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I dedicate this book to the man upstairs for giving me the ability to turn pain into purpose. To my mother for being my biggest supporter in life and providing me with a safe space to dream big with a vivid imagination. To my father for being my first best friend in life and always seeing the best in me. To my friends who genuinely believed in me. And to my readers, this one is for you. For any victims of any kind of abuse. For those who feel everything deeper and heavier than most. For anyone who has ever questioned if they fit in anywhere. For anyone who was told they are too much. For anyone who struggles mentally, emotionally, spiritually, or physically. And lastly, to my friends and family up above who will not get to read this one, this one is for you. To those who lost their fight and battle with depression. With nothing but my dearest love and admiration, I hope that you gain something from this book and enjoy it as much as I did writing it.
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Before

On a warm and sunny afternoon, mom and dad decided we should go to the shops and get some groceries and look around. Going to the shops was my favorite because I loved shopping and helping them pick out items. We head out and reach the first stop, which is a local market and there are other businesses surrounding the area. We go in and I tell them I am going to look at the books and journals section. I found some good notebooks for journaling and writing, but when I searched for my parents, they were nowhere to be found. I take out my phone attempting to reach either of them and neither answers. I begin panicking asking workers if they have seen my parents around and everyone says no. Where did they go that fast? That much time hadn’t even passed. I retrace my steps and begin to get anxious. As I put the items back and head to the front of the store, there is nothing but darkness. Everyone around me is gone and suddenly it is windy, the air is harsh, dry, and it is freezing. Egypt had never been this cold, our winters were like 40 to 50 degrees. As I try to move, I’m being held back by an unknown force. I try yelling, but it comes out like a whisper. I see two dark figures, and I try to reach for them, but collapse instead. I am sobbing now, trying to scream, and looking for some source of help. The figures turn around and they are unrecognizable. But there is something malicious about the whole scenery and scenario. I feel uneasy and dizzy. My vision blurs and I feel myself being dragged, but I cannot do a thing. I sink and disappear into the abyss of nothingness. 

“Sam, Sammy baby, are you okay?” I open my eyes and mom and dad are in my room shaking me awake. 

“What happened?” I ask confusingly, my throat hurting and dry.

“Baby, you were screaming and crying in your sleep. You must’ve had a nightmare.” Dad tells me.

I hadn’t had a nightmare in a while, and I didn't know why I was having it now.

“Maybe the idea of her whole life shifting is triggering her Jacobe.” Mom tells dad.

“Honey, I have no choice. I was summoned and I cannot turn them down. I’m their sergeant.” He replied.

It’s as if they forget I am present and they argue back and forth about the move to America and dad just tells her he cannot say much. Mom gets frustrated and storms out and he follows behind her. I sigh and grab the water by my bedside table unsure if I was actually awakened from my nightmare or if it was just beginning. 
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Present



My name is Samiria Journee Anderson. Journee after my grandmothers. My mother, Melinda, gave me my middle name because it holds deep meaning. Mom says it means deep focus on personal growth, and meaningful expedition. She says that I was a piece of work as a child, but I don’t fully remember being that difficult. My grandpa apparently said that there was something about me and warned her that she’d have her hands full. For the most part, I grew out of my childish chaotic ways. Being that I am 14 now and would be 15 in some short months, I needed to act my age. There’s a lot of stuff from my childhood that I don’t remember, but I was just told that I was hardheaded. My father, Jacobe may disagree with mom some since I do remember being daddy’s little girl for some time. We were a tight knit family since I was a girl and their only child. I was spoiled often, but they also taught me morals, values, and culture. We’d visit dad sometimes at the base Camp Lemonier in Djibouti, Africa, but I did not have much memory of it. What I do remember is how the hot Egyptian sand felt under my bare toes in the morning. I remember the rays of the sun beaming into my dark skin making it darker. I remember the camel rides to and from the pyramids. And I had remembered visiting dad off and on at the base with mom. Dad and mom were a perfect example of two loving parents, and I felt nourished and fulfilled. Until, one day, I found out that dad was being summoned for a special assignment that he couldn’t tell us about, but mom and I had to relocate to be around a different environment and for her new job assignment. I hadn’t really grown to know of or meet other family members, but apparently mom and dad grew up in New York before he was stationed at the base in Africa. He grew up in Jersey and mom grew up in Brooklyn, so that is where we were relocating to Brooklyn, New York. Mom and dad said we used to visit New York when I was younger to see some family, but I hardly remembered that. I only remembered grandma and grandpa visiting us in Egypt when they could.  When I found out about the relocation, I didn’t speak to them for some days, but I finally realized that there wasn’t a thing I could do or say to change the outcome. In school, we’d read about other countries, continents, and states, but I never thought that I’d become an American citizen. I have never been a huge fan of change, but mom kept telling me that change can sometimes be good and no matter what, we’d always have each other. I had prayed and hoped that she was correct.

