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      Hey Ethan,

      If you are reading this, then I’m sure that I did it.

      I am gone. Just like that.

      I have so many things to say to you, but it’s ironic how I have no words. I know you have many unanswered questions as well but don’t worry, E, you’ll find out why I did it. And why I had to. Please do me a favor and read this journal.

      I hid all of this from you and I deeply apologize for that. I wish I was brave enough to face you and talk to you about all of this. But I am not. I am coward and selfish. I am sorry. I hope you will be able to forgive me, Ethan.

      These are the entries of my days and I’ll be fair with you, you won’t like it. Sometimes you will hate me and love me. Sometimes you won’t feel anything at all. I was tired of keeping this from you, so here it is.

      You were my everything, and I was nothing . . . I am sorry for losing you.

      Love,

      Kiara
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        “I was a mess. You were my saving grace, so I had to let you go.”

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      20th May, Sunday

      Hey Ethan,

      You know the rush of feeling you have the day before your birthday? The excited rumble in your churning stomach? The dizzy, strange happiness in your brain? Before everyone surprises you?

      Yeah, the one I feel every year before going to bed and crying on my pillow.

      I used to hate my birthdays, wondering why I was even born. I mean, the world would be a better place without me, eh?

      But then, you, the world’s best friend, my best friend, always made it special.

      You bought me zoo tickets last year, and we had so much fun holding the snakes. You were so scared to hold a Tricolor Hognose, you almost cried letting her go. That was so precious! And yes, I still have your scared photos, and no, I am not giving it back.

      Remember how both of us tried to talk to the snakes? To see whether we were Parseltongue or not and you even glared at the guard who was giving us skeptical looks. We had so much fun. I loved every single moment with you.

      But now, sitting on the roof with the cool summer breeze kissing my face, I wonder if you will have any time to go out with me. Times have changed now. You need to shave your stubble every three days. I have to shave my legs every alternate day. You are in a relationship. I have boobs now, like when did they show up? I also kind of hate how Ariana has wrapped you around her stupid manicured finger.

      I really wish you were playing Scrabble with me instead. But I get it, she is your first girlfriend and you’re really excited to date her. I know she makes you happy, I can see it in your face.

      Bad thoughts keep coming to me and I hate it. I hate thinking. I wish we could hit a pause button on thinking sometimes and do nothing.

      Still, I can’t wait for tomorrow!

      Love,

      Kiara

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWO

          

        

      

    

    
      23rd May, Wednesday

      Um, hey E,

      Sorry I haven’t been writing since the night before my birthday. I didn’t know what to write. Mainly because my birthday was a disaster. I wasn’t ready to pick up the fountain pen my mom had gifted me when I was four. I didn’t want to write.

      Sigh. It’s strange.

      Everyone was busy with something, even Katherine. But she sent me the book I was dying to read since the last two months. Even you had to go on a last-minute date with Ariana. Yes, you asked me to ditch your date, but I was the one who smiled it off.

      Isn’t smiling one of my talents? Works like a charm. I hate myself for lying to you without using words.

      Mom was busy with her drawings, Dad was in the hospital, and Karan with his internship. I didn’t have dinner that day, even though it was my favorite panner sabzi.

      I cried in the shower because I was weak. It hurt me to stay on the floor, hugging my knees and hiding my face. I don’t remember why I was crying. Hating myself or hating all of you? It was sad, painful and pitiful. To look at your reflection and all you see are tear-stained cheeks, a flushed nose and red eyes.

      Then you came sneaking through the window. You gave me my gift. It was a scrapbook. You were secretly working on it for months and you had glued pictures of us since our birth. I can’t imagine you out of all people making a scrapbook for my birthday. The thought itself makes me laugh.

      There were so many pictures of us! Playing together with soft toys, your moms showering us, playing with paint, four-year-old Ethan kissing my knee when I bruised it, our first fight for the last slice of pizza, first bicycle ride, our birthdays, eight-year-old me fighting with Nancy Jones over you (I still hate her. How dare she call you her boyfriend!), getting braces, our Radha-Krishna pictures, your swim practice, my first trophy for winning that essay competition. I can still remember that you were standing on your chair in the first row and cheering me on, ‘That’s my best friend, Kiara! Go, Kia!’

      Then we looked grown up in the next pictures, painting together in my mom’s studio, the school summer dance, Halloween, Christmas, driving your car; it had everything.

      The last picture was of us standing together. We were on the beach and you were kissing my hair, your arm around my shoulder while I was laughing at something with my eyes closed. It was beautiful.

