
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Dedication

“To the ones we never got enough time with-

You left too soon ,

But everything beautiful still carries your name

Every heartbeat after you is yours”
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Chapter 1 – Where It Hurt Most
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Eva

––––––––
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The second hand on the wall clock clicked too loudly. Each tick vibrated in my bones like a reminder I didn’t ask for.

Time—always moving, always leaving me behind.

I sat on the edge of the table , paper gown crinkling beneath me, fingers clenched so tightly around the edge that my knuckles turned white. Mom sat across from me, pretending to scroll through her phone, pretending not to look worried. But her knee bounced the way it always did when she was trying not to cry.

I’d been in and out of this building too many times. The halls all smelled the same—bleach, rubber gloves, something faintly floral to cover up the stench of fear. But I didn’t expect today to feel different. And yet... I did. The doctor came in. Dr. Kapoor. Kind eyes, steady voice. I hated that I could tell when a doctor was about to deliver bad news—there was always a little more quiet in the way they closed the door, a little more hesitation before the clipboard was raised.

"Your heart’s condition has worsened."

I nodded.

"The medicines... they’re not working anymore."

I nodded again.

"Eva, I’m going to be honest with you. We’re looking at about twelve months. Maybe less."

I didn’t nod that time.

It wasn’t like I hadn’t known. I’d felt it—the breathlessness, the dizzy spells, the pressure in my chest every time I laughed too hard or walked too fast. But hearing the expiration date of your life spoken aloud... it turns you into something hollow. Something aching.

I didn’t cry. Mom did, but silently. She reached for my hand, and I let her take it. Her fingers were cold, or maybe mine were.

—-
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That night, I couldn’t sleep.

I stared at the glow-in-the-dark stars on my ceiling—leftover from a childhood I hadn’t fully let go of. One of them had peeled off and was dangling by the corner like even it had grown tired of pretending to shine.

My heart pulsed slowly. It always did that weird beat-skip thing at night, like it wasn’t sure it wanted to keep going.

But I was sure of something.

I didn’t want to die a ghost of myself—someone who only lived inside hospital walls, counting pills instead of moments.

So I sat up, flicked on the lamp, and pulled out the brown leather notebook I’d kept since middle school. Its pages were stained with years of forgotten dreams, sketches, quotes I copied from movies I loved.

I flipped to a blank page.

At the top, I wrote:

> Things I Want To Do Before I Die

And then, in careful, shaky letters, I wrote the first five:

1. Dance in the rain

2. Watch the stars all night without falling asleep

3. Fall in love

4. Learn to ride a bike

5. Write a letter to myself to read when I turn 30 (even if I never do)

I paused at that last one. Stared at it. My throat tightened.

I scratched it out and wrote:

> 5. Write a letter to someone I love, and let them read it before it’s too late.

I didn’t know who that someone was yet.

But maybe I would.

Maybe, in the time I had left, I could find someone who made my heart hurt less.

Or... maybe I could find someone whose heart was hurting too.
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Chapter 2 – The Quiet Between Us
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Theodore

There’s a kind of silence the world doesn’t talk about.

It doesn’t come in the dead of night, or when the birds stop singing.

It’s the silence inside your own head—the kind that feels like drowning.

I sat on the edge of the abandoned dock, sneakers dangling above the still black water. The lake reflected the sky like glass, undisturbed by anything, not even the wind.

I used to love this place.

Now it just looked like the perfect spot to disappear.

No family to miss me.

No letters to write.

No one to tell.

That’s the curse of being no one’s son.

The last foster home I stayed in used to say I was “too angry to love.” But no one ever asked why I was angry. No one asked what it felt like to be passed around like some cracked object people were too scared to break further.

They didn’t want my truth. They wanted me to be quiet.

So I learned to be.

I kept everything inside—until inside became too full.

And tonight... I couldn’t carry it anymore.

My bag was beside me. Inside: my sketchbook, a half-eaten sandwich I didn’t want, and the letter I wrote last night.

Just one line.

“I tried.”

That was it. No dramatic goodbye. No explanation. Just... the truth.

Because I had tried.

I’d tried to make life feel like it was worth waking up for.

I’d tried to stay angry instead of broken.

I’d tried to pretend that someday, maybe, it’d all make sense.

But nothing ever did. And i was tired 

The water shimmered beneath me, dark and inviting.

I closed my eyes and leaned forward just slightly—

"You’re sitting like you want to fall in."

The voice cut through the silence like a soft knife.

I turned.

She was standing a few feet behind me—barefoot, in a hoodie too big for her frame, holding a notebook against her chest like it was armor. Moonlight made her skin look porcelain, fragile. But her eyes... her eyes didn’t flinch.

She wasn’t afraid of me.

I scoffed. “Maybe I do.”

“Then fall,” she said quietly, stepping closer. “But at least let someone sit beside you first.”

I didn’t know her.

She didn’t know me.

But something about the way she said it... it didn’t sound like a challenge. It sounded like a plea.

Like she’d been close to the edge too.

I didn’t move.

She didn’t either.

We just sat there—her a few feet away, saying nothing, doing nothing.

Just breathing.

And for some reason...

That quiet between us?

It was the first kind that didn’t feel like drowning.
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Chapter 3 – The Becoming
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Eva

There are moments that don’t feel real until much later.

Moments you think are small, but they sit inside you quietly, like seeds.

And then one day, you realize they grew roots.

Meeting him was like that.

I didn’t expect to find someone else at the lake that night. I always went there alone—it was my place. A space where I could listen to the water and pretend that everything was okay, even if my heart was telling a different story.

But then there he was.

Sitting so still. So close to the edge.

Like he was waiting to be swallowed.

And for reasons I didn’t even understand yet... I couldn’t let that happen.

We didn’t talk much after that. He didn’t say his name. I didn’t ask.

But I stayed.

And he didn’t tell me to leave.

That was enough.

—-
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The next morning, I added a new line to my list:

> 6. Save someone, even if just once.

I don’t know if I really saved him.

Maybe all I did was delay something he’ll eventually return to.

But for that night, he chose to stay.

And maybe that counts.

—-
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School was pointless now. My teachers looked at me like a ghost—someone already halfway gone. They didn't know what to say to a girl who’d been given an expiration date. People either avoided you, or pitied you. Both were unbearable.
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