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WARNING: SENSITIVE CONTENT

This book is recommended for readers 16 and older. It contains inappropriate language, situations involving school bullying, anxiety attacks, and romantic tension.

SYNOPSIS

Enemies to Lovers – Grumpy x Sunshine – Forced Proximity – Only One Bed – Opposites Attract – Secret Romance – Forbidden Love – Bully Romance – Slow Burn – Found Family – Coming of Age

A nerd with a fear of nature. A basketball captain with a perfect smile (and an unbearable girlfriend). And just a tent in the middle of nowhere. What could possibly go wrong?

Benjamin is the kind of kid who prefers programming code to human interaction. His life was predictable until he was dragged to the school's summer camp. He just didn't expect his counselor to be Caleb Mackenzie, the basketball star, five years his senior and the object of all his secret sighs.

The problem? Caleb is the stereotypical high school hero: popular, athletic, and engaged to the prom queen. But when an organizational error forces them to share the ONLY BED...
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Hell smells of insect repellent and sweat.

BENJAMIN

I hate nature. It's not that poetic hatred of someone who prefers rain to sun, or who likes to read in noisy cafes. It's a visceral, molecular hatred that begins at the tips of my cold fingers and ends at the base of my stomach, where anxiety decided to set up camp long before I arrived at this cursed place. I hate the excessive oxygen that these ancient trees produce, I hate the way the humidity turns my curly hair into a runaway bird's nest, and above all, I hate the fact that my father—in his infinite and misguided wisdom—thought that "some time outdoors and away from screens" would cure my supposed inability to be a normal teenager.

I don't need fresh air. I need fiber optics. I need the bluish glow of my monitor at three in the morning, where lines of code make sense, where I can be the architect of my own reality, and where nobody looks at me like I'm a system error. But here I am, Benjamin "The Weird Nerd" Silva, standing in the middle of a clearing that smells of rotten earth and cheap repellent, holding a backpack that weighs more than my entire future prospects.

The pain in my neck is a constant reminder that I should be finishing my quantum physics simulator for the national science fair, not waiting for a "group monitor" who probably has the intellectual depth of a teaspoon. My feet ache inside the brand-name sneakers my dad bought in a futile attempt to make me look "cool." Nothing about me is cool. I'm a head-on collision between the need to go unnoticed and the glaring reality that I'm the kid nobody picks for the dodgeball team.

"All you nerds from Group 4, line up! Now!" The voice echoes, brimming with an enthusiasm that should be considered a war crime before eight in the morning.

I freeze. I know that voice. It has haunted my worst nightmares and my most shameful thoughts since I was fourteen. I turn slowly, praying it's just a hallucination caused by sleep deprivation and too much pollen, but the reality is far crueler.

There he is. Caleb Mackenzie.

The sun seems to shine a little brighter behind him, as if the star of the solar system itself were his personal press agent. Caleb is the embodiment of everything I despise and, simultaneously, everything the world tells me I should want to be. He's wearing a white tank top that makes it clear he's spent every second of the last few years sculpting his body in a gym, while I was sculpting algorithms. His skin has that golden tan of someone who's never had to worry about blue light filters, and his smile... ah, his smile is a lethal weapon. It's the kind of smile that convinces teachers to ignore low grades and makes girls—and, unfortunately, boys like me—lose their critical thinking skills.

Caleb Mackenzie is the captain of the basketball team. He's five years older than me, which puts him on a pedestal of superiority that he makes sure to occupy with every fiber of his athletic being. He graduated two years ago, but he's returned to this summer camp as the "senior counselor," probably to further inflate his ego or to escape college responsibilities. He's the town hero, the boyfriend of the perfect Melissa, and the guy who, for three years, used me as the preferred target of his "harmless" jokes in the hallways of St. Jude's.

"Name?" he asks, stopping right in front of me.

His scent hits me even before his voice. It's an irritating mix of mint, sports deodorant, and something I can only describe as "unwavering confidence." He holds a clipboard like it's a royal scepter.

I don't answer immediately. I look at his chest, where the fabric of his tank top stretches over his muscles, and I feel a wave of nausea mixed with a burning anger. I want to scream that he knows who I am. He's known my name since the day he "accidentally" spilled grape juice on my backpack in the library.

— Benjamin. — My voice comes out harsher than I intended, but I refuse to sound intimidated. — But you already know that, Mackenzie. Or did the excess protein in your workouts cause selective amnesia?