Mom and I stretch and yawn as the plane comes to a halt. “JFK flight 323 is preparing for landing. Please remain seated until instructed otherwise.” The flight attendant announces. Once we land and are allowed to exit the plane, mom and I head to baggage claims to retrieve our luggage. I pray our stuff did not get stolen, I stayed up all night researching things about Brooklyn because even though mom and dad talked about their childhood homes and upbringing, it’s not the same as living in the now. Plus, we hadn’t visited in a while that I can properly remember. And if I recall correctly, it has been a while since we last visited. I wish I could remember, but all I had were pictures that mom and dad had shown me. Mom and dad grew up in the projects which were like lower income and ghetto like areas according to them and history. He doesn’t talk about it much, but his dad was an alcoholic and his mom sadly passed when he was younger. I wasn’t able to meet her. Mom said that’s what motivated him to serve because his dad served before the alcoholism and he wanted to provide for his family. When we arrived and received our luggage, I sent dad a text letting him know, but it had not been delivered. Weird, but I decided not to focus on it too much. As I am walking through the airport following mom, I trip over someone's luggage and nearly bust my face. “Watch where you’re going, short stuff.” a beautiful tall black boy with luscious locs says to me. “I-I-.” I can’t even speak; I feel my cheeks getting hotter than asphalt in the summer. Why am I frozen? He just smirks and shrugs his shoulders and walks past me. I’m stunned like an absolute idiot in my tracks, and I notice mom has gotten a few steps ahead of me. “Mom, wait!” I shouted at her. She cannot hear me. I get a little closer and I notice that she is on the phone. “You have become someone that I no longer recognize. I’d prefer you not to contact me unless it is pertaining to her. Please just do what you have to and stay far away from us!” I hear her angrily pleading into the phone. I have never heard such emotion in her voice. Her eyes are extremely red, and it looks like her blood vessels are going to pop. I began to wonder who she was speaking to and why.
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Mom and I finally arrived at our new house. Our new beginning, our fresh start, our new everything. Our address was now 3137 N Austin, Brooklyn, New York 11203 in Kings County. Even though I was feeling uneasy and unsettled, I had to admit that mom did choose a beautiful home. She did ask me for help and my opinion, but I was feeling bitter about the whole idea of a new life and refused to assist her. The outside of the house is a beautiful sandy brown with a dark chocolate roof; there are large windows with bars and a deck in front with a wrap-around porch. I am shocked with the acres and space since it looks like we’re in between the city and suburbs. Mom and I started unloading boxes, we left a lot behind because she said this was a fresh start, so we only brought necessities. Mom said we’d buy modern furniture and decor to make this house our home. As we enter the house, my nose is filled with a strong lemony aroma. “Was someone recently here?” I ask mom. “I hired some workers to deep clean and prepare the house for us, so we could just focus on unpacking and getting settled before we shop for furniture and decor.’ Mom tells me. I nod in response to her reply. The ceilings are quite high and there’s beautiful ceiling lights and they are well lit. The atmosphere is tranquil. However, the house is chillier than what I’m used to, but when we were outside, it was warm, but nowhere near as hot as Egypt. Since it is June, I believe it is now summer here in Brooklyn. I am glad that we moved here before the start of the school year. No one wants to start as the new girl mid school year. My birthday is in November, and I will be turning 15 during my freshman year. I am dreading school here. Back home, I was always homeschooled, but had a few friends, though I felt like I struggled to fit in at times. Now, mom says that she wants me to try to be a “normal” kid, whatever that means, so I am attending public school here. She said she wants me to form nice relationships with peers and get to experience clubs, after school activities, and dances. I could care less about any of that. This place will never replace Egypt. “What’s on your mind sweetie?” She asks me, breaking me from my deep complaining thoughts. “You have that look on your face when you’re overthinking.” She adds. “Nothing.” I reply then grab my things and head upstairs to choose my room. There are four bedrooms. Mom claimed her room and she said she’ll use another for an office room and guest room, which leaves me with the last room as my option. My eyes widened as I entered the room. This is the largest bedroom I have ever seen in my life. There is a window nook with a seat for reading and relaxation and the carpet feels so nice and plush. I start to unbox some of my things to pass time. Mom blew up some air mattresses, and we decided to spend our night in the living room together. We discuss the plan for tomorrow which is getting up bright and early to shop and fill our house. I realized I hadn’t even looked in the backyard or basement, but I am so jet-lagged, my eyes start to close trying to stay awake scrolling on my phone. Before I knew it, I was asleep. 

I woke up the next day to birds chirping and the sun shining through the crevice of every window. We definitely need to invest in some curtains because I am blinded by all of this light. “Rise and shine sweet pea, let’s get ready, grab a bite, and get shopping.” I yawn and stretch, feeling so lethargic. The time change is kicking my butt. I roll over and sigh dramatically before finally getting up. I checked the weather and it's currently 75 degrees, but the high is 85. I get hot easily and the temperatures are so quick to rise, but I am used to the heat, but it doesn’t mean I love it. We always kept our house cool and dad hated it, but women told him women and hormones, we get warm easily. She would have hot flashes, and I hated that for her, but loved it for me because I got to stay cool inside. I decided to wear a white graphics T-shirt with dark jean shorts and my white crocs. Keeping it cool and light. Mom wore a light blue sundress and sandals. We got into her car and hit the road. We stopped at some bagel shop called Johnny’s Bagels downtown. It is packed on these streets. Mom got a blueberry bagel with cream cheese and a hot caramel macchiato, and I got an asiago cheddar bagel with cream cheese and a decaf iced vanilla coffee. Mom has only let me drink coffee since I am a teen now and I like decaf and she always drinks hot even when it’s hot outside. We decided to eat our breakfast at a little table outside. “What do you think? Grandpa used to take me here once a month because he believed they had the best bagels in town. Mom informs me. “It’s not bad.” I answered her. “Come on Sam, I am trying here. I know you didn’t want to move, but I carried you for nine months and took care of you. I haven’t let you down yet and I know what’s best for you as my daughter. Parents sometimes have to make tough decisions, and children don’t always understand, but one day when you are older, hopefully you will.” She’s right. I could ease up. After all, we’ve grown quite close and she’s all I have since dad went M.I.A. “I’m sorry mom, you’re right. These bagels are delightful. Mine is quite flavorful and the coffee is exactly right, thank you.” She smiles and we continue eating. 

