mine. A knot formed in my throat, but I had to keep in mind that I had to stay calm if I wanted to see him more often. It felt so much better to feel his cold hand than anything else. It was the best medicine to my agonizing heart.

“I… was so scared… for the first time in my life, I, was scared of losing you…” his voice trembling like I had never heard it before.

“I’m sorry… I’m sorry for lying,” I blurred out before I could pass out again.

It was torturous to see him this affected. This was the reason I wanted to fight; I couldn’t forgive myself for letting him have that sad look on his face. It didn’t belong there. It wasn’t something he had to deal with. Cameron deserved better, and I wanted to be his strength, not what would make him break. Even then, knowing all this, I wasn’t strong enough to let him go. With tears in my eyes and with what I had left, I squeezed his shaky hand.

“Hey, hey… it’s okay. It’s okay,” he picked himself up as soon as the monitor started to go off.

Our trembling fingers tangling together I knew that Cameron and I would be together forever. Even if we didn’t live in the same lifetime, but deep down I really wish we would. He kissed my pale hand, and like a little kid, he sat on the chair with his head resting on a side on my bed. He never let go.

“I heard from Yael and your mother…” he said after a moment of silence. He waited until my heart rate would come down.

“So, every second we spend together you’re in pain?” he wondered. His eyes had a tender light that even when I didn’t want to, it still hurt me. The slight tremble in his voice was unavoidable. I nodded.

“It wasn’t bad, until it got really bad…” I explained, hoping to ease his torment. He squeezed my hand gently. He said nothing more and just leaned on my side.

Little by little, my health was moving forward. I could see all my friends after a while. Cameron would visit with Rocky and Tanya and sometimes with rest of the guys, but he never stopped showing up. It was fun to have everyone being cordially nice in the same room, although it was a little hard to keep up with them. He never seemed to mind though, and that made me feel confident.

“Where are we going?” I asked while Cameron took me on a piggyback ride as he walked through the hallways of the hospital. After Doctor Jackson gave the okay for me to move, nothing could stop Cameron Derwood.

Everyone was used to seeing us by now. Of course, with Cameron’s last name, everyone knew who he was and somehow let him do as he pleased. I wasn’t heavy; it was easier to be carried around, and Cameron who was a healthy boy didn’t seem bothered by my weight. We made our way through the hallways while a few people couldn’t help to give us their attention. I buried my face in Cameron’s hair. It felt comfortable, soft, and clean. I loved the feeling of it; I loved how steady and strong his hands felt around my body. My fragile body felt secure in his arms.

“We’re almost there,” he announced, not even breathing hard from walking with me on his back. I was just bones anyway, but in Cameron’s eyes, I was unique. Walking from end to end on the fourth floor, then down to the first floor, through the lobby, we finally reached our destination.

“Here we are,” Cameron said helping me to my feet.

In front of us, the entrance of a very private room. A room with just enough light to see where the altar was. An image of Jesus Christ was in the middle of a little chapel that served as place of escape for anyone looking for God. The smell of burned candles was strong and fresh, white roses around the center, where a statue of a crucifix stood alone. I took in a deep breath to smell the cinnamon and vanilla fragrance of the candles. Cameron took my hand with firmness and guided me forward.

“Let’s go in,” he encouraged with a respectful voice. I glanced at him. He was captivating me as he raised his perfect brow, making me giggle. We slowly walked toward the center of the altar, hand-in-hand at my pace.

“I wanted to bring you here before your surgery tomorrow,” Cameron said, kneeling in the middle of the chapel.

I did the same but it hurt my knees. Holding his hand tightly I kept the pain inside. I had spent almost two months in the hospital. Doctor Jackson had already decided on a day for my surgery. It had to be sooner than expected because I never listened and now my life was leaving me behind, lifeless and abandoning everyone I loved.

“Are you scared?” Cameron asked. His voice had never been sweeter and gentler before.

Cameron turned into my perfect prince. Loving and caring for his dying lover. In the time we had spent together, I got to see the side of Cameron that had been hidden behind his cold, uncaring image he built up for the rest of the people. With me, he was gentle, caring, loving like a loving teddy bear that lived for love and hope. Always smiling, his honey eyes that were so intense but now shone with a light that was meant to be protected, so he would never lose it again.