Caleb slowly lowers the clipboard. His eyes, a blue reminiscent of the ocean just before a storm, meet mine. A slow, dangerous, sideways smile appears on his lips. It's not a smile of amusement; it's the smile of a predator who has just found his favorite prey in the most unexpected place possible.

"Well, well... if it isn't little Benji." He tilts his head, analyzing me from head to toe with a slowness that makes me want to hide inside my own skin. "You've grown a few centimeters, but you still have the same mood as someone who just sucked on a moldy lemon."

"And you still use the same vocabulary as in a beer commercial," I retorted, crossing my arms. "What are you doing here, Caleb? Did the college basketball team kick you out for being brainless?"

His jaw clenches for a millisecond. A tiny detail anyone else would miss, but I've spent years studying this guy's microexpressions to know when he's about to explode. But he doesn't. Instead, he steps forward, invading my personal space in a way that forces me to tilt my head back to maintain eye contact. The height difference has never felt so humiliating.

“I’m your monitor, Benji. Which means that, for the next two weeks, I’m your god, your guide, and the only person who can stop you from getting lost on your first trail and starving to death because you don’t know how to open a can without a YouTube tutorial.” He moves closer, close enough for me to feel the warmth emanating from his body. “And I love the idea that you’re my responsibility. It’s going to be an... educational summer.”

He winks at me and walks away, shouting orders to the rest of the boys who look at him with pathetic admiration. I stand there, frozen, feeling my heart pounding against my ribs as if trying to escape. My lungs seem to reject the humid Maine air.

This can't be happening.

I glance to the side and see Melissa, his girlfriend, waving from afar. She's blonde, perfect, and wearing a tracksuit that costs more than all my computer equipment combined. They're the "Sunshine" couple, the social elite, the untouchables. And I'm just "Grumpy," the nerdy kid who got dragged into the green hell.

"Benjamin, move!" Caleb shouts from the bus step, pointing to the door. "Or do you want me to carry you to your seat?"

Some boys are laughing. The sound of their laughter cuts through the air like razors. I feel the heat of shame rising to my cheeks, painting my skin a treacherous red. I grab my backpack and get on the bus without looking back, ignoring the hand Caleb extends, supposedly to help me up the step.

I sit in the last row, pressing my forehead against the cold glass of the window. The bus starts to move, swaying as it travels along the dirt road that leads deep into the forest. I close my eyes and try to imagine a happy place. A place with stable Wi-Fi and no Caleb Mackenzie.

But the image that comes to mind is his gaze. That gaze that didn't just seem mocking, but something deeper. Something that scares me because I can't decipher it.

Camp Eagle Peak is known for its "radical integration" activities. What does that mean in practice? That I'll be forced to live with the guy I hate most in the world in physically stressful situations. I'm not a warrior. I'm a survivor of the school system counting down the days until the apocalypse or college—whichever comes first.

As the cityscape fades and is replaced by endless rows of dark pine trees, I realize this camping trip isn't just time away from home. It's a sentence. And Caleb Mackenzie is my personal executioner.

The bus jolts violently as we enter the official camp grounds. The engine roars as it climbs a steep hill. I see Caleb in the reflection of the rearview mirror. He's laughing, chatting with one of the other counselors, his hand casually running through his short, light-colored hair. He seems so perfectly at home here, so comfortable in his own skin, that it makes me feel even more alien.

I open my laptop, hoping I have a few minutes of battery left to finish a coding routine, but before I can type the first line, I feel a shadow falling over me.

"No electronics, Benji." Caleb's voice is right above my head.

I look up, ready to protest.

"The rules are clear: total disconnection for spiritual reconnection with nature." He extends his large hand, his palms calloused from handling basketballs all day. "Pass it here."

— You've got to be kidding me. This computer is worth four thousand dollars. I'm not going to hand it over to some brute who'll probably just use it as a coffee stand.

Caleb lets out a short laugh, but his eyes aren't laughing. They're fixed on mine, defiant.

"Brute?" He leans over the bench, closing the distance between us to a dangerous point. "I prefer 'capable leader.' And I don't drink coffee, Benji. I take supplements whose names you can't even pronounce. The notebook. Now. Or I'll take it from you myself."

I can see the pores of his skin, the small scar near his left eyebrow that I know he got in a game last year. I feel my pulse quicken under his gaze. It's anger. It's pure anger.

"If you scratch even an inch of this screen, I'll sue your entire family," I say, slamming the device shut and handing it to him.