      I was in tears and jumped on you, wrapping my arms and legs around you. I gave you the tightest hug. You fell on my bed and started laughing. When I stopped crying, you cuddled with me and we watched ‘The Princess Bride’ mouthing the dialogue.

      Just like that, I wasn’t sad anymore. You don’t know how much I appreciate your existence, Ethan Kane.

      Love,

      Kiara

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER THREE

          

        

      

    

    
      29th May, Tuesday

      Ethan . . . I can’t anymore.

      It hurts . . . it hurts so bad. I don’t know what to do. I am so exhausted. I will just sleep it off.

      Tired,

      Kiara

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER FOUR

          

        

      

    

    
      10th June, Sunday

      Hey Ethan,

      Sorry for not writing daily, I can’t keep up with a journal, but I am trying. I hope I will keep writing this.

      Anyway, I called you last night and . . . you seemed happy. Very happy. Also, you ordered me to bring bundi ladoos as a souvenir for you from India. Don’t worry, I’ve already made a secret stash for both of us. I hope Eve’s not sick anymore and it was just gas.

      Well, life here is slow compared to San Diego, not like you haven’t seen. My Nana and Nani are spoiling me with food, not that I’m complaining because I really missed them. Including the spicy Indian food. They asked about you and were sad that you couldn’t come with us this year.

      Nana told me a story last night while my Nani was doing champi on my hair. He still calls me his little lion in Gujarati, and I can’t help but grin every time he calls me that.

      Miss you,

      Kiara

      P.S. I am not sorry for stealing your cologne. It’s with me. Because I knew I would miss you.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER FIVE

          

        

      

    

    
      12th June, Tuesday

      Morning, E! Wondering how I woke up at six in the morning? Spoiler alert: It wasn’t magic.

      I’m writing this sitting on our special rock. Remember that big rock near the little pond on the outskirts of my hometown where we used to sneak off and throw pebbles eating gola (shaved ice). I am sitting right on that rock right now. I wished you could come with us and it seems like my overprotective cousins missed you.

      The weather here is still fresh, and you can smell the cool fragrance in the air. Sadly, the pond dried out, and it has turned into a vast clearing. The tire swing we tied to the oak tree is being used by little kids.

      Even though the life here is simple and lovely, I miss home. Especially you. Because it feels like for the longest time, my home is where you are, Ethan Kane.

      Love,

      Kiara

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER SIX

          

        

      

    

    
      17th June, Sunday

      I am bored.

      B

      O

      R

      E

      D

      Can you feel me? BORED! There’s absolutely nothing to do here. The heat is too much. I can’t even wear a bikini to get tanned. There’s no swimming pool around and the lake has turned into a desert. I eat ice cream all day, watch Hindi movies (okay I am not complaining, I can watch Hrithik Roshan all day and night) and I’ve already finished the books I had brought with me. I even watched my mom paint and then watched that paint dry.

      I am tired of writing and need you here to cuddle with me and talk to me about your day. Did Evey barf on you? Pee in your arms? I want to know about that too. Just don’t tell me you kissed Ariana with a tongue like last time. I don’t know why I feel weird around you when you’re with her. Heck, I am your best friend. I should be comfortable with your girlfriend and talk to her, but I can’t. I will just watch that paint dry.

      At least we have Paneer Tikka Masala for dinner.

      Bored,

      Kiara

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER SEVEN

          

        

      

    

    
      20th June, Wednesday

      Hey Ethan,

      Somehow, you made me cry—in a happy way.

      You came to the airport and hugged me so tight that you made me spill burning hot tears from my eyes. You kissed my hair and got worried when you saw tears sliding down my face but don’t panic. They were happy tears. I was so glad to see you and hey, you got a lot tanner. It brings out your blue-green eyes and you look really cute hiding that blush when I said it to you.

      My shirt still smells of you as we caught up and cuddled in your room. In fact, I am writing this while you are sleeping soundly, hugging a pillow.

      Am I being a creep for taking a picture of you? Because you look absolutely adorable.

      I can’t wait to start the school year. I can’t stand Ariana, but I will try to talk with her when she stops glaring at me every time I’m around you.

      But I will try. For you.

      Love,

      Kiara

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER EIGHT

          

        

      

    

    
      23rd June, Saturday

      I can’t write, Ethan.

      I can’t. I am exhausted. I am sorry.

      Tired,

      Kiara

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER NINE

          

        

      

    

    
      25th June, Monday

      I hope you forgive me.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TEN

          

        

      

    

    
      28th June, Thursday

      Did I ever tell you how much I hate your best friend? I despise him. I hate Liam so fucking much.

