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Only Fools Fall in Love. I Guess I’m
One of Them

Chapter 1






It was Sunday, and I was lying in
bed trying to sleep. Two o’clock in the morning probably isn’t the
best time to daydream. Though, since it’s not daytime, could you
call it daydreaming? Or would you just call it dreaming? I’m not
sleeping, though…

Anyways, tomorrow is the first day
of school and I want to be awake for it. But all my mind could
process was Adam. I know that it’s not healthy to think about him
this often, still. He died 3 years ago in a car accident that not
only took his life, but my fathers as well…

“Mrs. Anderson, I am so sorry.” A
voice said over the phone. “What? Sorry why?” my mom had asked in a
small voice.

“Your husband was in a car accident.
The car burst into flames upon impact and, he burned to ashes along
with a 12-year-old boy, who we recognized to be Adam Hart. We heard
he was a good friend of your daughter; give her condolences on my
part, please. Her father and her best friend, all in one day; it
must be hard.” She said and my heart burst into a million little
pieces.

“What?” I screeched. “Dad? Adam?” My
mother handed me the phone. “Please tell me you’re joking!” I
begged. “I’m sorry, I wish I was, but Adam is dead, along with your
father.” Dead. Dead. Dead. Dead. I repeated that word over and over
again in my head every single day of my life...

I tried to commit suicide a day
after the funerals. My father and my best friend were gone; my
mother was too wrapped up in her work to care for me. I think she
was just trying to hide the pain. I wanted to permanently end the
pain, but my mother found me and I realized neither Adam nor my
father would have wanted me to try to take my life away, no matter
what.

So now, I lie in my bed trying to
sleep, but my head is filled with way too many thoughts. So I did
what I always do when I can’t sleep. I imagined Adam was right here
with me, at our annual ‘last day of freedom before school starts’
sleepover. That night I dreamt that my dad and Adam were still with
me. If only it were possible for this dream to become a reality.
You hear those stories: “One minute, I was just a small time girl.
Now, I’m a superstar!” I don’t want to be a superstar. I want my
life back.

……………………………………………………………………………….






"Come on, Rachel! Hurry up; we're
going to be late!" Kia hissed at me as she shuffled across the
school’s parking lot.



"Gosh, I'm coming, I'm coming!" I yelled. "It's not my fault you
decided to park a mile away from the school!" I snapped at her,
angry she had distracted me of my reverie. In it, I was replaying
my dream last night.



"Hey! I parked there because it's nice and shady, and the spot you
wanted wasn't," she said matter-of-factly, defending her spot. But
really, I found no point in this argument. Our parking spot is the
least of my concerns. It’s just fun pushing her buttons. I mean,
that’s what best friends are for, right? I thought so.



"Yeah, the car is in the shade. We're not. We have to walk in the
sun to get to the school. If you had parked in the spot I pointed
out, we would be nice and dry by the time we got to school, not
dripping sweat!" I ranted. Again, we obviously would not be
dripping sweat. How is that even possible? It’s not, unless we both
suffered of Chronic Oversize Sweat Glands Disease. Is that even a
disease?



"Gross, we are not!" She squeaked. "And if you would quit your
complaining you'd realize we're already here.”



Kia opened the door to Northeast High School and we walked in. The
school was big; much bigger than our old high school. I am fourteen
years old and Kia is fifteen years old. Sometimes I resent her for
that, because really, I’m tired of being fourteen. I want to be
able to saw “Actually, no. I’m fifteen.” Because in Mexico, when
you turn fifteen, you’re officially a woman, whereas here, you have
to wait until you’re sixteen. So as far as you know, I’m Mexican.
Kia and I are both freshmen. I seriously hope the whole “fresh
meat” scenario isn’t going to happen here.

The hallways were empty, and
quietness enveloped us. We entered the office, which was in plain
sight as soon as you walked in. The walls in the school were
painted a pale white, and the decorations were few. It resembled a
mental institution rather than a high school. We walked over to the
secretary’s desk, which if you ask me was in serious need of a
little sorting or cleaning, and asked her where everyone
was.

