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	In life, you have to fight, defend yourself, conquer, and  realize your dreams and desires

	 

	Gilles Derome 
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	For you who have never ceased to dream ...

	 

	 

	 

	
 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Prologue

	 

	Delcima, 22 years earlier

	Helena Rimes was looking at the little girl she held to her breast, with her eyes filled with gratitude. She had given her life a few hours earlier. The infant was beautiful and embodied perfection in her eyes. She had never imagined that her heart could hold so much love for a being she was seeing for the first time.  Yet Helena was aware that time was running out. The door to her hospital room opened and Thomas Crowley appeared in the doorway, holding hands with his four-year-old daughter, Rebecca, born from his previous marriage. Helena smiled and looked at him with a little sadness in her eyes. He was such a wonderful and good man. And she knew he would suffer. Thomas walked over to his wife and kissed her tenderly.

	— I'm going to take Rebecca to my mother, he said softly.

	She nodded.

	— Thank you for this gift of life, said Helena while staring at the baby.

	— - You seem so happy, but your voice betrays a slight sadness. What's wrong?

	Helena took a deep breath and forced a smile. How could she explain the inconceivable to him? Even if she owed him the truth, would he be ready to know her when silence was the only solution to what was eating her away? She created a diversion.

	— Can we name her Cassandra? Cassandra Crowley sounds good. What do you think?

	Thomas nodded. He kissed his wife again and hugged her tightly to his heart, whispering that he loved her more than anything. He kissed the baby's forehead and, accompanied by Rebecca, he confidently left the hospital room. Helena's breathing was more and more choppy. She got up and put the child in the bunk at the foot of her bed.

	— If some people trace their destinies, yours, my dear, it is forged in advance. You are so small. So fragile. I offer my life to give you an existence that is already mortgaged. You don't understand what I'm telling you, but they will come looking for you one day, so you will understand everything. You will be terrified, you will be afraid, but I will always be there, with you. I love you, Cassandra.

	 

	
 

	 

	 

	Chapter 1

	 

	Cassandra had been doing small jobs for six months now.  She was trying to help her sister pay for any expenses that the family home might incur. Her father, Thomas Crowley, went missing for almost a year on a humanitarian trip to Colombia. He was probably kidnapped by a group of extremist rebels, no one had ever tracked him down. As his body was never identified, his death could not be made official. 

	But for Cassandra, life went on. She dropped out of college, and she went to Colombia to help with the searches, but everything was in vain. She and her sister were left with uncertainties. They couldn’t’t grieve. The hope of seeing their father safe and sound was diminishing day by day. At 22, she found herself ripped apart from both parents. Her mother had died after giving birth to her.  After the delivery, there have been some complications that the doctors could not explain.

	It was the first Friday of June and almost 8pm. The restaurant was practically empty except for a few regulars. Cassandra called them her suckers. They seemed glued to their chairs. She peeked at her watch. She was impatient. She looked up at the front door, which remained closed. She should have finished her shift for at least a good thirty minutes. Her colleague had still not arrived and had not given any sign of life. She really started to get worried about this situation. Her feet were in excruciating pain, and she had already worked a considerable number of hours.

	— Do you know if Jenny called to say she would be late? she asked her colleague Billy, who was busy in the kitchen.

	— No, I don’t think so, he answered.

	Cassandra, in spite of herself, sighed. She began to bite the nail on her right thumb. A bad habit she had developed when she was anxious or under pressure. She grabbed a cloth and mechanically scrubbed the counter.  She made another lap around the customers with her coffee carafe and settled back behind the bar.

	The large door to the "Rose Cafe" opened, but disappointment quickly replaced hope of Jenny coming in when Cassandra saw a man approaching the bar to sit on one of the empty stools. He smiled coldly at her while she handed him a menu, which he promptly pushed aside.

	— Just a coffee Cassandra, he said.

	— How do you know my name? she asked surprised.