"Afraid of me, Silva?" he whispers, picking up the computer. His fingers brush against mine for a second that's far too long. The touch is electric, a shock that runs through my arm and makes me recoil as if I'd been burned.

— I'm disgusted by you, Mackenzie. There's a difference.

He smiles, that smile of someone who won the round, and walks away, taking my only refuge with him. I shrink back in my seat, staring at the forest closing in around us. Hell has begun, and his name is Caleb Mackenzie.

The world doesn't end with a bang, but with the sound of a cheap plastic whistle piercing my eardrums and announcing that my dignity has just been buried in damp soil.

I hate nature. It's not that poetic hatred of someone who prefers rain to sun, or who likes to read in noisy cafes while watching the drizzle through a decorated window. It's a visceral, molecular hatred that begins at the tips of my cold fingers and ends at the base of my stomach, where anxiety decided to set up camp long before I arrived at this cursed place. I hate the excessive oxygen that these ancient trees produce, I hate the way the humidity turns my curly hair into a runaway bird's nest, and above all, I hate the fact that my father—in his infinite and misguided wisdom—thought that "some time outdoors and away from screens" would cure my supposed inability to be a normal teenager.

I don't need fresh air. I need fiber optics. I need the bluish glow of my monitor at three in the morning, where lines of code make sense, where I can be the architect of my own reality, and where nobody looks at me like I'm a system error. But here I am, Benjamin "The Weird Nerd" Silva, standing in the middle of a clearing that smells of rotten earth and cheap repellent, holding a backpack that weighs more than my entire future prospects. With every second I spend here, I feel my brain atrophying, losing neural connections that took me years to build in favor of learning how not to get stung by a bee or how to identify moss on the north side of a tree. As if my cell phone's GPS wasn't enough for any rational person.

My feet ache inside the designer sneakers my dad bought in a futile attempt to make me look "cool." Nothing about me is cool. I'm a head-on collision between the need to go unnoticed and the glaring reality that I'm the kid nobody picks for the dodgeball team. I'm the error in the suburban perfection equation.

"All you nerds from Group 4, line up! Now!" The voice echoes, brimming with an enthusiasm that should be considered a war crime before eight in the morning.

I freeze. I know that voice. It has haunted my worst nightmares and my most shameful thoughts since I was fourteen. I turn slowly, praying it's just a hallucination caused by sleep deprivation and too much pollen, but reality is far crueler and has shoulders too broad to ignore.

There he is. Caleb Mackenzie.

The sun seems to shine a little brighter behind him, as if the very star of the solar system were his personal press agent, illuminating his silhouette in an almost cinematic way. Caleb is the embodiment of everything I despise and, simultaneously, everything the world tells me I should want to be. He's wearing a white tank top that makes it clear he's spent every second of the last few years sculpting his body in a gym, while I was sculpting algorithms and avoiding unnecessary human interaction. His skin has that golden tan of someone who's never had to worry about blue light filters, and his smile... ah, his smile is a lethal weapon. It's the kind of smile that convinces teachers to ignore low grades and that makes girls—and, unfortunately, boys like me—lose their critical thinking and the ability to formulate coherent sentences.

Caleb Mackenzie is the captain of the basketball team. He's five years older than me, which puts him on a pedestal of superiority that he makes sure to occupy with every fiber of his athletic being. He graduated two years ago, but he's returned to this summer camp as the "senior counselor," probably to further inflate his ego or to escape the real responsibilities of adult life in college. He's the town hero, the boyfriend of the perfect Melissa, and the guy who, for three years, used me as the favorite target of his "harmless" jokes in the hallways of St. Jude's. Every time he "accidentally" bumped into me or made a sarcastic comment about my headphones, he cemented my hatred for him.

"Name?" he asks, stopping right in front of me.

His scent hits me even before his voice. It's an irritating mix of mint, expensive sports deodorant, and something I can only describe as "unwavering confidence." He holds a clipboard like it's a royal scepter, looking at the campers as if we were particularly disappointing subjects.

I don't answer immediately. I look at his chest, where the mesh of his tank top stretches over his pectoral muscles, and feel a wave of nausea mixed with a burning rage. I want to scream that he knows exactly who I am. He's known my name since the day he "accidentally" spilled grape juice on my backpack in the library, ruining my first copy of "Neuromancer." He knows who I am because I am the antithesis of everything he stands for.

— Benjamin. — My voice comes out harsher than I intended, but I refuse to sound intimidated by a pair of well-defined biceps. — But you already know that, Mackenzie. Or did the excess protein in your workouts cause selective amnesia? Did any neurons survive the last season?

