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Forever young, I want to be forever young
Do you really want to live forever, forever, and ever?
Forever young, I want to be forever young
Do you really want to live forever, forever, and ever?



The song drifted through the Bluetooth speaker, but Mara pressed stop with a snap, turning away from her laptop. The song was so nostalgic it made her feel almost sick. That timeless classic had been one of Ethan's favorites. Ethan, who had been her boyfriend of three years. Had been - had been. Mara sighed. The phrase echoed mockingly in her mind, filling it with an air of finality, filling her stomach with a hollow, empty feeling.

The song brought back a torrent of memories that Mara both desperately wanted to forget and cherish at the same time. It was a dilemma she didn't want to face. With considerable effort, she stifled the sob rising in her throat, but it was too late. Her eyes were already brimming with tears. Hastily, she looked away from the picture of the smiling man on her table. Even now, after all this time, it was too painful to look at Ethan's smiling face. Almost seven months had passed since Ethan died in that terrible accident, but the memory and the pain remained raw as a fresh wound, as sharp as the day it happened.

Her Ethan. Six foot one and a half inches tall, twenty-nine years old, dark-haired, tanned-skinned, always cheeky, always grinning like a fool. Gone. Extinguished. Dead. Thanks to a stupid, careless drunk driver. His bright future and her future, both gone. Vanished into thin air in a single moment. Mara didn't have enough words to express her grief. She could still recall a time she'd been perfectly happy. It had been just a few months ago. Can so much change in such little time? But it had. Her whole world had turned upside down in a few moments.

Ethan and Mara had been planning to move in together. Ethan's PhD thesis had been accepted, Mara had gotten a new job as an accountant, and everything had been perfect, until it wasn't. In just one instant.

She could still remember the day they first met; the memory was etched into her very being. It was a late spring afternoon, almost four years ago. She'd been wandering the aisles of her favorite bookshop, fingers brushing against spines of books she had no intention of buying, her mind adrift in daydreams, bored with nothing to do, nothing interesting to read.

He'd been there in the poetry section, crouched on the floor, laughing quietly at some line he'd just read. His hair fell across his forehead, soft in the sunlight that spilled through the tall windows. He looked like someone who belonged in stories, not in real life, and yet there he was, laughing at a book no one else had touched.

Mara had stopped, watching him for a moment, a small smile creeping across her lips. He caught her gaze, and the world felt suddenly smaller, as if the bookstore had contracted around the two of them. His laugh faltered, and he stood, brushing dust from his jeans.

"I'm sorry," he said, voice warm, hesitant. "I didn't mean to... um... bother you?"

Mara shook her head, unsure why her heart was beating so fast. "No," she said softly. "It's... okay. I was just... watching."

He smiled, the kind of smile that reached his eyes and lit them from within. "Watching, huh? You are... you are... not a serial killer, are you, creepy lady?"

"No... unfortunately not!" she said, suddenly aware of how ridiculous she sounded. "And please don't call me creepy lady. You're the one laughing your head off buried in a book at midday. Somebody might say you're having midnight sun madness."

He tilted his head, studying her, and then, with a little shrug, said, "Fair enough, I guess... but I dare you to read this and not laugh."

And Mara had read it and burst out in giggles, clutching Ethan's arm. She hadn't let go of him since, until that fateful day when God or whatever cosmic entity had decided to take him away from her. A small, teary smile etched itself on her face, recalling that incident.

But just like that, here was another memory entombed in her mind. The most horrible memory of her life. The one that made her scream, tearing her hair out in grief. The memory she wanted to forget more than anything, but couldn't. It flashed before her eyes like a scene from a familiar horror film.

The day had started normally enough, like any other day. Bright sunny skies and warmth, with no hint of what was coming. Mara had gone to visit her sister, leaving Ethan for the first time since they'd met.

Mara had been chatting with her sister Becky, in the middle of recounting a joke Ethan had told.

"And Ethan said 'deez nuts' to him, making a rude gesture and running away while the angry man yelled and chased after him!"

Both Mara and Becky laughed, clutching each other at the sheer absurdity of the man.

Then the phone rang, interrupting their conversation. The number was unfamiliar, and for a moment she hesitated, thumb hovering over the screen. Then some uneasy feeling growing in her mind made her pick up.

"Hello?" Her voice was cautious, soft.

"Is this Mara Beauchamp... Mr. Ethan Eliot's emergency contact?" The voice was clipped, it sounded official. Mara's breath tightened at the words "emergency contact."

"Yes, I'm Mara," she said in a cautious voice. "Ethan's girlfriend... Who's this? Where is Ethan?"

There was a pause, and then the words fell like stones. "I'm calling from St. Jude's Hospital. There's been an accident. Your... your boyfriend... Ethan..."

Time fractured. Mara felt her hands go cold, then hot, and then her knees gave way. The words didn't make sense. They shouldn't make sense. She tried to grasp at something, the sound of his voice, the warmth of his hand, anything to anchor her, but all she found was the void that opened in her chest.

"He... he didn't make it," the voice said gently, as though speaking softly would ease the blow. "I'm so sorry for your loss, ma'am."

Mara's knees hit the floor. The phone slipped from her hand, clattering against the tile. She pressed her palms to her face, sobs wracking her body, incoherent, desperate.

Mara started sobbing again at the memory, recalling everything with perfect clarity. As she sobbed harder, her phone started ringing, sharp and insistent, jarring her from the haze of memories. She glanced at the screen. It was her mother. Mara's throat tightened, and for a moment she didn't answer, afraid her voice would break. She wiped her eyes hastily. Knowing her mother, she would call over and over until Mara finally picked up. And if she didn't, it wasn't beyond her mother to send one of her friends who lived in the city to do a welfare check. It was best she answered.

Finally, she pressed the phone to her ear, voice trembling. "Hi... Mom."

"Mara, honey, are you okay?" Her mother's voice was gentle but threaded with concern. "You've been crying again, haven't you, darling girl?" Her mother's words held no question, only clear conviction. She was just stating facts, plain as day.

"I'm... I'm fine," Mara said shakily, though the words felt like lies even to her own ears. She pressed the
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