	—     It's written on your name tag, he said pointing at the small cardboard pinned on her uniform at the chest level.

	Cassandra felt ridiculous. She eyed the man while she was pouring coffee in the cup that she had placed in front of him. She didn't remember seeing him before. He must have been older, which she found particularly attractive. It was uncommon to see such distinguished people at the “Rose Café”. He was tall and athletic. He wore a white shirt under a black jacket and a tie of the same colour, everything matched. It was too perfect for her. His face was aesthetically beautiful. His eyes, somewhat almond-shaped and a light blue like Cassandra had rarely seen, showed no emotion. His nose was short and thin, while his mouth was slightly plump, which seemed to lessen the sternness he exuded.

	— It’s a bit unfair that you know my name and I do not know yours, said Cassandra teasingly.

	— My name is John, he answered relentlessly. 

	Judging by his tone, he didn’t’t want to continue this conversation. Cassandra stopped and returned to the kitchen to try to find the notebook containing the number of all the employees. She tried to call Jenny, but without any success. The door finally opened and her co-worker gasped.

	— I know! I am late. There was an accident with injuries on my way here. I forgot my phone and I had to go back home. They had added a detour, and they closed the road because a truck had spilled diesel. Or something like that!

	— I was going to call the police, Cassandra joked.

	She smiled and left. She had waited for her for too long. The man left a five-dollar bill next to his steaming cup, got up and discreetly followed Cassandra out.

	She walked with a slow and heavy tread. She loved to admire the houses from the street, one of the oldest neighbourhoods in the city. She easily imagined all the things that these buildings could tell her if they were to talk. Arriving in front of the large oak tree that overlooked the sidewalk, she smiled when she saw two squirrels who seemed to be quarrelling over some fruit. She didn't notice the black sedan with tinted windows following her at a reasonable distance.

	Cassandra lived a few streets away from the restaurant, in her father's house. Her heart skipped a beat every time she thought of him. There were so many unanswered questions since his disappearance. Her eyes were often clouded with tears, but she didn't talk about it with her sister or even with her friends, Kristen, and Brian. She was very discreet about her feelings and the events that rocked her life.

	She walked up on the stairs that led to the front door of the family home. An ancestral, imposing residence, all in old red brick. She opened the door with her key, entered the house and went straight to the telephone to check if she had any new voicemail messages. Only one caught her attention; it was from a certain John Travis. The display indicated that he had tried to call her at least ten times. He left only one message in which he said that they must meet and talk; it was something urgent. She had never heard of him, so she didn’t’t bother to call him back.

	The doorbell rang loudly throughout the house, which in turn, startled Cassandra. She wasn’t expecting anyone. And she hated it when people came to her house unannounced. She gently pushed aside one of the curtain panels from the kitchen window and, to her amazement, she saw the man she had served earlier at the Rose Café. She was seized by a sort of panic. Her head was full of questions. It was obvious that he followed her, but why? Was he a serial killer? He rang again. He kept insisting and had no intention to leave. Cassandra couldn't escape; he had probably seen her enter the residence and he knew she was in the house. She opened the door, but only for a few inches.

	— Did you follow me here?

	— Is it that obvious?, John answer sarcastically.

	Cassandra was about to close the door at this remark which lacked delicacy. He continued: 

	— Wait. My answer was absurd. I apologize. I admit that I have followed you here, but it’s not what you are thinking. I already had your address...Please, let me in. It’s important.

	— I do not have the desire to know a stranger who just showed up at my door after tailing and stalking me... Right now, I want you to leave immediately or I will call the police.

	Cassandra took her cell phone out of her pocket and waved it menacingly in front of John. She had no real intention of calling the emergency services, but, if necessary, she would.

	— My name is John Travis. I have tried to contact you all day long...

	Cassandra recognized the name of the man who had tried to call her endlessly. A duel was playing out in her head. Curious by nature, she wanted to let him come inside, but fearful, she dared not allow it, in case he wanted to attack her. She had given up to curiosity and opened the door to let the man in. She intended to end this increasingly ridiculous scene once and for all. It was unlikely for her to be killed by him in broad daylight. 