Caleb lowers the clipboard slowly, a deliberate movement that makes me want to take a step back, but I remain firm. His eyes, a blue reminiscent of the ocean just before a devastating storm, meet mine. A slow, dangerous, sideways smile appears on his lips. It's not a smile of genuine amusement; it's the smile of a predator who has just found his favorite prey in the most unexpected place possible.

"Well, well... if it isn't little Benji." He tilts his head, analyzing me from head to toe with a slowness that makes me feel like I'm under a microscope. "You've grown a few centimeters, but you still have the same temper as someone who just sucked on a moldy lemon. Still carrying the weight of the world on your shoulders, Silva?"

"And you still use the same vocabulary as a low-budget beer commercial," I retorted, crossing my arms over my chest, trying to create a physical barrier between us. "What are you doing here, Caleb? Did the college basketball team kick you out for being brainless, or do you just miss intimidating people half your weight?"

His jaw clenches for a millisecond. A small detail that anyone else would miss, but I've spent years studying this guy's microexpressions to know when he's about to explode. It's my defense mechanism: understanding the enemy before he attacks. But he doesn't explode. Instead, he steps forward, aggressively invading my personal space, forcing me to tilt my head back to maintain eye contact. The height difference has never been so humiliating, so palpable.

“I’m your monitor, Benji. Which means that, for the next two weeks, I’m your god, your guide, and the only person who can stop you from getting lost on your first trail and starving to death because you don’t know how to open a can without a YouTube tutorial.” He moves closer, close enough for me to feel the oppressive heat emanating from his body, the heat of someone who has never known defeat. “And I love the idea that you’re my responsibility. It’s going to be an... educational summer. For both of us.”

He winks at me—a gesture so condescending it makes me want to vomit—and walks away, shouting orders to the rest of the boys who look at him with pathetic, canine admiration. I stand there, frozen, feeling my heart pounding against my ribs as if trying to escape my chest. My lungs seem to reject the humid Maine air, as if the oxygen were thin only around me.

This can't be happening. I planned this summer to be a quiet transition to university. I was supposed to be ignoring the world, not being forced to face the sun in human form.

I glance to the side and see Melissa, his girlfriend, waving from afar near the girls' bus. She's blonde, flawless, with the kind of beauty that looks like it's been Photoshopped into real life. She's wearing a tracksuit that probably costs more than all my computer equipment combined. They're the "Sunshine" couple, the social elite, the untouchables who walk on the waters of popularity without ever getting wet. And I'm just "Grumpy," the nerdy kid who got dragged into the green hell, the misfit who doesn't understand the social rules of this game of appearances.

"Benjamin, move!" Caleb shouts from the bus step, pointing to the door with his clipboard. "Or do you want me to carry you to your seat? Does the princess need a royal escort?"

Some of the junior team boys laugh. The sound of their laughter cuts through the air like sharp razors, reinforcing the hierarchy I tried so hard to forget during the holidays. I feel the heat of shame rising to my cheeks, painting my skin a treacherous red. I grab my backpack, tighten the straps, and get on the bus without looking back, deliberately ignoring the hand Caleb extends, supposedly to help me up the step, but which I know is just another silent taunt.

I sit in the last row, as far away as possible from the driver and any voluntary human interaction, pressing my forehead against the cold glass of the window. The bus begins to move, shaking violently as it crosses the dirt road that leads deep into the national forest. I close my eyes and try to visualize my room, the mechanical sound of my keyboard, the comforting silence of solitude. I try to imagine a happy place. A place with stable Wi-Fi, air conditioning, and, fundamentally, without Caleb Mackenzie.

But the image that comes to mind, against my will, is his gaze. That dark blue gaze that today didn't seem merely mocking, but something deeper, something hungry. Something that scares me because I can't decipher it. I'm good with systems, with logic, with binary. Caleb Mackenzie is a chaotic variable that I've never known how to solve.

Camp Eagle Peak is known for its "radical integration" activities. What does that mean in practice for someone like me? It means I'll be forced to live with the guy I hate most in the world in physically stressful, sleep-deprived situations surrounded by wilderness. I'm not a warrior. I'm a survivor of the school system counting down the days until the apocalypse or software engineering college—whichever comes first.

