Stumbling out of the hospital gates in a daze she wandered along the bustling streets, her eyes blank and her mind unthinking. Cancer. How could it be, she was only 23! As she pushed her way past the crowd, he head was filled with images of surgery, scars and therapy. No, they must have got it wrong, it may have been someone else’s. But it wasn’t, they checked twice, three times even, yet still the same answer. Knocking people out of her path, she headed to the bookshop where she worked.


“Hi Anna, how are you?” her friend Sophia asked. Her answer was a uncomprehending stare. Mindlessly, she stumbled up the stairs to the toilets, her heart quavering out of fear and dread. It was bad enough when they told her she was infertile, but how can she cope with this? Oh no, she thought, it is Robert. For some reason, she hated him, even though they had only met a couple of days ago.


“Hey Anna, been chasing pretty boys have we?” He said in his light-hearted tone of voice which made him seem so innocent.


“Oh shut up!” She snapped, muttering a few other, less kindly words under her breath.

His expression as always, was the same when she snapped at him, his look was perplexed, and his eyes seemed hurt somehow. She bit her lip. Why did she always say hurtful things to him. He was nice enough, with his short brown hair and beautiful blue eyes. Why was she so mean to him? Then she sighed, oh great, another problem to worry about. She felt something wet then crawl down her cheek, and his expression was alarmed.


“Are you ok?” he said in a worried voice. There was only one answer she could give. No one else was around, so she tried to regain her composure. But it just didn’t work, and she just looked at him, her lip trembling.


“It’s not fair!!!!” She wailed “ I was at the hospital, and they said that…… that… I have… cancer!!!” And with that, she fell into his arms, her body shaking with grief, and tears staining his blue shirt. He held her close, running his fingers through her red hair. Strange, she was enjoying his attention and his tender touch sent tremors of pleasure through her very being. He ran his fingers through her hair, whispering phrases like ‘it will be fine’ and ‘don’t worry, we will get through this’. But why was he saying we, she didn’t know, and her present state of mind was in no condition to even ponder it, so she just stood there, held in his arms, drinking in the overwhelming affection emanating from him. After a while, he pulled himself away, but his hands still remained in close contact with her petite body.


“Thank you.” She said finally in a low whisper.


“For what exactly?” He replied, his eyes confused, but a faint smile on his lips.


“For being here.” She said, a low blush coming unbidden to her cheeks. Then, she realised what she was saying, and ran into the woman’s toilets, her mind and heart racing as she realised the impossible. No, it couldn’t be love, love for someone she had been so mean too? Love for a nice enough man, whose touch sent excitement into her bones, but still a man. She hadn’t forgiven the feeling her first true love gave her when he said he liked her, but liked her friend better. She couldn’t forgive the male race for such a insult yet. She tried to stir these thoughts like a furnace, to get the anger to push these strange new feelings out of her head. But it just didn’t work, every time she closed her eyes, she saw his face. After a long days work, avoiding his innocent, yet puzzled gaze.

As soon as she got home, she ran a steaming bath for herself, to try and purge these feelings, but as she fell asleep, she was comforted with dreams of his soft hands caressing her, and sweet words serenading from his soft lips.