“If I’m with you, I’ll never be scared,” I said without hesitation. Cameron smiled and turned to the image of Jesus in the chapel.

He closed his eyes. His long lashes curled up so perfectly. It was breathtaking to see his serene and concentrated expression. After a little admiration of how gorgeous my boyfriend was and how lucky I felt, with a smile, I closed my eyes and turned to the altar as well.

“God, if you hear me… I am begging with all my heart… please, please, help Samantha,” Cameron pleaded with a trembling voice, immediately bringing me to tears. Firmly holding my hands, he shook a little.

“You can do anything in the world, I beg you. Please, please don’t let me be alone anymore.” My heart clenched to hear his voice trembling in evident sorrow.

“I swear to you if you cure her. It doesn’t matter how many times I’m reborn. I will always be in love with her… Please don’t take her from me.” Cameron broke down again. The strong, confident Cameron Derwood, someone who had everyone down to his feet. He now looked fragile and soft. I stumbled. I leaned my head on his shoulder for support. He kissed my head. And we stayed there praying in silence for a moment.

I didn’t know how much I wanted to say to Cameron but I couldn’t. All I could do was cry, let my feelings out. I was afraid of not waking up, afraid of not seeing him ever again.

“Please, Sam… do it for me. Please fight. Don’t leave, Samantha…” Cameron begged, while breaking my heart. Holding his fragile face, I looked for his lips. Gently pressing them together, I could still feel the fire that Cameron awakened inside me, but now at this time, the fire was gently warming me up. It almost felt like the goodbye kiss.
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I knew that God could see the good and bad in people and that He had his ways of punishing the bad. I hoped that God saw the good in Cameron and let him be happy. Even if it wasn’t with me, even if he was crying now, I wanted God to grant my wish and make him forget me if I lose my battle, to make of me just a memory and move on to a happy and better future. After all, I took everything he put in my way without complains. This was the time to ask for a miracle.

While securing Cameron in my worn-out arms, I kept on praying silently; I knew God would hear my voice, the voice of a desperate girl who wanted to live and wanted to make the people around her happy. This was the complicated relationship God and I had. He had to help me this time.

“Stop looking at me. You’re making me nervous,” Cameron joked while sharing a bed with me in my hospital room.

Even with my parents against it, I wanted to stay with him until the time of the surgery. The thought of this being our last memory kept coming back to me every time Cameron looked away.

“It’ll be hard to sleep if I feel your eyes on me all the time,” he said shyly, the distance between us was just a blanket. I smiled at his fake shyness.

“But I’m really happy that we get to sleep together,” I said, trying to give him the puppy-dog eyes that I learned from Miles.

Cameron turned away for a quick second. Just having him there next to me for a whole night made my heart flutter but it was hard to feel anything at this point. Listening to his heart that was relaxing, having his breath caressing me every time he said something, having his arms wrapped around me to keep me warm. I couldn’t even think of sleeping when I was completely happy with my boyfriend.

“Okay, then how about we talk about our future…” Cameron suggested, his lips gently kissing my forehead. I struggled for a short second. I did want a future with him, but what if…

“Our future?” I asked, my voice a little flat.

“Yeah, like, what you want to do when you grow up? What do you want to be?” he asked while caressing my hair. I thought for a minute. Thinking what I wanted to be for a second. When I thought I was a healthy human being?

“I wanted to be a swimmer. Like a professional swimmer, maybe go to the Olympics…” I answered, remembering that once I did want to be somebody if God gave me the opportunity of growing older, to finally swim as much as I could without worrying about my heart, only my breath.

“What about you?” I asked, enjoying the sound of his heart. It was like a soothing song to my ears.

“Well, you know I might not look like it, but I could be into psychology. That after I get to travel the world,” his voice enthusiastic with the future. I smiled. I did imagine him being a professional like Michael, and popular too.

“Yes, Doctor Derwood, it would be nice to travel the world,” I commented out loud. Cameron stopped for a second and analyzed the sound of his title.

“Why don’t we do it then?” His sudden question made me raise my face so I could see his honey eyes.