After we’re done eating, we head to a furniture store called Brooklyn’s Finest and apparently, they have everything we need, so mom chose here so we don’t have to venture all around. The store is literally gigantic. The parking lot was packed. They have workers assist customers with large carts and they have catalogs to shop through for bigger things like household sets with same day delivery or shipping to the store. After what felt like ages of looking and testing products, mom and I decided on our own bedroom furniture, living room, the guest room, basement, and the office. We also chose wall decor and some plants and sculptures. Since we got so much, they had to do a few truck deliveries for the same day, but we were just appreciative that someone else would be doing all of the challenging work for us. All we would have to do is adjust things to our liking. On our way home, we realized we were hungry and it was basically lunch time, so we stopped at a local shop for some healthier eating to fuel ourselves. It’s called Earl’s Earthy Bites; there’s vines and plants all over and it smells clean. I got a green goddess salad and mom got a southwest chipotle salad. We scarfed our food down and headed home. On our car ride home, mom explained to me that we’d go back to school shopping early this year, so I felt prepared for the school year and that we’ll get groceries soon either in person or have them delivered to us. We had so much to do and there is no rush, but mom is someone who likes things to be done as soon as possible so she can focus on other things, so I have definitely adapted to her ways. We usually make a grocery list and breakfast, lunch, and dinner ideas and keep it in the fridge, so that is something else we’ll have to order. We arrive back home and wait for our things to be delivered, while we wait, mom lets me shop on Amazon for items for my bathroom since we have our own besides the office room, so there are a total of four rooms and five bathrooms. The other bathroom is downstairs on the main floor and there is also one in the basement. My favorite color is purple, I love cows, puppies, lizards, animal prints, and also the color blue. I decided to get purple paint and glitter for my room and shades of brown for my bathroom. I got a leopard shower curtain and bathmat set. For my room, I bought some posters, a lava lamp, and butterfly decor.

The Amazon items are shipping out and should be here tomorrow for us to get to decorating and painting since mom and I have a prime account. As mom and I are chatting about getting a security system installed soon, we are interrupted by a chime I haven’t heard yet but quickly come to realize that it is the doorbell. Mom gets the door and some workers from Brooklyn’s Finest have her verify her identity and she reads through and signs some papers and then they start chatting about how and where they’re unloading all of this. I peek out of the big living room window where our front door is and see four huge U-Haul like trucks. Mom decided that the smaller items will fit fine throughout our wide door frame, but for the larger items they couldn’t take apart like a headboard, she has them go out back. I head out back to get out of their way, and we have a fenced backyard, a patio, and an inground pool. Mom really outdid herself with this move. I knew she worked hard, did a lot over the years, and saved, but I feel like this house alone is about half a million dollars and then all of our decor and furniture and the cost to move. I have no clue how she is affording this, but I know that my mom is a powerhouse and anything she ever wanted, she obtained using her mind and challenging work. I want to add a swing set back here or a hammock and mom and I can do a garden and grow some of our own produce. And we’ll probably open the pool a little later. As I am about to enter through the patio doors through the kitchen into the house, I notice a beautiful boy helping bring our stuff in. He looked so familiar and suddenly I remembered the beautiful boy from the airport.
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“Sam, I want you to meet some of these hard-working men. Lionel was helping these boys earn money during the summer. I found out that these gentlemen go to the school that I plan to enroll you in. If you have any concerns or questions, they’d be the perfect ones to ask!” Mom tells me a little too excitedly. The one from the airport set the couch down and looked up at me and smirked the same smirk from the airport. “My name is Datrix, but everyone calls me Dax. I turn sixteen in a month or so. I'll be a sophomore this year at Brooklyn High. I know your name already, but you can tell me again if you’d like.” He laughs and speaks. Something about his demeanor seems like he thinks he is the shit. I bet he’s popular. He looks like he breaks hearts. I wouldn’t be surprised if he modeled. Someone clears their throat, breaking me from my judgmental thoughts. “My name is Savaa, but you can call me Sav. I will be a sophomore too. I turned sixteen in February. Dax and I grew up together, we’re practically brothers.” Sav informs me. “Nice to meet you both, my name is Samiria, but you can call me Sam. I’m from Egypt, but I guess I am one of you now.” I mentally facepalmed myself after ending my sentence with that. They both chuckled. “I am actually having a party if ma dukes let you slide, you’re more than welcome to pull up.” Dax says. Who is Ma Dukes and what does slide mean? They must notice that I don’t get it because then Sav says, “We’re going to keep forgetting you didn’t grow up in America, but we speak in slang a lot. Mostly Dax, but the longer you’re here, the sooner you’ll pick up, I’m sure.” He reassures me. I give a small smile and nod. “I’d love to if my mom allows me to attend.” I said nervously. They just nodded in approval and mom gave me a small warm smile. Mom was very protective, but she was also laid back and is my absolute best friend, so I knew she’d allow me to go. Her whole main reasoning for public school is so that I can branch out, grow, and mingle with kids my age. 

Some hours go by after talking and moving things around, the furniture and decor is placed. Mom and I look around and we share a mutual look of satisfaction. This makes things feel more real and homey. “Let’s order in and watch Dreamgirls.” Mom tells me. I’m feeling pizza and wings, so we ordered from Tony’s Pizzeria. I love pepperoni, but mom only loves Italian sausage pizza, so we ordered two separate personal pizzas. We decided to clean up and get ready for our dinner and movie. As I am showering, I hear a ding. I open the shower curtain and look at my phone lit with some type of notification. I am new to certain technology because things are different here and mom didn’t let me get a phone until right before we moved because I never had a reason to get one. I dry my hands off with my towel and unlock my phone. My eyes light up as I see that Dax and Sav followed me on Instagram, Twitter, Facebook, Snapchat, and TikTok. I am only allowed to have these because I never gave mom a reason not to trust me and because she occasionally checks my socials because of creepy people. I hurry and follow and add them back so I can finish showering. Mom and I wear our matching silk leopard pajamas and get comfy on our new couch, and we turn the faux fireplace on. I have to give mom and I our props, we really chose the best things we could for this house. I cannot wait until my lights come in as well because mom knows I love color changing lights. We sit back, get our blankets, and grab our pizzas. Dreamgirls is a classic and mom and I love Jennifer Hudson. We both laugh and cry and sing along with the movie until it's over. The next movie we start is The Temptations and we are both worn out by then and drift off to sleep. 