	John followed Cassandra into the living room and, being the perfect gentleman that he was, waited for her to sit down before doing the same. He put his black briefcase beside him, which he always carried.

	— So, what do you want?

	— I do not even know where to start. What I am about to tell you will seem a little crazy, even preposterous…

	— Do it like in all the books, start at the beginning.

	John looked at Cassandra carefully. The moment he was waiting for so many years had arrived. He had to choose his words wisely to explain to this young women what she really was. She had lived the last twenty-two years sheltered from this world unknown to man. He envied her innocence. He gazed at her face. She was so pretty. Her black hair tumbled over her shoulders and her equally dark and penetrating eyes often wandered. His eyes rested for a few seconds on her lips which were full, almost a natural red, which contrasted with her white skin. He wanted to compare her to Snow White. Cassandra was petite. She looked frail and not very tall. She didn't seem to have the physical condition for the job.

	— Last night, a young woman named Patricia Wolf died...

	— Are you a police detective?

	— No…

	— But what does that have to do with the story?

	— May I go on? If you stop me at every sentence, we will still be here tomorrow morning, he snapped.

	Frustrated, Cassandra crossed her arms. She was not a patient person. She even loved to check the last page of a book before choosing one, to see if the ending was worth reading. Her friends made fun of her for doing that.

	— I am all ears! she answered sarcastically.

	John cleared his throat and rubbed his chin mechanically.

	— Okay, I will start over. Try not to interrupt me. Patricia was on a mission. She had extraordinary abilities. She had an incredible strength that allowed her to defend the widows and the orphans. You see, Patricia was not like me or like your friend or other members of your family. She was like you. I am trying to find my words to tell you the rest of the story, without you taking me for a madman… Promise me, I am begging you to listen to me until the end, without interrupting me…

	— And why would I do that? I find your introduction very long. Come on, I’m listening!

	— Can you please let me finish? Without interrupting me.

	Cassandra nodded quickly. John paused for a few minutes to think about the rest of his story. Cassandra looked at him without saying anything and had only one desire; get that person out of her house and take a relaxing bath. 

	— You see, Patricia is not totally a normal person. Her mother was human, but her father was an Autima, an extraterrestrial origin...

	— That’s it, get out of here. That's enough, Cassandra yelled, rising from her seat, and heading for the door.

	She had wasted enough of her time with this odd specimen. John was staying put and calmly continued the story.

	— Patricia was a Destiny. A warrior. Patricia was born to kill Vitus11. She died while carrying out her mission. The Autimas protect the planet and the humankind by fighting with Vitus, because their worldwide system is virtually uninhabitable. This is why the Autimas have created Destinies and they have deployed them around the world. If one dies, another one has to take their place. And now you are at the top of the list.

	For a moment there Cassandra looked dazed, but then she started to break into loud laughter.

	— That’s it. Now, go away. Come to think of it, it's not the police I'm going to call, but the psychiatric hospital. You have wasted my time and I think you should get professional help, said Cassandra while waving her hand at the door.

	What’s next? He was going to tell her that humanity would soon be under attack. That these aliens would be the ones who kidnap them while they sleep? She had no doubts on the existence of other lives, outside our planet, but she also believed that they surely had better things to do than come to visit them.

	— I am not crazy. Your mother...

	— She is dead and she rests in peace. Leave here be, Cassandra interrupted him furiously.

	— I knew Helena Rimes. I know she died a few hours after you were born; a respiratory arrest. At least, that is the official version of the story. Unofficially, the doctors could not actually find the real causes, especially because she was a healthy person. The birth went perfectly. Your birthday was on Monday, which fits with her disappearance. Twenty-two years old...

	— These days, the internet is the best option to find out information about somebody. Get out of here immediately, she yelled as she opened the door.

