
“I love you!” 
“What is that supposed to mean?” 

 
Disappointment, sorrow, if one could name it, Nito felt it. Why did he even              

get his hopes up? Maybe that false hope had kept him sane throughout it all. Or                
maybe it had simply felt that way. 

 
Nito was a short boy 17 years of age and he had always had his eyes set                 

on another boy whom he knew he had absolutely no chance with. The other boy,               
his name was Mason, was like the average high school boy; a popular basketball              
player who attracted just about every girl he met. Nito, on the other hand, was               
shy and loved to act, yet his stage fright kept him from participating in plays and                
musicals.  
 

Nito loved Mason more than anything and had finally managed to muster            
up the courage to confess his feelings to the other boy and now Nito dragged his                
feet across the tiled floor of the school trying his hardest not to collapse to the                
floor in tears. His head spun and he held his hands to his chest, soon starting to                 
stumble. Where was he headed? Did he even know himself?  
 

In a sudden wave of dizziness, Nito collapsed to the ground. He felt as              
though he was choking. The halls seemed empty as as the walls twisted and              
warped. His throat felt full when something urged to come out. He placed his              
hands over his mouth and coughed, blood splattering onto the floor.  
 

He coughed again and again as people surrounded him, others running to            
get the school nurse and principals. He coughed over and over, soon the nurse              
kneeling at his side. He coughed yet again, but this time he felt something else               
come up. Something abnormal. He moved his hands from his mouth and into             
eyesight, his eyes widening as blood dripped from his mouth. Rose Petals. 

 
Was he dying? Was he already dead? He didn’t know what was going on.              

Did he even want to know? He was dying, he was sure of that. He’d never be                 
able to see his aunt or Mason ever again. All the fun memories they shared               
would go to waste because of some stupid flower petals clogging up his lungs. 

 



Next thing he knew, he was being lifted from the tile floor and was placed               
upright over the shoulder in someone else’s arms as to not let him choke on               
blood. Whoever is was, he carried him down the hallways as quick as he could.  

 
Nito just continued to cough up blood and flower petals onto the stranger’s             

back. His head spun and his vision blurred, unaware of even the smallest detail              
in his surroundings. Bit by bit, his vision became darker until all he saw was black                
and he fell unconscious.  

 
As black faded to white, his eyes opened slightly, light pouring into them.             

Soon the white turned to red as his surroundings became clear. His eyes             
widened at the blood and petals surrounding him.  

 
He felt a hand placed on his back as a nurse helped him to sit up. He could                  

hear a voice speaking to him but he couldn’t make out the words being said. He                
turned ever so slightly to the side, seeing his aunt there with a worried              
expression on her face. He hears the clicking of shoes as the nurse leaves the               
room to fetch the doctor, the words of his aunt becoming clear. 

 
“Nito! Oh, thank god, you’re alright! I was so worried!” 
 
Nito sat quietly, listening to his aunt speak to him, holding back the urge to               

cough. He quickly covered his mouth and his aunt fell quiet. He swallowed a few               
times, trying to swallow the cough, but failing. He coughed through his hands,             
blood and petals spattering onto the already bloody sheets. The cough was raspy             
and dry and it felt as through thorns were being sliced through his neck. Tears               
threatened to pour from his eyes from the pain.  

 
The doctor and nurse soon entered the room, both with sorrowful looks at             

the new petals and blood. The doctor grabbed a chair and moved it to the side of                 
the bed, sitting in it.  

 
“Nito, I need to talk to you.” 
 
The doctor spoke to him in a calmed voice but one could hear the worry               

within it. 



 
“You have an extremely rare disease called the Hanahaki Disease. It is            

believed to form from one-sided love. While there is no way to naturally rid of it,                
there is a surgery we can do to remove the petals. It is extremely risky and it may                  
result in loss of emotions and feelings. However, if you don’t get it, you will die.                
Though, the choice is entirely yours. I want you to think it over, but you must                
think quickly.” 

 
Die? Nito was going to die? He did suppose this was his punishment for              

loving someone so impossible to love. He thought on it. Dying physically or dying              
emotionally. Why were those his choices? Why couldn’t he get a third option?  

 
He thought for a another moment before he made a final decision. He             

looked to the doctor and gave a slight nod, showing that he wanted this surgery.               
The doctor gave a hesitant nod and stood up, glancing to Nito’s aunt before              
leaving the room. 

 
The nurse had begun to help Nito out of the bed to clean up the blood to                 

the best of her ability. His body was weak from blood loss so he struggled to                
even stand on his own. The nurse set him into a chair and began to clean as                 
much blood off as she could before then going to the bed and removing the               
sheets. 

 
After changing the sheets, she helped Nito back into the bed and left,             

leaving Nito and his aunt alone in an awkward silence. It was his aunt who broke                
the silence. 

 
“Who is it you like? Would I know them?” 
 
She smiled softly as she spoke, worry in her voice. One could tell she was               

concerned. Nito shook his head, refusing to answer as he looked away from her.              
His aunt simply looked down. 

 
The two, despite being close, never really told each other much. Secrets            

were common and they never really talked much. The two continued to sit quietly              
before Nito began to cough once more. 



 
Hours seemed to pass until Nito was being taken out of his room, pushed              

through the halls on his bed. His condition had worsened and it was so bad they                
just couldn’t wait any longer. 

 
Nito felt dizzy and he couldn’t speak due to his throat being so wounded.              

He had been coughing up more and more flowers more and more often. His aunt               
waited back in his room, tapping her foot and pacing nervously.  

 
It was only about an hour before they finished, wheeling him back into the              

room. Nito was asleep, an oxygen mask over his mouth and IV’s jabbed into his               
arms. His aunt had fallen asleep due to her having been awake the entire time               
Nito had been in the hospital. 

 
It was at that moment that Mason entered the room. He had just been              

informed about Nito and he, being worried about his friend, hurried over as quick              
as he could. He panted softly as though he had ran the entire way to the room                 
and his brown hair dripped with water due to the rain pouring from the sky               
outside. But he didn’t seem concerned about any of that. The only concern he felt               
was for Nito. Mason sat in an empty chair, upon seeing Nito asleep. 

 
A nurse walked in, offering Mason a towel to dry himself off and Mason              

took it, thanking her. 
 
“He’s going to be out for a while. He was exhausted when we took him               

back, and that mixed with the anesthetic will keep him knocked out for a good               
while,” The nurse told Mason. “If there is anything I can get you, dont hesitate to                
ask.”  

 
Mason didn’t know what to do, how to feel. He felt guilty. Was this his               

fault? How was he to know that Nito was being serious? No! This wasn't his fault.                
There was no way. No way… 

 
There was a pit in Nito’s chest. There was something missing, but what?             

He slowly opened his eyes, and instead of light, there was someone there             
blocking out the brightness. He couldn’t hear the person’s voice, and he couldn’t             



vocalize his own. Was that what was missing? No, that wasn’t it. Who even was               
this person?  