The next morning, mom and I decided it would be an enjoyable time to get some groceries in the house. We got everything we needed from whole foods, trader joes, and Costco. As we’re unloading the bags from the car, two boys riding on bikes pull into our driveway. “Hey yo SJ, wanna come with us to Brooklyn Park?” Dax asks me. No one has ever called me that before. I look at my mom waiting for her reply. “That’s not too far away, I think we have one of your bikes in storage but be home before dark please and keep your phone on missy.” Mom tells me. I tell her thank you and grab my bike from storage. I have no clue where I am going, but I just follow Dax and Sav until we reach a large skate park with a basketball court. “So, what do you like to do, what are your hobbies?” Sav asks me. I thought some before answering, “Well, I love swimming, dancing, singing, and I like sports, but I suck at them. I am heavily into reading and writing as well and I love watching shows and movies. What about you guys?” I answered. They go on and tell me how they play video games, ride their bikes, play basketball, and their hangout is here or the Kings County skating rink. “We are similar, but also polar opposites. I’m on the chess team and I am usually the president of our robotic engineering team while Dax is captain of the basketball team, gets all the girls, and barely reads.” Sav tells me. “So, do you guys have girlfriends right now then?” I ask them both, instantly regretting it. “Dax does, I don’t. He’s with Megan Marowe, she is head of the cheerleading team, and she hosts parties every year at her mansion. Her parents are stupid rich with more money than they know what to do with it. It’s rumored that her dad helped develop Apple. Everyone either likes her, wants to be her, or hates her.” Sav explains. “Yo, shawty is fire and no female can top her. That’s why we’re the A-star couple of BH.” Dax adds. “What’s BH?” I ask. “Brooklyn High. Dax will abbreviate anything he can.” Sav tells me. Hours go by and I watch them play basketball and even join during some games. They teach me how to shoot from the three-point line, how to dribble, and how to fake pass. I jump up and down as I make a couple of shots overly proud of myself. “Good job SJ, that was dope how it hit the backboard and then bounced in the hoop.” Dax rubs my shoulder smiling at me as he tells me this. More time passes and the sun is starting to set, and I know I better head home. As I go to tell the boys I have to go, they let me know that they’re going to ride with me to make sure I get home safely. I blush and thank them. They make jokes about each other the whole ride back to my house. Thankfully, we made it back pretty quickly and just in time before dark. “Yo, that was lit. We need to hang more fasho and show you more of Brooklyn.” Dax says. I nod and wave to them before heading inside. Sav waves back and they get on their bikes. Before I get to the door, I take one glance back in their direction and there he goes again. Dax’s gaze meets mine and he holds it for a second.

I greet mom and tell her how it went and eat dinner with her before heading up to my room. I am giddy from being around Dax and Sav, but kind of down because I miss having girlfriends to chat with and gossip about boys too. I tried reaching out to some friends from Cairo, but I have yet to have any success. I lay down scrolling on my phone and see that I have a message on Facebook messenger. I opened it and Dax messaged me. I instantly sat up eager to open what he sent. My heart beats faster when I see that he asked for my number. Doesn’t he have a girlfriend though? I wait and see if he’ll text me after I give it to him because I am curious. I got a notification on my iMessage, and I was put in a group with two numbers I don’t recognize. One number texted and said Dax and the other Sav. They named the group “Three Misfits.” I chuckle to myself because I just know that Dax came up with that. They start texting about the games they play and practically begging me to play. The night is just drifting away texting these two and I don’t mind. I miss my old friends, but maybe this fresh start won’t be so bad, and they give me some hope. I spend the rest of my night replying to them until I eventually close my phone and fall asleep smiling. 
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Sand particles and dust cloud my vision. I try to move and decipher where I am, but the sandstorm makes things barely visible. I scope around squinting my eyes and see rooms with locks and chains. I hear loud stomping above me. Where am I? I attempt to walk forward, but my legs feel like Jello, and I hear the sound of metal scrapping the ground. I look and I am chained to a chair with electrodes attached to my temples. I try to yell and the sand goes down my throat. I can’t breathe. I begin choking on the sand while reaching for something in the unknown. Suddenly, I feel strong jolts of electricity shooting through my brain down to my body. My body starts shaking and convulsing. As I am struggling to see clearly and not lose consciousness, I see a tall dark figure walk up to me and place a mask on my face. The room grows silently as do I. The fumes invade my nostrils, and I stop fighting and my whole body goes limp.