      I . . . I wanted the pain to stop, Ethan. So, with that intention in my mind, I went to the Moonstone Bridge and yes; I was going to jump. I was contemplating my decision and obviously, my mind won. Everyone said to jump. Life would be easier and happier for all of us. I won’t have to drag you into my problems, you’d be happy with Ariana and you know how much I hate to see you sad. I had decided that I would do it.

      Be selfish for one time in my life.

      I wondered who would come to my funeral. Would you be there? Happy, that I was finally gone. Or bitter that I am dead.

      I shook my head and stopped my brain, my heart, those voices and stopped breathing. I was more than ready.

      But, of course, he just had to drive over that bridge at the same time and stop me.

      Hating myself,

      Kiara

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER ELEVEN

          

        

      

    

    
      30th June, Sunday

      You ignored me when I snuck into your room today. I was hurt, but I kept myself together and explained to you I needed to be alone for two days. But I swear I saw a hint of a smile when I said that I’d brought you your favorite bundi ladoos to make peace.

      As we both bonded over the sweets, I didn’t dare to tell you about Liam. How he dragged me away from the edge. I kept hitting him and punching him, but he scolded me and dragged me to his car, locking me in.

      I had fought with him, called him things, but he didn’t listen and threw his jacket at me because my entire body was trembling. I had never seen him so red and furious. After driving aimlessly for a while and ignoring me, he stopped the car in our parking area and asked me one simple question,

      ‘Why, Kiara?’

      That’s when I looked away and cried. He stayed silent as my sobs echoed in his car. He had asked me why and truthfully, either I had many reasons or no reason at all. I wanted to say something, but I couldn’t. I wanted to scream at him and tell him it was my life and it's my decision if I want to end it or not.

      But somehow, words betrayed me for the first time in my life.

      When I didn’t reply, he removed his seatbelt and hugged me. I hugged him back, crying on his shoulder as I kept muttering ‘sorry.’ What was I apologizing for, anyway? But he said nothing and let me cry. Rubbed my back, brushed my hair back which had stuck on my face and wiped the tears away.

      I kissed him. I don’t know who initiated it. But we were in his car, I was straddling him and he was holding my face in his warm hands. I kissed Liam, Ethan. It felt so good that I almost forgot why I was in his car in the first place.

      We were both blushing red when we pulled away. He squeezed my hand and told me to promise him something—that I won’t give up or try to kill myself. In return, he won’t tell this to anyone, including you—only if I tell you first.

      I knew that if I had told you I wanted to kill myself and I am suicidal, you’d never let me out of your sight. Stay by me 24/7 and make sure I get proper medication. Maybe, in the end, I would make you as crazy as me. Because who even considers that the ‘Golden Girl’ with the perfect family, perfect friends, perfect grades and perfect fucking smile is suffering from depression and anxiety? No one.

      I am not sorry for lying to Liam about the promise. Because you’re too good for me. You deserve so much better than me and it hurts that I can’t give you anything because I have nothing left! And I would do anything but see you waste your time on my already broken self.

      Sorry,

      Kiara

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWELVE

          

        

      

    

    
      3rd July, Tuesday

      Holy shit, Ethan!

      I can’t believe it.

      You broke up with Ariana and ended your friendship with Liam. I wanted to let you know I felt the same emotions you were feeling when you realized that the person you had feelings for was sneaking behind your back. I held my tongue because Liam and I had shared just one kiss and I am sure it meant nothing to him. I wanted to fight him and as always; you held me back.

      But I can’t believe that my stupid drunken self-told you how I felt about you. It just tumbled out of my mouth. We were dancing. We were alone. We were grinning and happy. I can still remember the way my skin scorched wherever you touched me.

      I still can’t get over the fact that I said I love you.

      Thank God you were drunk and didn’t remember it the next day. But I did. And I hid it well. There’s at least one thing I am good at.

      I am glad we didn’t kiss each other. Because I was already in panic mode when I said it and . . . I am sure I would have told you everything.

      Hai Bhagwan. That was a mess.

      Well, now you know how I feel about you. How I have always felt about you since you punched Paul Corey and bought me ice cream, kissing me on the roof with your cold lips. I didn’t tell you because it would steal you away from me as my best friend. Our friendship mattered more than a stupid emotion called love. But then Ariana happened, and you were so happy with her. So, I swallowed my jealousy with my feelings.