	John stopped insisting. He stood up, took his briefcase from the living room table, and opened it to remove a document which he handed to Cassandra.

	— These are your origins, Cassandra. Your mother broke the rules by falling in love with your father. She was not a simple Autima. She was one of the caregivers. She was some sort of angel for him. Her punishment was her earthly death. You look so much like her.

	— And then what? Are you going to tell me that you are an automaton? Is that your role in all of this?

	— I am not an Autima. I am just a simple man. Like you, I am a the chosen one, but I must guide you in your mission. I have the knowledge and you have the strength. If we are united, we can face evil...

	For a second Cassandra hesitated, then showed him the door. His story seemed preposterous, but he told it with an utmost conviction. However, madmen believe their own stories too. This man needed psychological care and the priority right now was for him to leave the house before her sister returned. Cassandra was not naive. She needed more than words and papers as proof of what he was saying.

	— Now, that’s enough. Get out and never come back.

	John placed the documents on the table and left the house. Before Cassandra could closed the door, he turned in a final gesture.

	— Cassandra, this is only a small part of what you need to know. Every day you'll learn something new, John insisted, sensing her suspicion.

	John was aware that what he was showing her was incredible, even implausible. He grew up in this world, but not her. It was his existence. He himself couldn't believe it, if a random guy came to find him to tell him the same story.

	— It was a nice story, Mr. Travis, but it's just entertainment for me. To me, you just seem like a poor madman trying to find meaning in your invented life and introducing me to your hallucinations. I am asking you to leave and never come back.

	John left without further ado. He was disappointed, but at least he talked to her. He knew that sooner or later she will be searching for him. John was a patient man. Did he have another choice? He had entrusted all the necessary information to Cassandra and now he had to let time do its job. She would soon be faced with her new mission. It was inevitable.

	He was slightly disturbed to find himself in front of the young woman. He had been able to contain himself and remain unmoved by the emotions she aroused in him. He had contradictory feelings that were unknown to him until now. He quickly put it down to all the winds of change blowing over him.

	Cassandra slammed the door after making sure the man had gotten into his car and went on his way. Even since her childhood, she had kept things to herself that she had never dared to tell anyone because she was afraid of being laughed at. She had a deep-rooted fear of being rejected. Admittedly, she had a few abilities most people didn't have, such as moving objects short for distances with her mind, but she never talked about them. The fear of being considered crazy haunted her too much to confide in anyone. She had seen the movie with Carrie and her friends, and the comments they had; this made her want to keep it a secret. Having a normal life despite everything had never been easy for her.

	She laughed as she imagined fighting forces from elsewhere. This was never included in her plans. She refused this idea inside her head. Cassandra had trouble opening a tin can without cutting herself, so killing an alien? What an absurd and science-fiction idea! Just the word alien was an overkill for her. She had never believed in UFOs or any other forms of life, so imagining that the universe could depend on her was a bitter pill to swallow. She was not a warrior as that Patricia Wolf. She was not a brave person. She was scared of everything. Okay, she was often told that she knew how to provoke people, but that was it. It was an image she loved to project.

	Cassandra picked up the documents he had left on the living room table and went to her bedroom. She threw the bundle of sheets on her bed and grabbed her pyjamas before going to take a bath. Saving the world can wait until tomorrow, she now had to take care of her feet which made her suffer, but above all go relax and forget all about this story.

	

 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 2

	 

	Cassandra had fallen asleep in front of the TV again. Her sister, Rebecca, did not wake her up. It was four o’clock in the morning and, for the first time in several months, she had two days off in a row. These two days were during the weekend. 

	– A day when I could have dozed off, I had to wake up this early, she growled, getting up to go to her room.

	When passing by her computer, she paused for a few minutes and did a quick search in her browser for John Travis. His photo popped up almost instantly. He was the new curator of Delcima's Museum since May. Cassandra started laughing even though his face was very serious. He didn't seem to smile much and she thought that was unfortunate, because he would be even more charismatic. 