I jump awake and begin feeling around my face. There’s tears pouring down my face and I struggle to catch my breath. My throat burns as I can’t stop coughing and I reach for my water on my nightstand and it’s like my body turned to stone. Is this reality? Am I dying? My chest is tight and in excruciating pain. I clutch my chest and try to yell for my mom, but nothing comes out. Just as my vision is going blurry, mom busts through my room asking me questions, but I am struggling to make out anything she is saying. Before I know it, everything goes dark and the last thing I remember is mom’s panicking face. I wake up in a very cold bright room, and my eyes take a second to adjust to the brightness. I look around and notice I am in a hospital room. I look down and I’m wearing a hospital gown as well. I’m hooked up to an IV and several machines. I look to my right and I see a pulse Ox on my index finger and the blood pressure cuff on my left arm. The monitor that my cuff is connected to reads my blood pressure as 111 over 70.  Mom comes into the room with a doctor and a nurse. “Rise and shine Samiria, I am Doctor Levert.  I have handled your care today. You are probably a bit confused. We are all glad to see you awake. You were out for quite some time.” Dr. Levert informs me. ‘What happened?” My voice is drier than usual and hoarse. “While you were asleep, we did a sleep study with your mother’s consent. She mentioned that you often moan and cry and yell in your sleep and it is hard to wake you up sometimes. During the sleep study, we found that you stay in REM longer and then drift. You have lucid and vivid dreams that are more like nightmares. Your heart rate increases and you get deeply engulfed in whatever you are seeing, and it can be hard to snap out of that. It spikes your heart rate causing anxiety and deep panic. We believe after running some additional tests that you have nightmare disorder. It is typically common in younger kids, but adults and anyone can suffer from this disorder unfortunately.” Dr. Levert explains. “How would I have this or why?” I ask the doctor. “Well, it could’ve initially started at a younger age and been mistaken for normal children's nightmares, but based on what your mother told us, it’s been ongoing and seems more serious. This can be caused by stress or anxiety, sleep deprivation, trauma, medications, and a few other things. It’s hard to tell what causes yours. Melinda, we are referring her to a pediatrician here, and we would like her to see a therapist to dig deeper before prescribing any medication. We will provide a list of therapists that accept your insurance and help with sleep disorders. It was nice to meet you ladies; I will be back soon with the discharge papers.” Dr. Levert says before heading out of the room and his nurse following. 

Mom and I discuss nightmare disorder. She explained to me how I would twitch and whine in my sleep as a child. I asked her why she never discussed this with me and she said that she thought with age, it would get better. Mom told me that her and dad took me to doctors at an early age, but they said I should grow out of it. This started occurring when I was about four according to mom. Mom was asking me if I could think of any reason that this is occurring, but I told her a lot of my memory as a child is blurry as if there are some gaps in my timeline. My first appointment with the therapist we chose is next week. Her name is Sylvia Lee. I am nervous because I never imagined telling a complete stranger about myself. However, mom thinks it’ll be good for me and helpful. She also would like me to be mentally stable before the school year. We arrived home. Mom and I make Mandi, one of my favorite meals from home. We finish dinner and put on a movie to end this incredibly stressful day. 

The week flew by and today is the day of my first therapy appointment. Mom must sense how nervous I am because she gives my hand a little reassuring squeeze. We head to the front and mom gives the receptionist my insurance card and her ID since she is my guardian and she fills out some papers. We take our seats and wait. My name is then called to meet with the therapist. I am greeted by a tall lady with the name tag Dr. Lee. “Hello Samiria, my name is Sylvia Lee. You can call me Doctor Lee or Sylvia, whichever you’re more comfortable with. I have been a therapist for over fifteen years, and I have worked here at Sleep Disorder LLC for about five years now. I assist with other disorders, and I also travel to Jersey at a private practice for grief and couple’s counseling. I am incredibly pleased to meet you.” She introduces herself. “My name is Samiria Anderson, but I go by Sam. I am fourteen years old, but I will be fifteen in about five months. I was born in Cairo, Egypt. My dad is in the military and mom used to be a nurse and help out. That’s how they met. However, it’s just mom and I here. New York is a lot to adjust to.” I told her. Dr. Lee tells me that we’ll keep it light and simple today because she doesn’t want to overwhelm me with too much for my first ever therapy appointment. We continue talking about what I can remember from my childhood, but I can’t recall much before the age of seven. Dr. Lee says there is a reason why I don’t remember much before we moved to Egypt and that’s what we're going to work on finding out. She tells me she wants to see me weekly on Friday mornings until I start school. She gives me a slip to bring to the receptionist. I get my appointments scheduled and they give mom a copy of all of the upcoming ones. 

We get in the car and mom, and I talk about how the appointment went. I tell her that I like her so far and she seems kind, caring, and genuine. I am looking forward to getting some answers. I felt like I was dying last time I had that nightmare.  I also told mom that Dr. Lee asked why she and I just moved here, but I didn’t tell mom all that I discussed with Dr. Lee. It just seems like something else is going on. With the help of Dr. Lee, I was hoping to find out more. I just hope we find out before the nightmares become more frequent and cause more panic, or worse, my death.
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Six


[image: ]




Now there’s only a couple of weeks left of summer break before the start of freshman year. Sav, Dax, and I have grown remarkably close. Dax invited Sav and I to Megan’s end of the summer bash which is supposed to be for Dax’s sixteenth birthday as well. Her party was in a couple of days, and I begged mom to take me shopping early like she said for back-to-school stuff, but also for an outfit for this party. School starts soon, so we weren’t that early, but mom started working from home and I had my therapy, so we were busy. Mom and I head to the mall, and I run into Target for a cute swimsuit. I have a larger chest than I do my lower half, and I am a thicker teenager, so I don’t always enjoy shopping for clothing items. Thankfully though, Target has plus size tops and bottoms for juniors. I grab a few swimsuits and try them on. I ended up really liking this black butterfly one piece and then I got a high waisted purple sparkly two piece. After selecting my swimsuits, I went to find something cute to wear over the swimsuit. I ended up grabbing some jean shorts, skirts, dresses, tops, and some sandals. Mom also let me pick out a cute leopard backpack and we got everything to get me started for the year. We ended up going to Target, Old Navy, Marshall’s. TjMaxx, Rue21, and PacSun. We ended the day with dinner at Pot Belly’s. The sandwiches here are to die for. I got my usual, a veggie wheat flatbread sandwich with mayo and plain kettle chips for my side. Mom and I eat our food and head home. 

