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	My best friend bloomed into roses. It was after our first kiss, although I don’t think that was what caused it. One moment, our lips touched—because I wanted it or he wanted it, I don’t really know anymore—and then I tasted rose petals on his parted lips. Then I tasted the blood as his skin ripped apart. As roots and stems grew from muscle and tissue across the planes of his face I’d long since memorized. His black hair became a shower of pinks and reds, each strand sprouting forth new buds in the throes of blossoming as I watched. They were too numerous to count, ruffling through the fingers I’d had entwined in his soft hair. Roses pushed through his pupils, blooming proudly. They mimicked the softness in his once round eyes. It continued down his body, until all of him was changed. Each vein gave way to thorns. Bones cracked and split. Muscles and sinew splayed open to allow room for branches and buds. The branches resembled his once nervous system. The same one that had lit up kissing me, I was sure. Bright rose blossoms grew across the shape of him, burying the man underneath it all until no one would be able to tell he’d once been anything more than roses.

	I stood there in the shade of the summer evening, suddenly alone. Tasting roses on my lips. Unable to comprehend the sight. 

	It wasn’t because I’d kissed a boy—I’d kissed other guys and we’d come away with our bodies. I’d even kissed girls and they’d come away whole, too. It was simply a thing that happened now. Sometimes people blossomed in the middle of a crosswalk, their only fate to be mowed down by an errant car who didn’t care. Never reformed into the person they’d been. Red petals splattered across the street like a stain, only to be brushed away by a streetsweeper. Like they’d never existed.

	Those were strangers, though. Gone before I even knew them. Only to be seen on the evening news. It never really hit me hard. I didn’t know anyone this had happened to. Except, now? My best friend that I’d had a crush on since we literally met bloomed into roses before my own eyes.
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