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 CHAPTER 1

If I let go... that's it. It's over and will be for
good.

I can't let go. I just can't.

But she needs to hold on too, and I don't think she
will.

Because of him. Because of him.

Another two years had passed since I'd been around Padraig.
Honestly, time felt like it was flying while we stood perfectly
still. Frozen in our immortality. Frozen as teens. I mean, I was
technically an adult at eighteen. But it was like the in-between
stage. Not yet a man, no more a boy.

It felt like all my close friends has begun to distance
themselves in our lives. Not because of intent, but because of
circumstance.

But still, the main crux of us were still living very similar
lives that we had been at the start.

I was sitting down at a park, feeling quite hum doe and glum
inside. I needed a change.

I sometimes would watch her when she crossed my path. I'd
turn invisible and would just wait for her to notice my presence.
Even when I wasn't invisible to her, it felt like I still
was.

She wouldn't look me in the eye. She was too afraid to. I
knew she loved me still, deep down in her heart. I just couldn't
understand the grip Padraig had on her.

If I let go... it would be finished between the two of us for
good.

I can't let go.

I closed my eyes, feeling the sunlight shine down on me
softly as it began its descent in the horizon.


Ben, I
thought through the stars and cosmos, Ben?


What's wrong, Cameron?

His voice was in my head as he thought back to me.


Why do you think something's
wrong?

There was an obvious silence just then, and I sighed to
myself. Was I really so able to be read... even in mind and
thoughts?


Because, he began, you only ever
think to me when you're down.

I couldn't rebuke that claim. I was a sucker for others'
sympathy sometimes.


Is Cammie with
you? I asked, making small talk
and Ben only chuckled.


Why don't you come by and
see?

I didn't reject his invitation.

I blew up, there and then, and found myself in his apartment.
Ben was sitting on the couch, watching sports and I could hear
Cammie away in the kitchen as she made up something for herself to
eat.

"Sup?" I said, and Ben did a small nod of his head as he
answered.

"Sup."

"Who's here, Ben?"

I heard Cammie's voice in the distance and she bobbed her
head through the open door, seeing me, her other half, before her
boyfriend Ben.

"Cameron!" She squeed in delight, dropping the plate of hot
food on the ground and I watched as the china broke and food
splashed everywhere. Ben only shut his eyes tight in quiet
annoyance as he got to his feet and went into the kitchen to grab a
brush and pan.

"Cameron!" Cammie still cheered in delight and ran to me,
falling into me and giving me a big embrace, "You haven't called by
in months!"

"You mean years, Cammie," Ben said to her
as he crouched forward and swept the mess of food away.

"YEARS?" She said, her blue eyes widening in shock at this apparent
truth, "It's been years?!"

"I still kept in touch through thought?"

"Yes, but being in touch takes more than just a thought!" She
said, seeming angry now. Was it of me? "Friendships have to be
constantly catered and looked after."

"That's why I called..." I replied and Ben poured the mess
into a bin bag as he came back in and asked, rolling back on one of
his feet, and looking at me blankly.

"The only reason?"

"Can we have some guy time?" I asked Cammie, and she seemed
awestruck at that request.

"You mean... excluding me?"

"You are technically a girl, Cammie."

"But-?"

"Cammie," Ben said to her, with a warm wink and a pouting
bottom lip, "Please...?"

She looked at him slowly, before back at me, then him, then
me, then sighed and walked out of the room.

"Shall we converse while we walk?"

"I guess..." I said weakly. I felt a pit in my heart at
rejecting Cammie from our little talk, but I needed a guy's
opinion... a friend of the same gender.

The two of us found ourselves wandering around the city in
minutes. I kept kinda to myself, my pale hands stuffed into my
hoody's front pockets, whereas Ben strolled at ease.

"So... you still miss her?"

"Sadly... I always will."

"Hmm... you think that,"

I cocked an eyebrow up at his reply. I uttered back, a little
annoyed as I said, "You don't think I always will?"

"Honestly, man." Ben said, his eyes piercing into mine, "I
thought I'd never get over my first girlfriend... but I grew up, I
met Cammie... I moved on."

"You say you grew up..." I said sourly, looking at him just
as piercingly, "But you are only a few years older than me now.
Twenty-one."

"Maybe," Ben replied and there was a spark in his eyes, "But
things look different after even just three years."

"Yeah, right..."

"You don't believe me because you still have those teenage
hormones running rampant in your body. Dude, just consider taking
the antidote for a few years."