At first the quietness had scared
me. How embarrassing would it be to come to school on the wrong
day?



"They're in the gym.”



"Oh, ok thanks," I said, already walking away. I hated small talk.
I mean, “How’s the weather?” “Good.” What is up with that? I’d
rather not talk than saw inane things like that.



We wandered around until we finally had to admit we had no idea
where the gym was. We are in a new school, after all. I doubt we’re
the first kids to get lost at a new school. I mean, it’s so big! We
were lost, that is, until we heard a voice introducing a principal
Dune, from behind a door a few feet away. "Over there!" I pointed
to a wooden door a few feet away. I could’ve figured that out on my
own! He just saved me the trouble…

We walked in and every single pair
of eyes was on us. Well, it seemed that way to me, anyways. Point
is lots of people were staring.



"It’s so nice of you to join us, Miss Anderson and Miss Newell." I
turned and saw the principal glaring at us. Well, this is going to
be a great first day!



"Yes, it's very nice indeed. It'd be even nicer if everyone would
stop staring, you nosy peeps." Kia just shook her head at
me.



"Maybe if you came on time, like all the other students did, they
wouldn't be staring at you right now."



I know; I probably should just let it go, and say, “Sorry sir;
you're absolutely right. We'll go take our seats,” but that is what
everybody else would do in my position, and I am not like everyone
else. Plus, I have a big mouth that refuses to allow to be
controlled, so instead I said, "Maybe if you would quit your
yapping we'd already be in our seats, so you could continue your
lecture and bore the school to death!"



"Miss Anderson, you watch your mouth!" He warned.



"You want me to watch my mouth? That's going to be a little tricky
seeing as there isn't a mirror in here." I said. "Unless you carry
a mirror under that wig...”

By this point, every single pair of
eyes was on us, all of the students engrossed in our
dispute.



"Young lady, I don't know how your parents raised you, but when you
talk to me, your principal," he put emphasis on the principal, "I
demand respect. Maybe serving a few detentions with me, and you
will learn to treat people with respect, with dignity, with the-" I
cut him off. This dude was getting on my nerves, and I had had
enough. I wasn't going to let some stranger lecture me so easily. I
severely dislike being lectured. Nobody tells me what to do! That
is, besides my mommy. Everyone must listen to his or her mommy.
It’s like, a law.



”Why don’t you just go jump in a lake before I’m tempted to stuff
you in a box and ship you off to Taiwan?”



"That's it!" He hollered. "I will not stand here and take this! Go
to my office right now!"



"Okay, fine, pushy! Hope you don't have anything valuable in
there!" I called out as I walked away.



"What? Wait." He said. I stopped, but didn't turn around. "I just
met you, but it's obvious your school records weren't
lying."



"What did my school records say?" I pressed.



"Troublemaker, difficult, a teacher's worst nightmare," He said.
"Stuff like that." I smiled slightly because I knew it was
true.

"So you are going to put on a little
show for us."



"Excuse me?"



"You are going to sing us a song."



I laughed out loud. "You were serious?" I asked, not believing what
I was hearing.



"Yes, now get up there."



"When hell freezes over," I told him, "Twice."



"You will do as I say, or you're suspended."



"Okay, then, see you in a week." I started on my way out of the
gym.



"Okay, then, you will do it or you are expelled."



I froze and thought it over. Then I made up my mind. "Okay, bye
then!"



"What?" he asked. "You can't be serious." "Actually, now it's my
turn to be serious. It's the first day of school, I can just
transfer over to Ridgeway High, and I never have to see your ugly
face ever again." I stated.



He just stood there, dumbfounded, again.

I turned back around and there was a
thudding of footsteps behind me. I was about to leave the school
when I felt a shock of electricity run through my body starting in
the spot that the stranger touched.

I whirled around and was met with a pair of blue eyes. A pair of
blue eyes that I would recognize even in Hell. My voice got caught
up in my throat as I realized whom it was. But was it possible? I
was running out of air, I couldn’t breathe. The shock was too much.
But somehow I found my voice through it all.