“Yeah, let’s travel the world together. After the surgery, if you feel better, let’s go to Africa and see the Safari. Let’s go to China and see the Great Wall of China. Let’s go to France and see the Eiffel Tower. Let’s go to places we never imagine!” his voice full of hope.

I knew that deep down, Cameron was just trying to make me think that I would survive and have the same hope he had. I did have it, but there was a part of me that still had to face reality. A reality I didn’t like.

The rate of survival in my surgery wasn’t high enough, and even when I tried to keep a smile, my mind always went back to that little rate.

“I can’t…” I said, my voice a little sad. Cameron’s heart jerked like mine once did. His eyes were sad for a moment. Caressing his cheek, I smiled.

“My parents won’t let me go traveling the world with a guy. That’s inappropriate,” I told him, his eyes relaxing a little bit. He smiled and stopped to think for a minute again.

“That’s not a problem, Mrs. Derwood,” he said with a confidence that shocked me in an instant. Already holding my left hand, Cameron let me see the beautiful, thin ring with a single diamond shine brightly.

“Cam…” I asked, sitting up on the narrow bed again, captivated by his perfect smile and the gorgeous ring, trying to control my heart as he slid it into my ring finger.

“I’m dead serious… This is not the real thing, but for now, this will do, right? I promise that when you come back, you’ll have a real ring,” he said like it was an obvious thing to say. I knew he was serious. His intense eyes would never lie if they were looking at me with such hope. I had to struggle to control my heart for a moment there. Was he really saying that to me? To me, of all people?

“I know you might think I’m crazy, but I’m not kidding, Sam. I want you to be my wife… and I don’t want anyone opposing us. So, if getting married is what it takes to make everybody believe that I love you and that you love me, then, I don’t think it’s a problem,” he explained like it was common sense.

The seriousness of his words shucked me, making me stop and think for a moment. I just remembered everything we had been through. His own pain, and mine, we were still together. I was imagining a lifetime with him. It was beyond a dream to me, but…

“What? You don’t want to?” he asked, his eyes sad again. Of course, I wanted to. Getting married was every girl’s dream, and to me, getting married to him, my first and only love, it was too much to dream of. Then there was that piece of reality if I didn’t wake up from the surgery.

“Are you thinking about dying again? You promise you will fight… Then show me how much you love me… fight to survive, remember our bet? You won… I will be with you forever. I want to be with you forever.” Just to hear his voice and those words made me want to fight against anything, but there was the possibility that I would lose the fight, but if the was no hesitation in Cameron’s eyes, I didn’t need to hesitate either. I enjoyed the sweetness of his gaze for a few moments. I sighed.

“Let’s get married then,” I agreed, the words got stuck in my throat for a short second. Cameron smiled like a little kid who had been praised by his parents for doing a good job.

“Then, it’s official. You’re my fiancée,” he said, pulling me back to his chest, to hear his heart speeding like the motorcycle he rode. Sealing the engagement with a kiss, giving me the strength I needed to be ready and leave my life in God’s hands. Thank you, Cameron.





Chapter 64

“Are you ready?” Mom asked while drying my hair after a quick shower. She had been crying. I could see it in her bluish eyes. A hint of redness was trying to hide behind her eyeliner. I pretended not to notice. I knew she wanted it that way.

“Yeah, where’s Cameron?” I asked, the blood rushing to my face when I remembered our last conversation from the night before. Strange that he wasn’t there when I opened my eyes in the morning.

“Oh, boy. He left pretty early. He said he’s going to do something urgently, but he’ll be back before the surgery is over,” Mom informed me with a satisfying smile. I thought for a moment, Where could he be?

“Mom, can you do me a favor?” I asked when she was done drying my hair.

She smiled gently and nodded. Mom looked so fragile, almost like myself. She had lost weight. It wasn’t just me suffering. Everybody dear to me was suffering the same pain, but if they had hope, so did I.

“Can you give this to him?” I said, handing her a closed envelope. She nodded with teary eyes. Noticing the ring on my finger, she smiled gently.

“Tell him, I say: I want him to read this while he waits for me,” I said, the knot in my throat making it hard for me to talk. The back of my mind was full of what if I didn’t come back.

“I love you, my baby,” Mom said, pushing the tears back. I smiled at her and let her wrapped me in her gentle loving arms.