I wanted to shout back, NO. I really did. But Ben
was seeing things from a more adult perspective. One I would never
know unless I let myself age.

But I couldn't let go of Amy if I did.


You think you can't let her go... but you are
still so innocent. Things change when you let age and time go
by.

"You think I choose to feel this way?"

"Honestly, mate?" Ben said calmly and placed his hand on my
shoulder. We stopped as traffic flew by from the platform before
us, "I think you do. You don't want to let go... cos' she's all you
ever had. There are other-"

"Don't you SAY it!" I yelled at him, trying to shut him up
but he finished anyway.

"-OTHER FISH IN THE SEA."

I shoved his hand off my shoulder with one hard flick of my
body. I began to storm ahead, not wanting to come back to him and
Ben only sighed heavily as he came to me and asked.

"You know... you've been so alone these last few
years..."

I hated how teardrops balled at the sides of my eyes, hating
his truthful observation.

"Get your mind away from girls and be around some guy
friends... even for a night or two?"

"What are you suggesting?" I asked, cautious but needing to
know.

"How about we do the ancient tradition of
camping?"

"Camping?" I said, utterly surprised at his answer to my predicament,
"Just you and me?"

"Wha-? Ha, ha, NOPE." Ben said, quickly clearing that up,
"You, me, and some of your old besties."

"As if they'd come..." I muttered in hate at how contacts had
become so loose and gone the last few years.

"Try them, mate," Ben told me, gripping my shoulder with his
hand and giving me an encouraging squeeze, "You won't know till you
try."

I huffed a weak laugh at that but knew he was again speaking
truth. So I left him after half an hour, Ben at least agreeing to
the camping trip that was his idea to begin with.

I landed back on my home planet, back to the park, and looked
at the forest in the distance.

I guess I had to at least try. I knew Tyler would come and
that's all I needed. Tyler, me, and Ben.

So I contacted him shortly and he was astounded to hear my
voice in his head.


Of course, man! He thought in delight, I could almost hear a skip in
his voice, I need a break away
from the family.


Cool, cool, I replied.


So tomorrow at five? We camp for two nights
and rekindle our friendships?


Our friendships aren't on bad ground,
Tyler... I laughed back weakly,
though knew he wasn't lying either.


But what about you and Podge?


PODGE, I thought back,
scarily loud and in rage, He's
not coming... kay?

Tyler remained silent for a whole two minutes – I know, I
counted. He then said back weakly in thought.


Kay...

And that was that. Everything was sorted. We'd meet at five
at the camping site, set up our tents, and 'rekindle' our bonds and
friendships.

I should've never mentioned even Padraig's name. I had sadly
put him in Tyler's head when I should've just ignored and dismissed
him and had said.


Sure, I'll contact HIM.

Tyler was a good friend, one of the best... so I should've
realized that just saying Podge wasn't coming wasn't
enough.

Everyone always has good intentions, most of the time... and
Tyler's attentions were golden.

So that when I had my camping backpack on me as me and Ben
waited before the trail that would lead to the site, I saw not just
Tyler himself... but the awkward despised presence of someone
else.

I think you can guess who it was...

Right now... I hate you, Tyler.







 CHAPTER 2

"Padraig."

I nearly spat his name with venom. The Hispanic young man
only winked at me, replying in a cool voice.

"That's my name, don't wear it out."

"Tyler." I hissed next, looking at my blonde friend and he only
laughed uncomfortable, his index fingers pressing at their tips as
he looked at me.

"He overheard our conversation." He told me, but he was
obviously lying, I could see it in his eyes.

"You really expect me to believe that?" I asked coldly and
Tyler dropped his head to look at the ground, not expecting
forgiveness as he uttered barely.

"I was... hoping..."

"But I'm HERE!" Padraig sang and I swear to God I wanted to
kill him right there and then.

"Who's this-?" Padraig carried on, sizing up Ben and my
red-headed older friend gazed at Padraig, clueless as to what to
say.

"He's my best friend, Ben."

"Best... friend...?" Padraig uttered, somehow sounding
surprised to hear this, "Since when?"

"Since the DIGITAL world," I growled. Padraig was
right up in my space as he eyed me annoyed and added, his breath
landing on me considering the close proximity.

"I thought me and Tyler were your besties?"

"Can we just go?" I said to him, very icy in my response and
I picked up my camping backpack, the other three young men doing
the same.

Tyler walked to my side, whereas Padraig trailed back to talk
to the unfamiliar face of Ben.

"Have we met before?" Padraig asked
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