"Adam?" I choked out.






Chapter 2











“Adam?” I stood there, way
too shocked to process what was going on. Was I dreaming, or
something? Was I on something?







“Rachel?” he asked, “Is
that really you?”







“Uh…” I had to think about
that one. Because if this was a dream, then it wasn’t technically
me. “Yeah! Is this really you?” I asked, cupping his face in my
hands. “This isn’t a dream, is it?”







“No, at least I hope not.”
He laughed.







“But I thought you were
dead!” I squeaked.







“I thought you were dead!”
he exclaimed, confused.







I looked at him as if he
had three heads and he was sporting a chicken suit.







How is that even possible?
I thought he was dead, and apparently he though I was dead… whoa,
deep stuff.







“Okay,
it’s obvious we both have a lot of explaining to do. But right now
all I want to do is this.” I hugged him, and I now realize that it
is possible to cry tears of happiness. Or maybe that’s just my
allergies acting up… wait, I don’t have allergies…







We stayed there for what
seemed like an eternity, but I didn’t mind.







The assembly had continued
as if nothing had ever happened, and Principal Dune must have been
ecstatic to be rid of me.







“Ok, school isn’t the best
place to talk, why don’t we go to grab some lunch, and we’ll talk
then.”

Adam nodded in approval and
we were on our way.







“Whoa! You have a car?” I
was giddy with excitement. I loved mooching rides off of other
people. I was only fourteen, so anyone that had a car was divine to
me.







He laughed. “Well, I am
sixteen.”







“Oh, yeah… I’m still
fourteen…” I frowned. Now that I was fourteen, I wished that I was
fifteen. I was sure not long after I were to turn to fifteen, I’d
be sick of it and would want to be sixteen already. I frowned even
wider at my sudden feeling of youth, and I couldn’t help but feel
like a little five year old next to Adam’s sixteen years. He was a
year and a half older than me. I skipped a grade, because I’m smart
like that! No, actually it was because my third grade teacher
didn’t want me in his class, so he bumped me up to fourth grade, to
Adam’s joy.







All I did was super-glue
him to his chair!







And a few other malicious
pranks, I’ll admit.







Tee-hee.







“Where do you want to go?”
he asked me with a small smile as we walked towards his
car.







“Um… Pizza Hut!” I said as
I climbed in. I opened my own door, thank you very much. Chivalry
is so dead. Why hold onto the dead? I even opened Adam’s door,
leaning over my passenger seat to do so. He noticed and laughed
lightly.







“Something tells me your
love of pizza hasn’t changed.”







“How’d you guess?” I asked
with a sarcastic edge to my tone. Sure, I haven’t seen him in
years, but that doesn’t mean I’m suddenly going to act like an
angel around him. He’s still the same old Adam, which means I can
still be the same old Rachel.







He chuckled and began to
drive.







When we got to the
restaurant, it wasn’t as packed as I had expected it to be. We sat
down at a booth and ordered.







A large pepperoni pizza for
the both of us and a liter of Pepsi was what we ordered.







As soon as we were situated
and we had ordered, we began our strange ordeal.







“Okay, can you please
explain to me where on earth you got the idea that I was
dead?”







“My mom was talking on the
phone, it was right after I got back from Hawaii,” I started. He
opened his mouth to say something, but then closed it and let me
finish.







“I had just finished
unpacking and I heard my mom hyperventilating, it seemed to me. I
went over and listened in; I could hear both my mom’s and the
person she was talking to voices perfectly. I heard her say you and
my father had died in a car accident, and I begged my mom, begged
her to please tell me it wasn’t true, but she said it was. She said
your bodies burned to ashes, as an explanation to why the coffins
were empty at the funeral,” I continued, trying to stop the tears
from coming down.







Adam might be alive, but
where was my father?







“And I didn’t want to
believe it. Part of me always held on to the hope that I might one
day see you again, that it was all a lie, and you were alive. And
here you are.”







The tears just rolled down,
impertinent to my desires.