I wanted to fight and finally give some peace to my poor mother who spent almost seventeen years of her life crying in silence for me. For my father that never showed an angry face at me, who was my hero, my first best friend, I wanted him to smile and breathe freely. For Aubrey, for Rocky, Tanya, for Yael, Angel, even Miles, for Mike and Barbara, for Doctor Jackson, for everyone.

“I love you too, Mom. I love you so much. Thank you for being the best mom in the world. I just want to say that because I don’t know what the future will bring, tell Dad and Aubrey I love them and whatever the end is, I will never stop fighting,” I said, letting her love give me strength. Her heart was beating so fast. It was new to me, but I knew it was her fear and her emotions.

I tried with all my might to be strong and not to cry as one by one I hugged my dad who finally let his tears out. He kissed my hand a hundred times before I was put on the stretcher. He hugged me tight and cheered me on like the best dad always did. Aubrey hugged me and asked for forgiveness again. Her eyes looked tired but she was still smiling.

Rocky and Tanya cried, but tried their best to keep me calm. It was the saddest moment of my life. It really felt like I wasn’t going to see them ever again. My heart clenched as the knot in my throat made it hard to breathe. Yael hugged me tight and kissed my head. I loved Yael, and just the thought of not seeing him made me hesitate.

“You can do this. I know you can,” he whispered with teary eyes. Yael, who turned to be the closest one to me and Cameron, it was difficult to say bye to him. I loved Yael, I really did.

“Please, don’t leave his side,” I whispered to him. Knowing the love Yael had for Cameron, he was the only one I could count on to give Cameron the support I wanted to. Yael smiled and nodded. I kissed his cheek and moved on.

Barbara and Doctor Jackson pushed my stretcher to the operating room, while I saw Rocky, Tanya, Aubrey, my parents, Yael, Miles, and Angel in the entrance of the waiting room, showing their smiley faces but holding back the tears.

I waved goodbye to them and close my eyes to keep the tears inside. My dad held my hand until the nurses couldn’t let him go further. As the door was closing, my dad behind it, he cried while holding my mom. Behind them, I caught a glimpse of Cameron. He was running out of breath. His honey eyes wide as he got the last glimpse of me. The doors closed and I had to think of him to keep him present. I cried because it felt like my whole life was left behind that door. I was going to be alone, in a new world and a new fight only with the hope I could see everyone again.

Please, God, I don’t want to die. I closed my eyes and prayed with all my might. Tears rolled down my cheeks as Barbara wiped them. I didn’t want to see her, because she was crying like everyone else.





Chapter 65

The operating room was white and surrounded by machines. All types of monitors, cameras, and light. There was a lot of light on top of the operating table where my body was going to be laid down. There were more nurses walking around preparing the equipment. It felt nerve-wracking. Doctor Smith gave me a pat on the head, as Barbara was personally treating my body for all the needles that were going to be torturing me in the ride. Her eyes looked gentle, holding back the tears.

Everything was ready. I laid on the operating table. Barbara held my hand and squeezed it. I took in a deep breath to calm my heart as seven faces surrounded my body. I looked straight at the light trying not to cry.

“Ready?” Doctor Jackson asked, his voice gentle and reassuring. I nodded because words couldn’t make it out.

“Don’t give up,” he whispered with hope. He who had been with me through my whole ride, he who had to be strong for all of us. Dr. Jackson smiled as I left my life in his hands.

“What is your name?” Doctor Smith asked before he put the oxygen mask on my face.

“Samantha Marie Collins,” I answered with a tremble.

As the mask covered my nose and mouth, inhaling the anesthesia, I closed my eyes and lost consciousness. Please let me leave. I begged God one last time as everything became blank.

To Cameron

Dear Cameron,

During the time I spent in the hospital without your visits, hoping that one day you would just show up and brighten my day, I wrote this letter.

I’m not even sure if we’ll see each other again. Believe me, I pray to God with all my heart that we do. I want to see you again Cameron. I pray to God to just to let me see your eyes again, those eyes that looked at me so intensely all the time, making me nervous, but I loved them.