	– It’s too bad that such a cute guy is also crazy, Cassandra muttered after sighing.

	She also did another search for the words Vitus and Destiny. She didn’t’t find anything in particular, but when she searched for Patricia Wolf's name, she unearthed a polemic that spoke of her mission in other terms and was similar to what John Travis had tried to previously tell her. 

	– Cassandra, for God’s sake, go back to bed! said Rebecca.

	She had passed behind her. She woke up to go to the bathroom.

	– Hum, hum.

	But Cassandra wasn’t listening. She assiduously read the thread of the discussion that paraded before her eyes. A certain Smile007 announced the death of Patricia Wolf. He said that her killer was not found. He also implied that someone else would replace her. He never used the terms John had used with her, but the other site subscribers seemed to know what he was talking about.

	Cassandra went back to her bedroom and picked up the pile of documents she had thrown on her bed the night before. She smiled as she saw the "Top Secret" seal that had been stamped in red on the front page. The information on this first page were quite basic. They were about her mother, Helena Rimes, and her mission alongside her father. There were little details about the relationship and the feelings between her parents.

	She had been marked by his absence all her life. She found it ironic that someone she had never known, was missed so much by him. Yet this was the case. Her father had stored all the memories he had of her in the attic, in a chest to which only he had the key. Thomas Crowley had a very generous heart, but he never liked to open the pages of his past, and especially to evoke it. He had never really taken the time to tell Cassandra about Helena, even though he knew he should have. It was too difficult for him. The relationship between Cassandra and her father had never been good. Cassandra had not been an easy-going child and teenager. She started to put herself back together and calm down after his disappearance.

	The documents had very little details about her father. He was not a main character in his story, but in these few notes, everything was still quite fair. The research had been done with care. The details listed were quite accurate. She skimmed through the information about the Vitus, but the subject didn't really interest her. When she looked at the clock, she noticed that it was already seven in the morning and she had to get ready to go shopping. She was having her friends over for dinner and there was still a ton of stuff to buy.

	***

	To start, Cassandra went to the supermarket. She smiled warmly at the cashier whom she knew by sight because she was regularly eating with her son at the restaurant. She picked up a shopping basket from the entrance and pushed it towards the fruits and vegetables aisle. Her sister had given her a list of ingredients needed for the recipe she would help her cook to entertain her friends. She was examining the lettuce when she heard shouts behind her. She slightly turned her head so that she could see the two cursing protagonists in her peripheral field.

	– What are you looking at? One of them shouted at Cassandra.

	She turned to them and didn't even pretend to be embarrassed or apologetic. 

	– Maybe you could argue outside…

	– And then what?

	Cassandra gasped when, for a few seconds, she had the impression of seeing the individual's face metamorphose into something she could not describe, the image was so fleeting in her eyes. As she stared at him, the man noticed her reaction. He took the hand of the woman accompanying him and went out of the grocery store, leaving his half-filled basket right in the middle of the aisle. Cassandra followed them as they were looking away a couple of times before disappearing around the corner. He looked scared, but she couldn't understand what she could have done to make him so scared.

	– I can hire you as a security guard, a gentleman who seemed to be the manager of the place told her. It’s the first time I see them leaving so fast. They usually come here to stir up trouble. I pity his poor spouse who tolerates his unpleasant and violent behaviour. I do not know what your trick is, but it’s really good.

	– I think it has something to do with my killer gaze, Cassandra joked as she continued her shopping.

	She had no clue why that man was so frightened. She also did not understand this strange vision she had had while thinking of him. For a few seconds, she thought about John Travis, but she quickly banished that thought. She shouldn't let his stories get to her. Cassandra hurried to finish her shopping to quickly return home. She was close to her house when she came face to face with the man, she had met earlier at the grocery store.

	– Are you the new one, he said softly.

	He was calmer than at the grocery store. He smiled sourly. Cassandra shivered. She had taken a shortcut into a small, uncrowded alley and she now regretted her choice. She felt like a trapped beast. 