Days passed, and today is the day. Dax’s sixteenth birthday and Megan’s end of the summer bash. Sav and I tell Dax happy birthday in our group before we see him, and he thanks us and sends the party details. Megan lives twenty minutes from me. Probably in some gated community with crystal statues and servants. I think to myself. Mom is taking me to get my hair braided since school is officially two weeks away. We are going to some African place named Zafala Beauty and Braids. They do other things, but I am getting goddess braids. When we arrive, the place is well lit, spacious, and the staff look friendly. We check in with their receptionist, and they lead me to a fluffy chair in front of a large mirror. There’s a lot of hair appliances around. One lady starts detangling my hair even though mom and I washed and detangled it, perks of having kinky hair. The first lady begins braiding and she is quick, but then two more ladies come and before I know it, they’re done. They add oil, spray, and finish with setting mousse. I look in the mirror feeling super pretty and ready for this party. We thank them, pay, and head out.

When we get home, mom comes upstairs and checks on me as I am getting ready. “You look super beautiful missy, are you sure this is for the party or something or someone else?” Mom asks me. I furrow my brows at her confused. “What do you mean? It’s my first party here in America and before the school year, it's my chance to make good first impressions.” I told her. “Yes, baby, I know, but for yourself or for that boy?” She asks. I feel my face heat up and I hesitate to answer. She just smiles and walks off. Both Dax and Sav are unbelievably cute teenage boys, and I had never dated before or even thought about it until I met Dax. I feel like I am too young to date, maybe in another year or two, but something was undeniably there between us and even Sav teased us about it. I honestly feel connected to them both, but I would never want to lose them as friends. Feelings and friends don’t mix, plus Dax was taken anyway. I take one last look in the mirror. I am wearing my black butterfly one piece under a Bratz crop top with a jean skirt and my black platform sandals. I apply my lip gloss and decide to wear my hair down until I decide if I want to swim or not. 

Due to the traffic, it took us about 30 minutes until we arrived at Megan’s Mansion. We have to be buzzed in by someone working the other end of this large gate. I was joking, but she really did live in a gated community and every other house looked similar to hers. The driveway is so long once we are let in. There are huge silver fountains, and we finally reach what I assume to be the front of the house. I see several other cars parked here. The front reads “Marowe Manor.” I make a face and roll my eyes. Mom and I share a mutual look. I get out of the car and there are two huge men in black. They perform a pat down and then allow me to pass through. Mom finally waved bye and I told her I would text her. I enter and there are huge chandeliers, and people in waiter outfits with trays. I was joking about that part too... I genuinely consider turning around, but someone hands me a drink, a lei, and a waterproof phone holder. I thank them and then I am led to her huge backyard. There has to be at least 100 other kids here. It doesn’t seem like any parents are here though and mom would hate that. I decided to keep that part to myself for now. I look around the large inground pool and see Dax next to a girl sitting in two big chairs on a deck overlooking the pool area. That must be Megan. 

I look around to find Sav. He is with some girls. He spots me and waves me over. “Hey Sam, this is Kimiko and Kiriko. They are foreign exchange student twins from Beijing, China. They’ll be sophomores this year with Dax and I.” I introduced myself and then Sav started going on about space and chess and I looked back up at Dax, and he was looking at me. He gave me a small smile and waved me up. I told Sav that I would be right back. Dax heads over to me to greet me and he leads me up to the deck. “SJ! You made it. Yo, you look good for real. I love that shirt. You got style.” He compliments me and I smile and thank him. “I want you to meet my girl, Megan, but we call her Meg. Her parents are so awesome for letting her throw me this party.” He has me follow him up to where he and Megan have been sitting. “Hi, I am Megan Marowe but call me Meg please.” She extends her hand to me. I shake it and reply, “Hi, pleased to meet you, my name is Samiria Anderson, but please call me Sam. I have heard so many pleasant things about you, it’s nice to put a face to the name.” I tell her politely. “Oh, honey, I wish I could say the same, but I haven’t heard much about you Samatha.” She says quite rudely. “It’s Samiria.” I corrected her. “Yeah, that’s what I said Samari.” She speaks. As I am about to reply, she puts her hand up and says she is going to find her friends and leaves me stuck in a trance. I am at a loss for words. After a few minutes of awkward silence, Dax finally speaks, “What do you think?” 

“She’s something for sure.” I say overly cheesy to mask my massive irritation. She was pretty. She had porcelain skin, thin lips, bright blue eyes, and bright blond hair. She had designer on and she was taller and thinner than me, like a model. I could see why Dax liked her. But Dax is funny, kind, and laid back, and she seemed like the total opposite and not in a complimentary way. 

The music is so loud, I’m surprised someone hasn’t called the cops, but then I remember whose house I am at. My throat is parched, so I decide to take a sip of my drink, and it causes me to gag so hard I have to spit it out. Sav and Dax walk up to me as I’m coughing ferociously. “Are you okay?” They both ask me. When I finally can breathe and talk again, I tell them that my drink has alcohol. Dax doesn’t believe me. He said there’s no way because no one should be drinking and Megan made sure that security checked any liquid people tried to bring in. I already spit and threw my cup out or else I would have them try it. Dax gets quiet and just leaves. “What was that about?” I ask Sav. He just shrugs his shoulders, but something darkens in his eyes and he looks sad, but he quickly makes a joke to conceal whatever it is they’re hiding. It seems like someone is always hiding something from me lately. I really came for Dax, but this party is not incredibly fun. I have been by myself for most of it. As I am walking to find a seat and put my feet in the pool, this group of boys stop me. “Hey Sam, my name is Wes and these are my boys, Declan, Chris, and Richie.’ A tall decent looking boy tells me. I smile and wave, then quickly wonder how they know my name. As I am about to ask, one of the boys goes behind me and starts placing his hands under my armpits to grab me. Before I know it, the other three have my legs up and my body and they start rocking me back and forth. Am I about to be tossed in the pool? I start screaming and yelling for them to stop, but they just laugh and before I know it, I am thrown into the pool. I have no clue how deep this pool even is, and I don’t swim the greatest. Instead of panicking, I just sink to the bottom looking around and I don’t even fight to get to the top. 