“Only part of that was
true. Your father did in fact die in a car accident, but I wasn’t
there when it happened. I was never in any accident. Whoever told
you that lied to you, because as you can tell.” He gestured to
himself. “I am very much alive.”







“But who would lie to me
like that? On such a serious matter, it’s just cruel.” I shook my
head in anger. I just refused to believe it. Who was capable of
producing such a cruel and dishonest lie? Well, duh, it’s dishonest
because it’s a lie. I am so slow sometimes!







“There are cruel people
out there, Rache. Cruel, cruel people.” He seemed angry as
well.







“Yes, now
you tell me why on earth you thought I was dead.” I took a sip of my soda
that had just arrived.







“It was the day after you
had left for your vacation to Hawaii. I was told that you and
everyone on the plane you had taken had perished when the plane
crashed and was lost at sea. But I too, always held on to the hope
I might see you again someday, too. I would walk on the streets and
could almost swear I saw you.” He chuckled at that last
part.







“Who told you that load of
bullshit?!” I demanded angrily.







“I don’t even remember; I
wasn’t really paying attention who told me, I was more focused on
what he told me.”







“Oh, but you know what?” I
asked suddenly, forgetting my anger. “That doesn’t even matter
because you’re here now! And that’s what really
matters!”







“Yeah, you’re right. God,
you have no idea how much I missed you.” He sighed.







“Me too, I even did some
pretty crazy things when I found out, but that’s not what matters.
That was in the past, and the past is way too sad, so I say we
focus on the present, and on you and me, best friends reunited. I
wonder what kind of mayhem we’ll cause now that we’re older and our
brains are more developed.”







“I don’t care what new
devious thing you’ve though up for us to do. As long as we do it
together.” He grinned.







“Not even if it gets us in
jail again?” I asked with a smile. “Like the last time?”







“I thought that was juvy,”
he said with a confused frown.







“Nah, since we were ‘repeat
offenders’ or whatever, they took us to a real prison.” I took two
huge bites of the pizza that had just arrived. Adam looked on in
slight disgust and slight amusement.







“No wonder it was uglier
and scarier than I remembered juvy to be,” Adam said, “it was
actually prison!”







I nodded. “But what matters
is that we’re together now.”







He grinned.







“Together.” I repeated.
“Best friends forever and ever, always together, always standing
side by side.”







I still felt as if I had to
repeat it or else it wouldn’t be true.







He smiled back at me and I
felt as I was floating in the clouds. Adam was alive, alive! My
father wasn’t, but this is much better than I ever could’ve
expected. I thought I had lost both of them. I only lost one of
them. And the other was right here, smiling down at me (Wow, he
grew over these past few years! I feel like a midget!) As if
nothing had ever happened.







“Maybe what we predicted
years ago will come true…”







“Cell buddies!” we both
cried out joyfully in unison.










Chapter 3








“Omigod, Rachel, you're alive!”
Kia exclaimed as soon as I walked in the door, clearly being
melodramatic on purpose.







“Just barely, I thought I
was a goner!”






“Hardee-har-har; but seriously, where were you?” She seemed
worried.







“Ok, you will never
believe what happened,” I said, ushering her to a corner so we
could talk privately.







“Does it
involve that guy you were hugging yesterday before your mysterious
disappearing? Man he was yummy!” She made googly eyes at the
memory.







“Yes, it involves him.” I
pushed her aside some more, so that no one would hear. “Do you
remember Adam, my best friend that passed away three years
ago?”







“Duh,” Kia said with a
slight scoff. “I mean you talked about him every day. There was
always at least one comment about him; no there always is some
comment about him. Now what about him?”







“Well, that guy I was
hugging was him.” I grinned.







“What?” She was perplexed,
much like I was just yesterday. “No way! But, I thought he was
dead!”







“So did I, but it turns out
we were cruelly deceived.”







“What?”







“Some bastard lied to us.
They told Adam I had died in a plane crash, when I left to Hawaii,
and when I got back, they told me that Adam and my dad had died in
a car crash.” I frowned. “My dad did actually die, though. That one
was true.”