	– Sir, I don't know what are you talking about. I am sorry for this morning...

	– Sir? Sorry? She is polite. That’s new. 

	Cassandra didn't know what he was talking about, but the situation was starting to seriously scare her.

	– What do you want? I only have ten dollars and some cents in my bag…

	– I just want to tell you that I don't attack people. I am one of the pacifists. As long as I agree with you and that I am not interested in you, I demand to keep my freedom of action. I scream, but I don't touch anyone.

	– What are you talking about?

	– I had an agreement with Patricia. She never wiped me out. As long as I do not kill any humans. I would like to have a similar agreement with you. You are the new Destiny, right?

	Cassandra dropped her bag on the ground. Stunned. “Don't be bamboozled… don’t be bamboozled…” she kept repeating that in her head.

	– But… uhm… How much did John Travis pay you to scare me? How much?

	– I don’t know any John Travis. I can give you all the information that you need. I can...Please.

	Cassandra pulled herself together. She leaned down keeping eye contact with the person appearing to introduce herself as a Vitus and picked up her bag. Luckily it hadn't rolled over. 

	– Go away now. Give me your name in case I will need you.

	– My name Conrad Firth, I live on  33rd Street, appartement number 5. Thank you. Thank you.

	The man turned and ran in the opposite direction. By giving his address, he had signed the peace agreement. Cassandra, still in shock from this encounter, regained her senses and set off again in the direction of her home. She kept looking around to make sure there were no other strange people near her. 

	When she finally got home, she locked the door and leaned against the door for a moment to catch her breath. She had had the impression of having stopped breathing during the journey, and she was so afraid of falling on a new undesirable.

	– Do you have everything? Are you ok? You look like you’ve seen a ghost! Rebecca said while coming out of the bathroom.

	– Yes. I bought everything. Can you start without me because I have an important call to make...

	– Is this another one of your attempts to get me to do all the work?

	– No. Thanks sister.

	Cassandra planted a furtive kiss on Rebecca's cheek before running up the stairs. She closed the door from her room and grabbed the documents from John Travis. She found his phone number on the last page and dialled it on her mobile phone. After ringing for three times, she recognized his voice.

	– Have you paid that guy? asked Cassandra in a slightly shaky voice.

	– Who is this? Cassandra? Is that you?

	–Have you paid that man to scare me?

	She raised her voice. John didn’t’t answer right away. 

	– What is happening Cassandra? Who are you talking about?

	– He followed me. He said that I am the new one. He told me about Patricia...Have you paid him to scare me? Is that it?

	John deeply inhaled before answering. He knew he had to be honest, but above all try to reassure her.

	– Cassandra, I didn’t’t pay anyone. I haven't talked to anyone about you, but obviously some groups have heard that you're the new Destiny. 

	– I saw his face…He was as afraid of me as I was of him. Yet, I am not powerful at all... I could not harm another person...

	– Since last night, your strength has increased tenfold.

	Cassandra closed her eyes for a moment. She hoped that by opening them again, everything would be erased from her memory and that she would realize that she had had a nightmare.

	– It’s so unreal. Impossible...

	– I know. If you agree, tonight I could show you your first Vitus. 

	– To be more accurate, what is a Vitus?

	
	- Let's just say it's worse than hell. It’s a demon like being. With no soul. They are the shadows in the light.



	– If it was true. If all of this is true, I need more facts. I want something real. My life has never been easy and you come out of nowhere telling me that I am the chosen one on a science fiction mission. It's a lot to digest.

	– I know, Cassandra. It is enormous. You were not prepared for such a discovery about yourself. 

	John knew it was a very cruel job for a woman of her age and one that would require a lot of sacrifice. Give up her life and dreams. But she had been lucky enough to live a normal childhood and adolescence despite her difficulties, and that consoled him.