      I don’t want to lose you, E. That’s why I will ignore my feelings until they go away on their own. Fingers crossed.

      Love,

      Kiara

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER THIRTEEN

          

        

      

    

    
      5th July, Thursday

      I guess our age and hormones are taking a toll on us.

      I had written six thousand words last night and slept at four in the morning, so I was pretty exhausted throughout the entire day. But it got worse after a little talk with Liam. He wanted me to tell you about the day I tried . . . you know what I mean. I ignored it and had to shut myself in a washroom because warm tears were sliding down my cheeks.

      In calculus, you kept me awake by poking my arm in school. Thank you, Ethan. I couldn’t stop thinking about our slow dance, my drunk confession, and not to mention you wanted to feel my breasts, which was funny.

      We saw each other naked for the first time.

      Not that it will ever happen again.

      But it was brilliant. I mean, you are the first guy who has seen me naked and by your flushed face, I could only wonder if I was the first female to see you naked. I can’t believe I saw a dick for the first time in real life. Unless you count Paul. I will not talk about it because that’d be awkward.

      We skinny dipped. We were having so much fun and I almost told you to kiss me and you would have, but Katherine interrupted us.

      I swear, I wanted to kill her for cockblocking us. But what you did at the dining table topped it off. You teased me and it was like you were a whole new person.

      I hope you were happy after teasing me and not letting me eat. That was just plain rude. But I love you anyway.

      Love,

      Kiara

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER FOURTEEN

          

        

      

    

    
      9th July, Monday

      You slowed down. Again. Just when you were about to win, you let Liam win.

      Why, Ethan?

      You think if you don’t tell me, I won't know. Well, you are very wrong. We grew up together and I know when you’re lying. The pupil of your blue eye goes small like a dot, making your lid twitch on the side when you lie. Yes, I know I stare at you a lot, that’s why I know that but don’t act like you don’t like me ogling at your handsome face.

      But, ignoring that, something happened today. Between me and Liam, which got you riled up in the end. I am sorry, even though I know it won’t change anything.

      When I went to talk with Liam today, he was angry at me because I hadn’t told you about me . . . trying to end my life. He would have told you and ended it then and there. I panicked and just snapped, arguing with him as if it would have solved anything.

      I lost my mind and said that no one would care if I died. Not even . . . not even you. I know it was a low blow, but I didn’t care anymore.

      After I said that, Liam whispered to me, ‘He does,’ and pushed me in the pool.

      He was right.

      Love,

      Kiara

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER FIFTEEN

          

        

      

    

    
      14th July, Saturday

      Well . . . we did something last night.

      I hope you don’t regret it because I can’t get our kiss out of my mind. Among other things.

      You know Katherine chose the outfit for the party and judging by your expression; I think it damn well worked. I was pumped to party after what had happened with Liam earlier that week. He had come to apologize and talk to me when you left. He wanted me to come clean and tell you about everything. But you entered before he could say anything. Thank God, you did.

      Enough about that. The frat party at Ryan’s farmhouse was wild. I am not sorry that I chose Seven Minutes in Heaven with Liam instead of a kiss with Carter. Liam said some things and as always, threatened to tell you but I shut myself off in the bathroom and then you were there. Is it bad that I am happy Liam spilled nothing to you?

      You both fought, and we made out on a bed. I am blushing just thinking about the way you cradled my face in your warm hands. My lips are tingling thinking about pressing them against yours.

      One good thing that came out of last night is that we made a deal. A very weird but good deal, nonetheless.

      Love,

      Kiara

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER SIXTEEN

          

        

      

    

    
      15th July, Sunday

      Don’t get me wrong, I love my mom, but she can be very truthful and honest sometimes. Like how she knows I love you and am too scared to admit it because I am too scared to ruin our friendship.

      Only if it was easy to admit what we feel and stop overthinking every decision we make. It would be so damn easy to confess my genuine feelings for you, E.

      Speaking of, you don’t appreciate my dry humor, Ethan.

      When you asked me to swim with you, I replied that I needed the swim lessons. You got that angry look on your face saying that it was Liam’s fault that he pushed me in the pool.

      But how could I ever tell you it was my fault?

      In his weird Liam way, he was trying to help me. He was right. You saved me. But it’s sad that I didn’t let you save me again as you are reading this.

      As soon as you said it was his fault, I pushed you away. Even Katherine. Because that’s all I know. Pushing away. Running away. And just . . . jumping. Which I already tried, haha.