Right as I start struggling for air, I see someone dive in and start pulling me up. “Sam, Sam, are you okay?” Someone is asking me eagerly. I cough up some water I swallowed and look around, and everyone is staring at me and some of them even have their phones out. I look up to see Sav and Dax. Megan walks up, “Oh, my gosh, are you like okay? My brothers are so dumb. Wes and Declan, why did you do that? I have no clue why they did that. You know how boys are though.” If looks could kill, she’d be dead with the glare I just gave her. I get up and push past everyone and run back inside. I asked one of the servers for a bathroom. They lead me upstairs by a very pink princessy room that says Megan on the outside. I decided to go there. There’s many photos on the wall with faces I don’t recognize besides Dax and her brothers. She seems super spoiled. I walk around more and almost trip on a wood board that's propped up. I reach down and move it and there are some items under it. I see something with ‘Megan’s Journal’ on it. I know I should leave it be, but I lost any and all respect I have for anyone in the Marowe family at this point. I skim through it and read about her first period, her pimples, her parents and brothers, but then I stop and read a juicy entry. 

––––––––
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Dear Diary, 

Ugh, my life sucks. Wes and Declan keep trying to read my diary so they can tell Chris and Richie about it. They’re always trying to embarrass me. I hate that Declan and I would both be sophomores together, but at least Wes was only going to be a freshman. I couldn’t handle classes with both of them at all. Chris and Richie are freshmen too. I wish Datrix was more like them. They’re so cute, cool, and funny. I had a crush on both of them for as long as I could remember. But one, they see me as a sister because we practically grew up together, and two, my best friend Lily has been dating Richie since we were in seventh grade. They lost their virginities to each other or so she thinks. Datrix and I have been dating for some months now, but he doesn’t want to have sex. Everyone lost their virginities freshman year to get it over with. I have no clue what we’re waiting for. I can’t tell a soul, and it bothers me some, but Lily and I had a falling out over freshman year cheer captain and Richie and I got drunk and slept together because they were fighting. We took each other’s virginities. If this ever got out, my reputation would be ruined and Datrix would break up with me. No one knows that I am in love with Richie and I am quite sure he’s in love with me too. After we slept together, we couldn’t stop seeing each other up all through winter and spring break, but he decided to end our love adventures before summer. I would’ve broken up with Datrix if he had broken up with Lily, we made a pact and said we would, but then Lily’s grandma died and Richie felt bad. They’ve spent this whole summer break getting closer and attached at the hip. Lily has been my best friend since we were in the womb, but I envied her for having the boy I loved first. What did Richie see in her that he didn’t see in me? How could he not know how strong my feelings are? Anyway, I am throwing Datrix his 16th birthday here in a few days. I think we need to sleep together to solidify our feelings. Maybe then I will start to forget about Richie. Datrix said he was bringing the new girl, Samara, or however you spell her name. He literally won’t stop talking about her as if I care. I just smiled and pretended and said I’d welcome her and show her around. Datrix’s father was a raging alcoholic, so he hates alcohol, so I had to ban that from the party and his mom died when he was ten. He never got over it, and I sometimes just think that he likes dating me to escape his reality. He grew up dirt poor, and he has been in and out of foster homes. He was a troublemaker, but my dad got him some internships, and his best friend adopted him. Datrix’s parents are my parent’s best friends Ryder and Ronnie. He is a decent boy, but he just isn’t and will never be Richie. Richie and I are a match made in heaven. We grew up in the same social class and statuses, our parents worked and invented things together, it would just make sense. Anyway, I’m just down and sad that for once in my life, I can’t have what I want. Maybe one day. 
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Seven
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“What are you doing?” I turn around and see Dax standing with his arms crossed and a disappointed look on his face. “I-.” I can’t even speak. I don’t know how I would even explain myself. “I didn’t think when I came to check on you that you’d be snooping around my girlfriend’s room after she was so kind to allow you in her house.” Allow me? What the hell. “Are you kidding me? She is rude as hell. I don’t even know what you see in her.” I shout louder than I intended. He shushes me and pulls me out of her room and into the upstairs bathroom on the opposite end of her room. “They have cameras in certain areas, but her family has been good to me, and she can be hard to get along with, but she’s a good girl.” I felt bile rising in my throat after what I read. How could I tell him? It’s literally his birthday. I’d ruin everything. “Listen Dax.” He holds a finger up, silencing me. “Look, I get it. We’re not the most compatible, but I try and she does too. She helped me during some tough times in my life, and I’ve known her since middle school. She was my biggest crush for years. She has her moments. But you just don’t know her. But you’re my best friend now, so hopefully you can give her a chance.” I’m his best friend? I hadn’t known he cared so much about what I thought. I nod my head. “I’m sorry her brothers and their friends did that to you. You really scared Sav and I.” I really felt sick now remembering all the laughing around me and cameras recording me in one of my most vulnerable moments. Tears start to form in my eyes. “Hey, hey, hey, it’ll be okay. Give it time and everyone will forget about it before you know it.” He reassures me. Even though I don’t believe him, I can’t help but melt some in the midst of his beautiful chocolate brown eyes. We’re so close right now, just him and I. It’s as if nothing else matters at this moment but us. He tucks one of my braids behind my ear while still looking me in the eyes. I never realized how muscular he was. His skin is as smooth as a newborn and always well moisturized. He’s one of the most gorgeous human beings that I have ever seen. Before I realize what’s happening, he starts leaning forward and parts his lips and I mimic him. Our lips are less than an inch away from colliding. I have imagined this moment more times than I care to admit. I almost want to pinch myself to see if this is real. Our lips very lightly brush up against one another. I have never had my first kiss. I am very inexperienced, so I was so nervous my palms started to sweat some. “Relax.” he mouths to me. I breathe a sigh of relief. He places his hands on both sides of my face and just as we’re about to fully kiss, someone busts the door open. 