	– Also, you’re a stranger to me. You can be a psychopath and have the sole purpose of killing me, she said in a soft voice.

	Despite everything, John smiled. The young woman amused him, both by her spontaneity and by her overflowing imagination. She was right to some extent.

	– This is why we need to learn to trust each other, Cassandra. I will be your guide, your trainer. I will be there for you and I will help you accomplish this mission. Trust is built one day at a time. I am not your enemy. I am your friend. I am honest. 

	– When are we meeting tonight? And where?

	– About six o’clock at my house?

	Cassandra hesitated for a moment before agreeing. She did all the steps while holding back her momentum. She didn't believe what had been going on for the last twenty-four hours. She also didn't want to plunge with this man into his madness. John gave her his address and she hung up before going to find her sister.

	 

	***

	Kristen Devon parked her red sports car in front of her best friend’s house. She admired her reflection in the rear-view mirror and got out of the car. She arrived at the same time as Brian Hunnam who walked there.

	– You should have called me! I would have picked you up, she said, while walking towards him.

	– You know I like to walk, just to keep my slim figure, he replied mockingly.

	It was their weekly meeting. Cassandra had invited them to dinner. A sweet smell reigned in the house. She had asked her sister to help her cook because she was not a very talented chef. 

	– You cannot imagine how happy I am to see you all here!

	Kristen’s face brightened. Her little green eyes, almond-shaped, embellished with large black lashes, shone with that sweet mischief that characterized her so well. She and Cassandra had known each other for two years now, a meeting that coincided with Cassandra's return to Delcima. Both their friendship and their complicity had proved almost instantaneous. Like two soul mates who had found each other.

	– Why dinner instead of supper this week? It's so dark outside, Brian complained, setting his black jacket on one of the chairs in the kitchen.

	– Of course, we all know very well that you're usually still in bed at this time of the morning, Kristen replied affectionately.

	Brian smiled at his friend. She was a tall redhead, whose almost perfectly white skin was comparable to porcelain. Kristen was very pretty in Brian's eyes, but he'd never allowed himself to look at her any differently than through the eyes of a friend. They knew each other better than anyone because they were raised together, and their mutual affection was enviable to those around them. Just like an old couple, if one would start a sentence, the other one could finish it. They had never crossed the line of friendship, even if sometimes a palpable tension could settle. Their friendship was far too important for them to break that trust that they have worked on for years. Brian knew his friend very well. He valued his many qualities but also recognized his flaws. Although she was faithful to him in friendship, she was the promiscuous type in her romantic relationships. She never kept a boyfriend for more than three months and got tired of his romances very quickly. She didn't trust men, anyone for that matter. Brian's heart had been beating for Cassandra for quite a while now. This ray of sunshine had pierced the grey clouds that had inhabited his sky for too long. But he didn't know how to approach her in that direction, without breaking the bonds they had managed to weave.

	– I have a date tonight. A date with my destiny! Cassandra said.

	– What is the story? Brian asked, suddenly challenged.

	– A farfetched story, implausible. I have decided to further investigate and when I’ll know the end of the story, you will know the whole truth.

	Kristen remained silent, which was not her habit. She was a woman who loved drawing attention to herself and recounting, in all details, her sentimental and daily adventures. Cassandra genuinely loved her friends. She greatly appreciated their simplicity and the veracity of their being. Her eyes met Brian's. His expressive blue gaze always seemed to relax when it was fixed on her. She smiled at him and he smiled back. He mechanically ran his hand through his dark blond, slightly curly hair. It was a habit that Cassandra had detected in her friend when she felt he was embarrassed.

	– You're not that talkative, Kristen, Brian pointed out to break the silence, as Cassandra put the plates on the table.

	– I was up sick last night. My stomach is still a little shaky, Kristen retorted, fiddling with her fork.

	– Have you been out again, danced the night away, and drank too much alcohol? Cassandra cooked her.

	Kristen ignored her friend and prompted her with another question.

	– And does this destiny of yours have a name?
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