There are so many things I want to say but I don’t know if there will be a time for it. For now, let me just start with a ‘thank you.’ Thank you for giving me the hope and strength to fight. Even when I fear the outcome, I want you to know that I won’t give up. I won’t give up because of you. Thank you for making me dream and feel something besides a devastating pain. Thank you for giving me the opportunity to be your friend and more than that.

Please, don’t cry or feel sad if things don’t go as we would expect sometimes. It sucks, really, but we can’t fight destiny. It’s God’s plan and we just have to follow.

I always want to see the gentle and warm Cameron. The one that taught me what love is. I want people to know that you’re not a bad person who plays with people’s feelings. I want people to know the gentle and caring Cameron that you showed me. I want you to be happy, more than anything. I wish for your happiness with all my heart. Don’t close down, Cameron. Please don’t. Not for me.

For me, keep the memories. The many memories that warm my heart. This weak heart that God gave me but was capable of loving more than ever. Capable of loving you. Only you, Cameron. Thank you for letting me experience this feeling that keeps me going. Feelings that make me hope for moments that we could live together. Like watching the sunsets every evening in the park, like we used to. See the world together and grow old. Have a family. I wish you can still fulfill these dreams, if I can’t.

Now that you’re reading this letter, I want you to know that I’m fighting with all my might to see your smile again, but if not, I want you to know that even though you’ll feel alone, you’ll never be, because I know you and I were meant for each other. I want you to be happy and live your life if I don’t make it. Meet new people and have children, have many children and teach them what you’d have taught our children to be, but never, please never let go of me, of my memory. This is all I could accomplish in my short time. I wish it could be more and I am praying to make it more. I’m sorry if I can’t, please don’t hate me if I can’t.

These are my wishes, but you know something… From the very bottom of my heart, Cameron Derwood. I hope with all my might that your life will be spent with me.

I am praying to God. Pray with me too. So, He can let us see each other again, maybe not after the surgery. I don’t know when but when we do, I want you to tell me without hesitation, just what I always loved to hear from you. That you love me.

I love you, always.

Samantha,

P.S. Can you take care of Mimi? I think she would be better with you than with anyone else.

“I’ll wait for you with a smile,” Cameron said, as tears fell from his beautiful honey eyes. With a last kiss to the letter Samantha left behind, he closed the door of her hospital room and cried in company of his best friend.


SIX HOURS LATER

Doctor Jackson walked out of the operating room. Just by the look on his face, I knew there was no good news. My heart felt a heavy punch but I had to keep the light of hope on, no matter what. For Sam and for everyone else waiting for her.

“Robert?” Mrs. Collins jumped to her feet as soon as she caught sight of the doctor. Everybody did the same. Walking closer to him, his eyes showed nothing but struggle not to break down. I wanted to be the first one to run up to him and pull the information out of him but instead, I sat there, without moving an inch from my seat, maybe because part of me was scared to hear the news. I was doing my best to stay positive, I really needed to stay positive.

“How’s my daughter?” Mr. Collins asked in a very worried tone. I swallowed as my ears focused on his answer. Everything went in deep silence, a deep painful silence, but then Doctor Jackson’s voice filled that torturous darkness building up around us.

“I’m sorry…” his dreadful voice felt like a bucket of cold water falling on my body. A lump gathered in my throat as I looked up to Yael. He was trying his best to stay hopeful as well, but I noticed the doubt in his eyes.

“Samantha suffered complications halfway through the surgery, it was very difficult to complete the procedure when her body wasn’t cooperating.” Doctor Jackson paused to look at Sam’s parent. There was a glimpse of guilt in his eyes that was really breaking my spirit.

“Did she…” Mrs. Collins whispered the words, words that slapped me in the most painful way I had experienced. Doctor Jackson shook his head.

“Samantha is… in a coma,” Doctor Jackson said in an apologetic voice that paralyzed everyone around him. After that, I couldn’t hear anything else. I didn’t want to hear any more than that. All I wanted was to disappear and scream my lungs out, Yael stopped me before I could turn and make a run for it. The look in his eyes gave me the hint I needed. The hint to realize that Samantha was still alive. She was in a coma but still alive. I swallowed my tears and thanked God for his act of mercy.

“She’s alive…” I whispered while fighting tears.
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