As the cityscape completely disappears and is replaced by endless rows of dark pine trees that seem like sentinels watching me, I realize that this camping trip isn't just time away from home to "make friends." It's a social death sentence. And Caleb Mackenzie, with his athletic shoulders and toothpaste commercial smile, is my personal executioner.

The bus lurches violently as we enter the official camp grounds, shaking the passengers like rag dolls. The engine roars as we climb a steep hill surrounded by ravines that make my stomach churn. I see Caleb in the reflection of the driver's side mirror. He's laughing, chatting with one of the other counselors, his hand casually running through his short, light-colored hair. He seems so perfectly at home here, so comfortable in his own skin, that it makes me feel even more alien, as if I've been dumped on a planet whose laws of physics don't apply to me.

I open my laptop, desperately hoping there are a few minutes of battery left to finish a coding routine I left unfinished—the only thread still connecting me to civilization—but before I can type the first line of code, I feel a shadow fall over me. The air around me grows heavy, saturated by his presence.

"No electronics, Benji." Caleb's voice is right above my head, low enough to be intimate, but firm enough to be an order.

I look up, ready to protest, ready to fight for the last vestige of my sanity.

"The rules are clear, little genius: total disconnection for spiritual reconnection with nature." He extends his large hand, his palms calloused from handling basketballs all day and probably never having opened a technical book in his life. "Give it here. Now."

— You've got to be kidding me. This computer is worth four thousand dollars and contains all my graduation work. I'm not going to hand over a piece of high-precision hardware to some brute who'll probably use the case as a coffee stand or a doorstop.

Caleb lets out a short, dry laugh, but his eyes aren't following the sound. They're fixed on mine, challenging, magnetic in a disturbing way. He leans over the bench, closing the distance between us to a point I consider a violation of human rights.

"Brutamontes?" he whispers, and I can feel his minty breath against my face. "I prefer 'capable leader.' And I don't drink coffee, Benji. I take supplements whose names you can't even pronounce. The notebook. Now. Or I'll take it from you myself, and believe me, I won't be as careful as you'd like."

I can see every detail of his face: the pores of his skin, the small scar near his left eyebrow that I remember seeing on local TV when he won the state championship last year. I feel my pulse quicken under his gaze, a physiological response I hate. It's anger. It's pure anger.

"If you scratch an inch of this retina display, I'll sue your entire family. I swear I'll spend the rest of my life making sure you never get a job that doesn't involve cleaning the floor of a gym," I say, my voice trembling slightly with fury, slamming the device shut and handing it to him as if I were handing over a piece of my soul.

"Afraid of me, Silva?" he asks, his voice now a hoarse whisper as he picks up the computer. His fingers brush against mine for a second that's far too long during the switch. The touch is electric, a thermal shock that runs through my arm and makes me recoil into the corner of the seat as if I'd been burned by red-hot metal.

— I'm disgusted by you, Mackenzie. There's a huge semantic difference that I doubt you understand.

He smiles, that triumphant smile of someone who knows he's won the first battle of a long war, and walks away, taking my only refuge, my portal to the real world. I shrink back in the seat, feeling naked without technology, staring at the forest closing in around us like the jaws of a green beast. Hell has begun, and it has Caleb Mackenzie's name written on it in bold letters.



The remaining journey to the heart of Camp Eagle Peak was silent torture. Without my laptop to serve as a social shield, I was forced to listen to the trivial conversations of the other teenagers. They talked about who would be with whom, about the parties Caleb was supposedly organizing after curfew, and about how much they were looking forward to swimming in the lake. I, on the other hand, could only think about the amount of bacteria present in untreated water and the fact that I would have to share a roof with strangers.

When the bus finally stopped, the sun was already high, beating down on the central clearing of the camp. The smell of pine was so strong it was almost nauseating. Caleb was the first to get off, leaping with irritating agility and beginning to coordinate the unloading of the luggage as if he were commanding a military invasion.

"Group 4! Grab your backpacks and gather near the central totem!" he yelled, his voice breaking through the laughter and the engine shutting off. "If anyone leaves trash on my bus, they'll be cleaning the toilets with a toothbrush!"

I got off last, trying to go unnoticed, but Caleb seemed to have a radar installed to detect me. He watched me get off, leaning against the side of the bus, spinning my laptop in his hand like it was a cheap toy. My heart skipped a beat because of the device, but I kept a cold expression.

"Benjamin, wait," he called to me as I tried to walk away toward the totem.

I stopped, my shoulders stiffening. I turned slowly, watching him approach. The sunlight reflected off his hair, and for a hateful moment, he looked exactly like the hero everyone said he was.