It’s Sav. I back up, embarrassed. “What the hell are you two doing? Meg is literally looking for Dax and she is asking around. I am sure she’ll be up here in no time.” He informs us. We pull apart and straighten ourselves up. He just gets up and leaves. I can’t help it; I am having the worst time right now. My lips quiver and I am crying so hard that I am gasping for air. “Sam, it’s okay. I know how much he means to you, and I love him, but there’s a lot about Dax that you don’t know. He hasn't been silent about his past and background by mistake. He’s not a bad person, but he won’t leave Megan at all. Don’t tell him I told you, but he feels like he owes her and her family for all they’ve done to help him. He’s like their poster boy charity case. I hate it for him. He gets mad at me whenever I try to talk to him about it, so I just stopped trying.” Sav tells me. I decided to tell him what I saw. “I also have something to share with you, but you cannot tell Dax.” He holds out his pinky, and we pinky swear to keep the other’s information. Minutes after telling Sav all that I read in Megan’s diary, he takes some time to take all of the information in. “Wow.” That’s all he can say. I nod. As we’re talking, we hear heavy footsteps, someone else busts the door open. It’s Megan. “You bitch, you stole my diary.” More people are piling up behind her. I read it, but I definitely didn’t steal it. “I have no clue what you’re talking about.” She purses her lips and crosses her arms. “You’re just a little self-entitled bitch. You act all sweet and you may have Datrix and Savaa fooled, but not my girls, my brothers, or I. I am tired of trying to be and play nice. I don’t care anymore. You wouldn’t have even been here if it weren’t for Datrix practically begging me. I should’ve said no. I’m also glad that my brothers threw you in the pool!” She shouts at me. Tears form in my eyes again. “I know you were the only one up here. You were snooping around hoping Datrix would find you. You’re in love with someone who will never love you.” She adds. I could tell her the same thing, however, I have no proof. Without that diary, no one would believe this random new girl over miss popular Megan Marowe. “Hey, Megan, those are some extraordinarily strong and cruel accusations. You don’t even know Sam.” Sav defends me. But the one person I expected to defend me just stands in the shadows with his head down and his hands in his pockets as silent as a mime. “I don’t care; she’s not leaving until I get my diary back!” She spat at Sav. I looked around through tears that I now could no longer stop from falling and see more people with their phones out. Finally, the silent mime decides to speak, “She doesn’t have it, leave her alone.” “Whose side are you on?” She asks Dax. “No one, but you can check your cameras. She was looking for the bathroom, she didn’t take your diary.” He says very seriously. She looks back and forth between us. “You’re so lucky, but this is not over yet, newbie.” I got up and went to leave, but Megan tripped me and Dax caught me before I could fall. “Watch your back.” She smirked. Dax couldn’t even look at me. I just recollected myself and kept walking. I forgot to text mom, so I had to wait twenty minutes for her to get me. “Sam, can I give you a ride?” Sav asked me. I nodded, wiping more tears. This time, Sav didn’t have his bike, he had a nice Chrysler 300. “When did you get a car?” I ask. “I used my savings and got it for my sixteenth birthday as a gift to myself. I just ride bikes to stay active and have fun with Dax.” He tells me. I admired Sav even more. He defended me when Dax chose silence. I felt very hurt and disrespected, but even more mad at myself than I still had feelings for him. “Why didn’t Dax defend me? I accidentally ask out loud. Sav gives my thigh a little squeeze that sends shivers down my spine and he gives me a small smile. “Dax is Dax. He picks and chooses. He and Megan have had their moments, but I know he’d rather not argue with her even if that hurts his friend’s feelings. He needs good honest friends more than a girlfriend in all honesty. You are worth more than someone’s secret or side piece, trust me.” I was just a hopeless romantic that boys never saw as more than a friend. The way that Sav is looking at me feels more than a friend, but what do I know?  I have never had a single kiss, a boyfriend, nothing more than a mere crush on boys that clearly would never date me anyway. It's as if he was in my head because what he tells me next makes my heart skip a beat. “You are literally one of the prettiest girls ever, Sam. You are special and we are so lucky to know you and call you a friend. Someday, some guy will be so blessed to have you as their girlfriend. You’re a great friend, so I know you’d be a great girlfriend. I have no doubt.” He says, smiling hard. I don’t even notice, but I am crying more. That’s genuinely one of, if not, the nicest thing anyone has ever said to and about me. He wipes my tears away and I say, “thank you so much Sav. You are special too. I know everyone thinks I am obsessed with Dax, but I see you too. I promise. You’re great and any girl would be lucky to have you as their boyfriend or a friend.” He thanks me and then parks at a beautiful lake with a field of peonies. “Nature is so beautiful.” I say as he opens my car door escorting me into the field. “Yes, yes she is.” He says, looking directly at me. I get closer to him and decide to just go for it. I get on my tiptoes making direct eye contact and wait for our lips to meet one another. Except, they never do. 
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