      The truth is, I am drowning. I want you to save me again and again. I am so caught up in feeling each emotion that I don’t know what’s happening around me. But sometimes, I forget that you are a human and you need saving too.

      So, I pushed those feelings away and tried to be happy around you, for your sake. You looked so happy and sad when you talked with Eveline yesterday on my phone. I tried my best to swim around you without having a panic attack, thinking about the last time.

      Do you know how happy you looked when you were swimming? Or the time when you were cuddling with my stomach with your head on my lap? I don’t care if you put on an intimidating, angry mask for the world because you were hurt in the past by those bullies. But when you’re with me, it slips away and you turn into a beautiful, goofy guy who needs all the love he deserves.

      I am sorry that those children bullied you and I wasn’t always there for you, but I promise you I will always love you. Even when you’re reading this, I want you to know that wherever I am, I may be happy—away from those horrible voices and I will love you.

      Love,

      Kiara

      P.S. Do you know you purr adorably when I run my hand through your hair? Looking at your smile with a dizzy look on your face, I realized that I took a fart on my heart.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

          

        

      

    

    
      16th July, Monday

      Lots of things happened yesterday. I gave you a blow job, tried to do your rough sketch and when I was about to give last touches—Karan came and ruined it explaining to me how it was the worst thing I’ve ever done and showed me my mistakes. I let him. I wanted to scream at him for ruining the sketch I had worked hard on for hours.

      When I went to his room to give him a piece of my mind, I saw that he was crying. I thought Rachel was ‘The One’ for Karan, so much to my surprise when he said that she broke up with him.

      After crying with him, I realized something, Ethan. Everyone in this world is suffering from something. Life itself is suffering. But it’s our choice if we want to show our suffering to the world or not. Like me, some hide the pain behind their smile because that would make them forget about their own suffering. Even for a little while.

      Then, there are some like Karan. The bullies. Maybe in his own crazy way, he forgot about his suffering by ruining my sketch and hurting me ten times more in the process.

      You know, everything was going smoothly. I was trying to be happy with you—no; I was happy. More than happy. I found my happiness with you, Ethan. I considered this as a ray of hope. A small step ahead toward a bright and happy future. But then, there it is. Always lurking behind my happiness.

      One small step forward . . . ten huge steps backward.

      The worst part was that Karan didn’t even realize why I was crying with him, so I let him believe whatever he wanted. I was on the verge of an anxiety attack when I got back to my room. Feeling brave, I wanted to tell Karan that I was having an anxiety attack and I needed his help. When I went back to his room to tell him, I stumbled on my words.

      Before I could tell him, his friend called, and he said, ‘We will talk later. This is important.’ Guess what I did? I smiled. Brightly. When he closed the door in my face.

      I sat on the edge of my bed and I don’t know how many tears left my eyes, but I knew they weren’t enough to let anyone know how I felt during that moment. I helped him but when I needed help . . . he left me broken. He didn’t even see how numb and void my eyes were. How numb and void I was. I am.

      I knew no one would care, so I wiped the tears and grinned like I was a perfectly normal person. I mean . . . that’s what I do, eh? Pretend.

      So, pretending I am happy, I came to your room, and I hated every inch of my body as you looked at me as if there was something worth looking at. You saw past me, Ethan. Like I was transparent, and you knew what I was feeling every fucking time, and I hated that.

      So, I lied. Again.

      Telling you about Karan and Rachel’s breakup. You believed me because I was crying on your shoulder, hiding my face from you. Because I was scared that if I let you see me, you would hate what you’re looking at and you would know.

      I am sad, Ethan. So sad . . . it hurts. Why does it hurt so much?

      Maybe because I feel everything and nothing.

      Love,

      Kiara

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

          

        

      

    

    
      27th July, Friday

      I don’t know if you know this, but I like you. Like crazy. It hurts me that only you can make me so vulnerable and weak. But that’s okay because I like you, you lovable fool.

      Love,

      Kiara

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER NINETEEN

          

        

      

    

    
      16th August, Thursday

      I know I haven’t been writing lately, but we were all busy with homework, projects and . . . stuff like exploring each other’s bodies.

      Did I ever tell you how much more attractive you become when you’re playing with Evey? Don’t get me started. God, your mothers have raised you so well! You know, as weird as it may seem, if I have a non-existent future, I would want a son like you.

      I just made it awkward, didn’t I?

      You must be wondering why I pushed you yesterday when you told me to take some rest after a long evening with Eveline. I wanted to save my virginity till marriage, even though I know how cliché it sounds. The feeling of becoming one soul with a person you love, cherish, worship, the one you call husband. Cherishing each other’s bodies, not because of lust, but because of love.