"What is it now? Did you forget to ask me to polish your sneakers?" I asked, irony being my only weapon available.

Caleb stopped inches from me. He was so tall that his shadow completely covered me, leaving me in the dark under the midday sun. He handed my laptop to Melissa, who was passing by, and she put it away in a locked box with a disdainful look at me.

"Listen here, Silva." His tone changed. It was no longer public mockery, but something more restrained, more serious. "I know you didn't want to be here. I also didn't want to be taking care of a bunch of spoiled brats who think the world revolves around them. But here we are. And I'm not going to tolerate your 'I'm better than everyone else' attitude in front of others. If I give an order, you obey. Understand?"

"I'm not your soldier, Caleb. And you're not my captain. This isn't a basketball court where you can boss everyone around just because you know how to dribble." I took a step forward, even if it meant staring him in the chest. "I'll do whatever it takes to survive these two weeks and never see your face again. But don't expect me to respect you. Respect is earned with intelligence, not brute force."

Caleb took an even closer step. I could feel the warmth of his breath. His eyes scanned my face, drifting down to my lips for a split second before returning to my eyes. It was such a quick movement that I almost thought I'd imagined it.

"Intelligent, huh?" He let out a low laugh, almost a growl. "Well, know that in this camp, your intelligence is worthless if you can't carry your own backpack for five kilometers or if you don't know how to pitch a tent before the storm. And as far as I remember, you were always the last one picked for anything physical."

"Because people are idiots and value the strength bonus instead of the strategy bonus," I retorted, feeling my breath catch in my throat. His proximity was suffocating. "Now, if you'll excuse me, my group is waiting."

"Go." He gestured with his head. "But don't forget, Benji... I'm watching you."

I stepped back, feeling the weight of his gaze on my back like a physical mark. The encounter with the group wasn't any better. The other three boys in Group 4 were what I'd call "system hangers-on": two reserve soccer players who only knew how to talk about game tactics and an extremely shy boy named Leo, who seemed just as terrified as I was, but for different reasons.

The first task was the allocation of accommodations. Eagle Peak was divided into rustic cabins and wild camping areas. As we were the "senior" group, we were assigned to the cabins furthest away, near the mountainside.

"Great," I complained as we walked along the steep trail, carrying the equipment. "Further from civilization, closer to bears and fungal infections."

"Stop being a pain, Silva," one of the players, Tyler, said as he easily walked past me. "Mackenzie said the cabin has a lake view. It's going to be awesome."

"Angry" was the last word I would use. When we finally arrived at the cabin, my worst nightmare materialized. It wasn't a spacious cabin for four people. It was a small, dark wood structure that looked like it had been designed for dwarves or hermits. And there was a sign on the door with my name and Caleb's.

"Wait a minute." I stopped, feeling the blood drain from my face. "Where are the others going to stay?"

“Mackenzie said the three of us are going to cabin B, right down there,” Tyler pointed to a slightly larger building. “He said that, since you’re the ‘special case’ for integration, he’ll personally supervise your accommodation to make sure you participate in everything.”

I felt like I'd been punched in the stomach. This was personal. It was revenge for every time I'd made him feel stupid in class. Caleb was isolating me, taking away what little safety I had with other boys my age, just to have me under his complete control.

I entered the chalet with my heart in my mouth. The space was tiny. It smelled of mold and pine resin. There was a small table, a disused fireplace, and... a bed. A single double bed, made of rustic logs with a mattress that looked like it had been manufactured before the industrial revolution.

— No. No, no, no. — I started pacing back and forth in the confined space. — This is illegal. This violates at least ten human rights conventions. I'm not going to share a bed with him. I'd rather sleep on the floor with the spiders.

"Any problem, Silva?" Caleb's voice came from the doorway. He was standing there, holding his military bag, taking up the entire space in the entrance. He looked at the bed and then at me, a glint of pure sadism shining in his blue eyes.

"You know exactly what the problem is!" I shouted, pointing to the bed. "Where's the other bed? Where are the bunk beds? This is an administrative error!"

Caleb entered and closed the door behind him, the sound of the latch echoing like the locking of a cell. He threw his backpack on the floor and walked toward me with exasperating calm.

"It's not a mistake. The camp is full this year. The other counselors are sharing cabins with the new campers. Since I'm the senior counselor, I got this private cabin. And since you're the camper who most needs 'personalized attention,' according to the school administration"—he emphasized the words with a sharp disdain
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