“Those butt-wipes!” Kia
exclaimed in her anger. “How could they do that? Who did
that?”







“I don’t know,” I said
with a frown, “but I don’t think I want to know, that’s all in the
past and I really do not even want to know of someone so horrid
they would do that.”







“Yeah, true,” Kia agreed.
“Well we better get to class, we’re already super late, don’t want
to piss of our new teacher more than he probably already is. We
spent like, what, half an hour just talking.”







“Yeah, come on, let’s go,”
I said walking in the direction of our homeroom.







……………………………………………………………………………







I went to homeroom and Adam
was there, along with this kid with spiky black hair.







“Hey, Adam,” I greeted. Was
it cool or what we were in the same homeroom?







“Hey.” He grinned. “Oh!” He
pointed to his spiky-haired friend. “This is Drew, my
buddy.”







Drew stuck out his hand,
and when I stuck mine out, he grabbed hold of mine and shook
roughly. He grinned when I complained. I slapped him.







See how easily I make
friends?







“And this is Kia,” I said,
pointing to Kia. She grinned and waved.







When Drew and Kia looked at
each other for the first time, that moment their eyes met, I swear,
there must have been fireworks.







For the rest of the day,
all Kia wanted to talk about was Drew. It was insanely adorable and
gag-worthy, all at the same time.







During lunch, I sat with
Adam and Drew. Kia and Drew were making googly eyes at each other
for a good part of it. I didn’t know whether to smile or barf, once
again.







“So… this is what high
school is like.” I looked around.







Adam snorted. “You’re lucky
you were allowed back in, after yesterday!”







“Hey! He started
it!”







He rolled his eyes at what
he described as my “juvenile” excuse.







Pfft! Juvenile my
ass!







Lunch went pretty much like
that; Adam accused me of something, and I tried my best to defend
myself.







And if I do say so myself,
I did a pretty darn good job of it!










………………………………………………










“Ugh, I hate seniors!” I
complained, slamming my head against my desk with such force, I
thought I broke the desk for a despairing minute. I didn’t need
another reason for Principal Dune to hate my guts.







“Senior pranks?” Adam asked
with an amused smile.







“How’d ya guess?” The look
on my face must have seemed sour. That’s how it felt, at
least.







“I got brains,” he joked,
“not just beauty.”







“No, seriously,” I
complained, “they are tripping me, throwing water balloons at me,
one of them threw a freaking tomato at me, for heaven’s
sake!”







“Ouch, I never got it that
bad last year.”







“Lucky bastard,” I
muttered.







“Hey! No need to snap at
me!” He raised his arms in defense.







“Sorry,” I apologized
flatly. “I just have got to do something about this! This is the
beginning of the year, though, first week, maybe it’ll get
better.”







“Maybe.” He didn’t look
too convinced, though.







The bell rang and everyone
shuffled out of the room.







“Hey you need a ride?”
Adam asked as we gathered our books.







“Nah, I’m going with Kia,
she’s got her driver’s license, and super shiny car, courtesy of
moi!” I said, using the only amount of French I knew. I saved a lot
of money to buy her that thing for her birthday. She’s actually a
really good driver, which was why they gave her a driving license
so early.







“Okay, see you tomorrow.”
He seemed a little disappointed. But he would live.







“See you later,
alligator!” I grinned. He cracked a smile. I knew it would cheer
him up!







As I exited the room, I
thought I heard someone mumble, “Soon enough… soon enough you will
be mine… only mine…. Mine.”







I feel sorry for the sucker
whom he’s stalking. Poor girl!










Chapter 4










As I was walking to school
I felt as if someone were watching me, following me. I was really
getting freaked out.







“Hey, be-yotch! Get in the
car!” Kia yelled from behind me. We called each other be-yotch all
the time, but playfully, like two best friends would. That weren’t
fighting, of course.







“It’s about time! I was
really getting scared.” I frowned and I felt my lip quiver. My
gosh, I am such a sissy. I get scared by everything. I cry because
of paper cuts, I swear!
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