      Ethan, I was ready to give up my virginity to you, rather than anyone else. I was ready. Far more than ready, physically and emotionally. But when you said that you wanted me to take a rest, the sick part of me thought you don’t like me that way. Or didn’t want to have sex with me.

      Everything came crumbling down and all I could think about was the negative part of it. I couldn’t see that you really cared about me, and not just because of my body.

      But fuck me for having a mini anxiety attack. It’s three in the morning right now and I can hear you shuffling in your room. I could hear Eveline cry faintly and without even seeing you, I know you are holding her in your arms and soothing her to sleep.

      I don’t regret anything that happened between the two of us, E. I really hope you feel the same.

      Love,

      Kiara

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWENTY

          

        

      

    

    
      17th August, Friday

      I can’t believe we had sex. Wow. I still feel that it was all just a dream. Let me pinch myself⁠—

      Well, it was real. I mean, we stayed up all night. Having sex, cuddling, laughing, dizzy talking. To be honest, the first time was a little uncomfortable, but soon we practiced enough to know why the world was so obsessed with sex. It was so euphoric and you lose calories without working out!

      But I hated how you teased me on my weird penguin walk. My, oh my, was I sore? Still, it was a good kind of sore. Not painfully sore, if you know what I mean. I am rambling, sorry.

      If I said I loved you before then, I think I am more than in love with you after yesterday. The rose, the ‘I am Jedi!’ lightning neon condom, your main purpose to make me comfortable, making me laugh and your gentleness after we did the deed, everything you did makes my heart flutter.

      I am made for your love, Ethan Kane.

      Love,

      Kiara

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      20th August, Monday

      I won’t apologize for not writing daily because I can’t keep up with a routine—you of all people know that.

      Seems like we all are hiding secrets from each other.

      But my question to you is that, are you keeping it a secret to protect me? Because you know why I kept all this shit from you, to protect you. From me.

      I don’t think you are protecting me by hiding it. I can see the words slut written on my locker, E. You can’t just go around punching every guy who passed by my locker. But it’s okay. They are just words and I am fine with it.

      You don’t have to do anything about it. I am fine.

      Love,

      Kiara

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO

          

        

      

    

    
      25th August, Saturday

      Did I ever mention that you would make a great boyfriend? Not that we are in a relationship, but I could tell from eighteen years of us being best friends . . . and doing other deeds.

      Yeah, just wanted to get that out. I’ll get back to cuddling you because you’re already whining in your sleep. Even though you’re three times my size, I don’t mind being the bigger spoon, just saying.

      Love,

      Kiara

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE

          

        

      

    

    
      5th September, Wednesday

      I am so done with this life. She’s dead. My mother is dead . . . oh, God.

      I can’t keep going on like this, Ethan. I am tired. Fucking exhausted. The worst part is that when she was in pain, I was busy having sex with you in the school cubicle. I hate myself. I hate this body. I hate everything.

      It broke me to see my dad cry, hear my brother’s muffled sobs and your warm tears on my skin when you cried, hiding your face in my neck. I couldn’t cry but let silent tears slide down my face.

      I got angry with myself when you said you didn’t want to touch me like that or even help me forget. I hurt you using my words, but you didn’t run away.

      Why didn’t you? You can’t let me do that to you, Ethan. Maybe it’s a good thing I left in the end.

      I want nothing but the hurt to swallow me whole and drown in my own tears.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR

          

        

      

    

    
      5th October, Friday

      It’s been a month since my mom passed away. It’s also been a month since I stopped writing. How could I when the pen and my reflection remind me of my dead mother?

      I thought things would change, but most of it has stayed the same. The world goes on whether or not you’re suffering.

      Thank you, Ethan, for scolding me and getting me to eat, and to stop pretending to sleep all the time. I would wake up with a nightmare and you’d always be there, calming me down and bathing me in warm water if I had a panic attack. You are truly an angel.

      I know you saw how skinny I had become and heard me puking out the food as soon as I ate. You are stubborn when you want something. Even if it means taking care of me and learning how to make Indian food for me. You burnt the curry yesterday with the pan, but I forgave you because you looked adorable with a sheepish smile.

      I gave you your sketch I was working on. Before Karan ruined it and I had the guts to sketch it again.

      But, hey, you loved it, so that’s something. You showed it through something else, which was a bonus.

      Even though we broke my bed and my dad grounded me for ‘jumping too much on the bed.’ I knew you were holding your laugh standing buck naked in my
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